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* Written by the late - 


Ingenious M* BEHN, 


| Entire in Two Vous 
3 2 712. R 
I. The Rover: 7 or „ the | v. The Roundheads; — 

Baniſh'd Cavaliers. In | the Good Old Caule. 3 


Imo Parts, IVI. The City Heireß; 
11. The Dutch Lover. | or, Sir Timothy Treat- 


III. Abdelazer I or, the all. 

| Moor's Revenge. 4 An. The Todd -Fopp; ;| | 
Iv. The Young king; © 4 , Sir ITE: Teri} 
| | or, the Miſtake. 5 W 1 
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T HE following)Collefion of Plan SR. 


no gther Recommendation, 1 "that 


my were i by the incomparable Mrs A. Behn, 


erſon whoſe CharaGer is ſo univerſe 1 known, 
and whoſe Performances have et with: ſuch 4 


General Appl auſe, that 'tis "needleſs to be eſpeak. 


the Reader's Favour on her Behalf. Her 12 


ems, Novels, Tranſlations , and ſeveral other, 


Compoſures, both in Proſe and Verſe, have gain d 


her a laſting Efteems among the Maſters of Wit 
and Senſe. Br above all, ber Theatrical Per- 


formances have entitled her to ſuch a diſtin- 


of any of the Poets of this Age, Sir William 


Davenant and Mr. Dryden 25 Moi 4 = 


em bad theogood Fortune to pleaſe upon 


Stage, and all of em loudly proclaim ihe ancy 
J's excellent Abilities of = Autbreſt. ep 


who had the Happineſs to be perſonally acquain- 


ted with her, were ſo charmd with her Nu, 
Freedom of Temper, and Agreeable Converſati- 
on, that they in a manner — 4 d her. And in- 


deed we need no greater Proof of her Excellency 


in 


eniſhing Character in that way, as exceeds That © 


1 2 ber Plays; 


— br the better, which i the prac 
Tile 


Rounder 1 


WM 2 that ſhe 22 nec Hoe to pau 1 
Bread, f was often time: 
e . Fan- 


; could have ſupp! + ber plemifull, if Ay bed 


Here to purjue 
1 fine, ee, amen the Wits 
a ir fully and hepprly _ 4 by Sir 


in the f ng Lines. 


8 write ſome things well, and clemdere | 


But on al Theams your Power is the fame; 5 
Of Buskin and of you know the | 
And tread»in both with equal Skill and Grace: 
But when you write of Love, Aſtræa then 

Love dips his Arrows, where you wet your Pen: Dy 
Such charming Lines did never Paper grace, 

as W and mh as pan 8 Face. 3 


- > 4 . . 
5 „ 1 7 > * 
— . 


n * » 7. q 
Kc, : 0 \ : b - a M0 
. * ” 8 * 4 * © 


| ” C ] 10.5 2-2 Sw Ky 
PROLOGUE... 
WII ferent Sodety. * et 


And Rabel's Drqs 
By all the Lewtned Doors of the Town, 


were never more cd down = ,,.. 


Iban a nem. Play, whoſe Author is unknown. f 


Nor can thoſe Doctors with more Malice ſuree 
(And powerful Purſes) the diſcenting-kem, © 


Than thoſe with an inſulting Pride, do rail 
- At all who are not of their own Cabal. 


If a Toung Poet hit your Humour right, 
Tou judge him then out of Revenge and Spight. 
So among ft Men there are Ridiculous Elves , 


. Who Monkeys hate for being too like themſelves: 
So that the Reaſon of the Grand Debate, Kan 
y Wit ſo oft is damn d, when good Plays take, * by 


Is,. that you Cenſure as you Love or Hate. 

Thus, 'like a Learned Conclave Poets ſit, q 
Catholick Judges both of Senſe and Wit, + 
And Damm or Save,” as they themſelves think fit. 

Tet thoſe who, to others Faults are ſo ſevere, 


Are not ſo perfect, but they themſelves may Err. 


Some write Correct indeed, but then the whole 
(Bating their own dull Stuff ith Play) is flole : 
As Bees do ſuck from Mowers their Honey-dew, 
So they rob others, ſtriving to pleaſe you. 

Some write their Characters gentile and fine, 


But then they do ſo toil for every Line, 
. That what to you does Eaſie ſeem, and Plain, 


is the hard Iſſue of their Labouring Brain. 


Aud ſome th" Effects of all their Pains we ſer, 
TJ but to mimick good Extempore, 


Others by long Converſe about the Town, 

Have Wit enough to write a lewd Lampoon, 

But their chief Skill lies in a Bamdy Song. 

In ſhort, the only Wit that's now in Faſhion x 
Is but the Gleanings of good Converſation. 


As for the Author of this coming Play, 


Ia him him what he thought fit I fhould ſay 
In thanks for your good Company to day: 12 

He calld me Pol, and ſaid it was well known, 

Tou came not here for our (ahes, but your own. 

New Plays are ſtuff d with Wits, and with Deboches 


Dyba Crowd, and Sweat like Citts in May-day Coaches. 


Written by a Perſon of Quality. | 
B | | Dramatis 2 
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Mr. "I Dom ont, „ s Son. 
Mr. Medburne, Don Pedro, A Noble Spaniard, his Friend. 
Mr. Beeten, Belvile, An Engliſn Colonel, in Love 
1 | e with Horinda. 
. Mr. Smith, - The ROVER. | 
4 Mr. Crosbie, - 2 An Engliſh Gentleman, * 
i 4 Friend to Bel. and Blunt. 
= - Mir. um, Blum, An Engliſn Country Gentle- 
1 7 . { man. 
= Mr. Richards, Stephan, Servant to Don Pellro. 
* Nr. Percival Phalippo, Lucetta's Gallanr. 
= Mr. Fobn Lee, © Bio, . Pimp ro Lacetti. 
25 | Biskey, . | 
=— and - Bravo t0 angſt 
= Sebastian, 
3 5 one 5 To Don Aon. 
Al r 5 
. „W we | 
ii 8 Mrs, Betterton, Fire, dun co Da Fad. : 
1 Mrs. Barrey, Fiellena, y young defign 
2 Hs ID "Kr 4 Nu, « Siſter to 
8 248 Mrs. Hughs, Valeri. LEY A rp eg to . 
=  - Mrs. Gwin, Argellica Bianca, A Famous Courtizan. 
g bs Mrs. Leigh, Moretta, Her Woman. 
m Nor, Callis, he hg Honda and 
5 | Mrs. Gille, n 8 A Jing Wench, g 
: _ Servants, other Maſqueraders, Men and Women. 
{ ] SCENE N, in Carnival-time. 
THE 


AC T L* Ire E ad 
Entir Florinda and Hellena. 


a 


X ; VP 


d 
a u underſtand ſt already. 


you, Which makes me fo inquiſitive ; nor ist enough to 


you're a Lover, unleſs you tell me roo," who tis you 
for. . 


FI Hor. When you are a Lover, Vir chink you fir for a sener 


of that Nature. 
Hell. Tis true, I was never a N F begin to 
have a ſhrew'd Gueſs, what 'ris-to be ſ ancy it very 
f ty to ſigh, and ſing, and bluſh and Ad, and 1 dream — with, 
and long and wiſh to ſee the Man; and when I flo looks 
and tremble , juſt as you did when my Brother brought Hite 


che fine Gall fee you ma do you call hm 
Don Belvile. | 
Hor. Fye Hellena. 


E Hell. That | bluſh berrays Lam M 


1 7 
Den Antonio the Vice-Roy's 8 perhaps the Rich old 
2 Don 


* 
* 


flat an impertinent thing. is a young Gul i 
in a Nunnery? How full of Queſtions? Pri- 


| 8 more Hellena, I have told thee more 
all Ego Grief; I wou'd fain know as much ar 


pale 


4 The Rover; or the Baniſhd Cavaliers. 
Don Vincentio whom my Father deſigns for your Husband ?—— 
Why do you bluſh again ? : on 
Fr. Wich Indignation; and how near ſoever my Father 

thinks I am to marrying that hared Object, I ſhall let him feel 

underſtand better, what's due to my Beauty, Birth and Fortune, 
and more co my Soul, than to obey thoſe unjuſt Commands. 
Hel. Now hang me, if I don't love thee for that dear Diſobe+ 
dience. I love Miſchief ſtrangely, as moſt of our Sex do, who 
are come to love nothing elſe But tell me, dear Horinda, 
don't you love that fine Ang/eſe —— for I vow next to loving 
him my ſelf, cwill pleaſe me moſt that you do ſo, for he is 0 
gay and fo handſom. : | 17 
Hor. Helena, a Maid deſign'd for a Nun, ought not to be fo 

Curious in a Diſcourſe of Love. | 

Hell. And doſt thou think that ever U1! be a Nun? Or at leaſt 

till Pm ſo old, I'm fir for nothing elſe. Faith no, Siſter; and 

that which makes me long to know whether you love Beluile, 
is becauſe I hope he has ſome mad Companion or other, that 

will ” 5 my Devotion, nay, I'm reſolv d to — 2 my ſelt 
chis Carnival, if there be cer a handſom Fellow of my Hu- 

mour above Ground, tho I ask firſt. . 

Hor. Prichee be not ſo wild. rn | 
Hell. Now you have provided your ſelf with a Man, you take 
no Care for poor me prithee tell me, what doſt thou ſee about 

me that is unfit for Love have nor I a World of | Youth? A 

Humour gay? a Beauty paſſable? a, Vigour defirable? well 

ſhap'd? clean limb'd ? ſweet breath'd? and "Senſe enough to 

know how all theſe ought to be employd to the beſt Advantage; 
yes, I do and will, therefore lay aſide your Hepes of my For- 
tune, by my being a Devote, and tell me how you came ac- 
quainted with this Beluile? for I perceive you knew him before 
he eame to Naples, | „enn, 

Hor. Yes, I kneiv him at the Siege of Pampulona, he was then 

a Colonel of French Horſe, who when the Town was Ranſack d, 

Nobly treated my Brother and my ſelf, preſerving us from all 

nſolencies; and 1 muſt own, (be ides great Obligations), T have 

I know-nor what, that pleads kindly for him about my Heart, 
and will fuffer no other co enter—Bur ſee my Brother; 


" Eure Don Pedro, Stephan, with a Maſquing Habit, and Callis, 
Pedro. Good mgrrow Siſter. Pray when ſaw you your Lover 
Don Vincentis. bY | 127 | rage, 

Hor. I know not Sir Callit when was he here? for T con- 


ſider it fo liccle, I know por when it was. | - 
Petro) have à Command from my Father here to tell — 


—_— _ 


8 — 890 r 7 T* 


you ought not to deſpiſe him, a an öf . ſo vaſt a Fortune, 


- 


The 4 ny „ . Bails! — 5 
eh 2 Paſſion 3 methinks P 
28 s on his Maſquing fals 

Ku. A Paſſion for me, Ws dhe &er I ſaw, or had a de- 
fire mould be known -I hate Vincentio, and 1 would not have 
a Man ſo dear to me as my Brother, follow the ill Cuſtoms of 
dur Country, aud make a of his Sifter—— and Sir, my 
Father's Will, Tm ſure, you may divert. 
Fear, know not how dear I am ro you, bur ! wiſn only to 
be d in your Eſteem; with he iſh Coll. Bel- 
ulle——Why ou froun and bluſh ? Is there © ay Guilt belongs 
to the Name of Cavalier. | 

Hor. III not deny I value Belvile, when I was expos d to ſich 
Dangers as the Licensd Luſt of common Soldiers chreatned, 
when Rage and Conqueſt flew through the City then Belvile, 
this Criminal for my Sake, threw himſelf into all Dangers to 
ſave my Honour, and 3 not Alow him my Eſteem ? © 

Pedro. Yes, pay him you will in Honour but you 
muſt conſider Don V ingentio s Fortune, and the Jointure he il make 
OU. =. 
4 Hor, Let him confer my Youth; Beauty and Fortune; 
which gught not to be * e and ſoynture. 

Pedro. Tis true he's not o ung and fine a Gentleman as 


that-Belviles— but what will chat Smile preſem ou 
with? Thoſe of his Eyes ind rag? 0% 7 
Hell. And are not thoſe better beer chan any 1 Don nau has 
3 from the Indies. * + Th -- 1 
he now eeding n 
00 uber 8 the Value of UedresgndEges? 
el ker than to . Vincentio deſerves Value from any e 
n perhaps encreaſe her Bags, but nor Her 
* I. 
15 This is fine —-G0 up to your Devotion, you are not 
ces for the 2 ap Lovers. c 
Hell. Nor Saints, a I Aſide. 
It not . 22 but you muſt cãſt my 
Siſter away too? expoſing her to nn 4 
Religious Life. * «366 5 * 
Piedra The Girl's: 1 conũnement to be ca 
into the Country, to an Antient Villa belonging to the Family of 
the Vincent ios theſe five hundred Tears, and have no other Pro- 
ſpect than that ing one of ſee ing all her own that meets 
her Eyes——A Air, Fields and Gardens, where ſhe 
may walk and gather Flowers! "6 LIE 
Hell, When! By Moon Light Fer 1 an ſure ſhe dares not 


2 heat of the Sun, that were a Task only for 
CT his * who loves it land 
B 3 | days 


6 The Rover 5 On 1 Coviliers. 


days. And it theſe be her daily Divertiſements, what are 
thoſe of the Night, to lie in a wide Mothreaten Bed- Chamber, 
with Furniture in Faſhion in the Reign of King Sancho the Eirſt; 
The Bed: that which his Forefathers nd and dyd in. . 
Pedro. Very well. 30 
Hell, This Apartment (few caburht and. fred our fo the 
young Wife) he (out of Freedom) makes" his 
and being a Frugal and a Jealous Coxcomb, inſtead o * 
let to uncaſe his feeble Sy he deſires you to do that 
ſigns of Favout; Ell aſſure you, and fuch 8 not hope 
for, unleſs ,your- Woman be our of the way. 2 
Piedro. Kaye you done yet?: W 
Hell. That Honour being paſt; the Gyant fretches i ir (es? 
awns. and ſighs a Belch or two as loud as à Musker, chrows 
himfelk into Bed, and expects you in his foul Sheets und e er 
you can get your ſelf undreſt, all you wich a e N 
And are not theſe fine Bleſſings to a-oung . 7 | 
Pedro. Have you done yet? 3 Ll 
Hell. And this Man you muſt kiſs, nay, you muſt kiſs n none 
but him too and nnzlechrouzhhis Beard to find his LA 
And this you muſt ſubmir co | for chreeſcore Years, —_ for 
e 
ae For all your Charatter of DonVincnia e as ike 
- marry Pm as ſhe was before, © "4 
Hell. Marry Don Vincentio./ hang me. ſuch A wedlock bowl be 
worſe than Adultery with A 3 Man. I had — ſee her 
in che Mſtel de Dieu, to waſt her Yohthchere iq Votvs, and be 
r e 9 2006” ir in ſuch a 
Marriage: = * 5. = 
Pedro. Fou have confiderd Siſter, that Fortune 
to bring you to, daniſht his Country, — d at and pit 


ry d abroad 

Hell. What then? the Vice-Roy's Son * chan dun old 
Sir Fiſty. Den Vincentio { Don Indiatf\{ he thinks he's 4 Ban) 
Gambo ſtill, and wou'd Barter ae * and Bawble) 

for your Yourh and Fortune. 

Feapo. Calis take her hence, and lock her up all- Fs cmi 
wha 1 ſne . ſhall begin her evertaſing Penance Ina 

Hell. T care not, 1 had rather be 4 Nun, than be bl de 
Marry as you wou d haue me, if 1 were deſign d fort. 

Pear. Do not fear the Bleſſing of — Chcice—yod t 


N 


be a Nun. * * i IT Wt 
Full. Shall Iſo? you may chance oth be | 
of-Devotion=— A Nun! [ am like ro make a fine 22 
haxe an excellent Hum r 4 Graze : No, TIl have a S of 


my 


$ 


rare 
ber 


The Rover 4 er, The Banifhd Cavaliere. 7 
*** pray to ſhortly, if 4 like ay chat dares venture ol 


Pedro Calli, make it your Buſch fc watch this with Gar Car. 
ks for you Florinda, I've 25 try d you all this while, and 
ny Fathers Will; bur mine is, that you — 4 love Antonio, 1 a 
s Brave and Young, and all that can compleat the Happinels of 
Gallant Maid this Abſence of my Father will give us 


opportunity to free you from nn by nacrying tube, which 


you muſt do to Morrow. 
Flor. To Morrow! 
Pedro. To Morrow, or *ewill be too late tis not my 
Friendſhip to Antonio, which makes me urge this, but love to 
thee, = hatred to V7 W reſolve upon t to - 


Flor. Sir, I ſhall ſtrive to do, as ſhall become your Siſter, 
Pedro. Tl both believe and truſt you-——Adicu, 


Morrow. 


{ Exit Ped. and Steph. 
Hell. As become his Siſter That is, to be as refoly'd your 
way, as he is his { Hell, goes to Callis, 


Flor. I near till now r my Ruine near, 
ove no Defence againſt Antonios Love, 
For he has all —— — es of Nature, 


e moving Youth and Fortune. 
lg But — you you Calls you will not be ſo cruel to lock me 
up indeed, will you? 


Call. I muſt obey the Commands I . do you 
conſider what Life you are going to lead ? - 

Hell, Les, Cullis, that of a, Nun: and U cken Tl bi in- 
debted a World of Prayt rs to you, you, If you let me now ſee, 
what I never did, the — a Caruinal. 

Call. What, go in Maſquerade ! twill be a fine rene to 
the World I take it pray what wou d you do there. 

Hell. That which all the World does, as I am rod, es ogg 
as the reſt, and take all Innocent Freedoms——Siſter l ge 8⁰ 
too, will you not? come prithee be not ſad We H out · wit 
twenty Brothers, if you'll: be ruled by, me—come put off = 
dull Humour with your Cloaths, and aſſume one as gay, 
fantaftick as the Dreſs my Couſin Valeria and I have Provided, 
and ler's ramble. 

Flor, Callis, will you give us leave to go? 

Call. I have a yourhful lch of going my. Ng =” 
adam, if I thought your Brother might not know it, En 
— ons, you, for by my woch Tl nor truſt young Girls 


Her Thou ite ſt Brother's gone alrcadys and den ſlate 
read and u.. i " ho 


* mer, e The Bats cu,. | 
<4 „ , 
Enter Stephano. 
"aa Mad! — thy Gome, and your Couſin Valeria i 
dreſt, and ſtays for you. 
4 8 write a Note, and kin ges ene 
\.: want an opportunity to to 1 
7 him know what I've refoly'd in Favour of — 7 
Nn r (Rong 


SCENE ” AL We 


Ener Belvile guelancholy, Blunc and Frederick. 


Fred, Whe, what the Devil ails the Coll. in a time when all 
the World is gay, to look like meer Lent thus? Hadſt thou 
been long enough in Naples to have been in Love, I ſhou'd have 
ſworn ſome ſuch Judgment had befall'n rhee. 

— No, I have made no new Amours fince I came to Na- 

Nes. „ 
" Fred. You have left none behind you in Park. - — 

Belu. Neither. 

Fired. I can't divine che Cauſe then, unleſs the ola Cane the 


want of Money.” 
Blu. And another old Cauſe, the want « a Wench—Wou' 
not that revive you? . os, i 
Belu. Yowre miſtaken, Ned. „ 


Blunt. Nay, Sheartlikins, i + „. 
EL 115 * Fs ns hou - 8 — 2 | uy 
*rance v r coſt thee 10 ma at 75 
2 — Fox Mit; fwhar Tye you call her——— fe 
Brother's a noble Spaniar{————Nephew to the dead/General— 
Florinda—Ay, And. And will nothing ſerve thy turn but 
that, damn virtuous Woman, whom on my Conſcience,” thou 
Jovi in ebe roo; rr. thou ſeeſt little or (OP of 
Ing - Ws © 
. de r itiehien, I have Invreſt enough in thar lere 
Virgkes Heat to make me proud and vain, were it not aba- 


by the Severity of a u 


Fed. Has civily forbid thee che Houſ oe? 

ry Belv, "Tis ſo, to mate way for pow'rful Rival, he Vice- 
. _ Roys'Son, who has the advantage of me, in being a Man of 
Fortune, a.Spaniard, and her Brocher®s Friend, which gives him 
Liberty to make his Court, whilſt I have Recourſe to Let- 
"ets, and diſtant Looks from her Window, which are as ſoft 
And kind as R 125 
N . unf. 


The Rover; or, The Baniſb d Cavaliers. 9, 
Blunt. Hey day! Sheartlikins, ſimile! by this Light the Man 
is quite ſpoil d Frederick, what the Devil are we made of, 
that we cannot be thus concern'd for a Wench ? *Sheart- 
likins, our Cupids are like the Cooks of the Camp, they can roaſt 
or boil a Woman, but they have none of the fine tricks to ſer 
em off, no Hogoes ro make the Sawce pleaſant, and the Sto- 
mach n | 

i ſwear I have had a hundred as young, kind and 
handſom as this Morinda; and Dogs eat me, if they were not as 
troubleſom to me ith' Morning as they were welcome o'er 
Night. . 5 
. E And yet, I warränt, he wou'd not touch another Wo- 
man, if he might have her for nothing. | | | 
Belu. That's thy Joy, a cheap Whore. © - 

Blunt, Whe, tlikins, I love a- frank 'Soul—— When 
did you ever hear of a honeſt Woman chat took a Man's Mony? 
I warrant em gogd ones But, Gentlemen, you may be free, 
you have been kept ſo poor with Parliaments and Protectorz 
that the little Stock you have is not worth preſerving but 
1 thank my Stars, I ha& more Grace than to forfeit my Eſtate 
by Cavaliering, 1 

Belv. Methinks only following the Court, ſnou d be ſufficient. 
to entitle em to that. . 5 Ts 
Blunt. Sheartlikins, they know I follow it to do it no 
unleſs they pick a hole in my Coat for lending 2 Mony now 
and then; which is a greater Crime to my Conſcience, Gentle- 
men, than to the Common- wealth. | 


8 Etter Willmore. 

Will. Hal dear Belvile / noble Colonel? | 

Belv. Willmore ] welcome aſhore, my dear Rover hat 
happy Wind blew us this good Fortune? 

Vill. Let me ſalute my dear Fred. and then command me 
How ist honeſt Ladꝰ * . 

ed. Faith, Sir, the old Complement, infinitely the bherter 

to ſee my dear mad Hill more again Prithee why cameſt thou 
aſhore? and where's the Prince? y | 
ill. He's well, and reigns ſtill Lord of the watery Ele- 
ment muſt aboard again within a Day or two, and my 
Buſineſs aſhore was only to enjoy my felt a lictle this Carvinal. 

Belv. Pray know our new Friend, Sir, he's bur baſhful, a raw 
Traveller, but honeſt, ſtout, and one of us. { Embraces Blunt. 

Will. That you eſteem him, gives him an Intereſt here. 

Blunt. Lour ſervant, Sir. | 

Wilt, But well Faith Tm glad to meet you again in a 
warm Climate, where the kind Sun has irs God-!1ke Poyyer ſtill 

| | over 


to The Nover; or; The Baniſ'd Cavaliers. 
over the Wane and Women. Love and Mirth are my 


Bus neſs in Naples, and if I miſtake: not the Place, here's an ex 
cellent Market tor Chapmen of my Humour, 


e See, here be thoſe kin Merchanrs of Love you look 


Enter feral Nen in maſquing Habits, ſome playing on Muſick, others 
dancing after; Women dreſt like Courvdizans, with P apers vim d on 
their Breaſts, "and Barber of Flowers in their . 


- Blunt, Sheartlikins, what have we here? "> 
| Fred. Now the Game begins. , 
- Will. Fine pretty Creatures ! may a Stranger have leave to 
look and love ? What's n Roſes for every 


Month? — the Paper. 
Blunt. Roſes for edry Month, what 2 
Belv. They are, or wou'd have you they're Courtizans, 


who here in Naples are to be hir d by the Month. 

Will. Kind and obliging to inform us—==—Pray where do 
theſe Roſes n 4 wou d ein n of = in a Bed 
of mine. ws Wh. 

Wom. Beware ſuch Roſes, Sir. | 
. Will, A Pox of Fear: fc be bad with thee between a ir 
of Sheets, and that's thy proper Still, ſo I mighr but ſtrow _ 
Roſes over me and 3 me, — Fair one, wou'd 
wou d give me leave to g ur Buſh this idle Monch, 
now'd 9 near 10 make Coe B wel of ir all the Yea 
after; *-- 
Belv. And thou haſt need of ſuch a i for thou ſtin- 
keſt of Tar and Rope-ends, like a Dock or Peſthouſe. 
—— Hats her ſelf into the Hands of gn, and Ex, 
Will. Nay, nay; you ſhall not leave me fo. | 

Belv. By all — Nit no Violence here. 

- Will. Death! juſt as I was going to be damnably in pve, to 
have her led off ! I could pluck that * out ot Hand, * 
ec ven kiſs the Bed, the Buſh i it grew in 

. Fred. No Friend to Love, like 8 long Voyage at you. 

Blunt. Except a Nunne 

Hall. Death! but will 2 not be ot quickly: be kind? 

_ Im no tame Sigher, bur 4 rampant Lion of the 
ore 

Advances from the farther end of the gener, two Men dreft all over 
with Horns of ſeveral forts, making Grimaces at one another, wh 

Papers pinn'd on their Bachs. 

 SBelv. Oh the fantaſtical Rogues, how ey are dreſs d! Ti is 

a Satyr againſt the whole Sex. 
Will. 1 this a Fruit that * Warm Country? * 
- V. 


Lene | 
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Belv. Yes: Tis pretty to ſee theſe 1talians ſtarr, ſwell, and 
ſtab ar the Word Cuckold, and yet ae een on every 
hreſnold. 
Will. See whar's on their back Hubers fer every Night. 
* Reads. 
Rogue ! And more ſweer than Roſes of ev'ry Month! 
This is a Gardener of os own breeding. They dance. 
Belu, What think you of thoſe K People — 1 a Wale 
in Eſſex half ſo mild or extravagant 
i: 1 like cr ber greg, 'tis a kind of legal ac 
* 1 re the Men are not chid fort, nor the 
Women deſpis d, as — our as Engliſh; even the Mon- 
ſieurs w ea part of Fung | 
Belv. Bur here in Italy a Monſicur is the numbi beſt bred 
Gentle | are ſo bafffd By Braws, that an Age 
ſhews nor one, but between a — and a Hang - man, WhO 
is'as much too hard for him on the Fiazza, as they are for a 
butch man on che New Bridge Bur ſce another Crew. 


Enter Florindi zelle, ue dreſt like Gipfies ;, Callis and 
Stephano, Lace po and Sancho in Maſquerade. | 
Bbgliſh-man, and with him a hand 
FlF to him, on inſten n 
ne, ery m own, | 
Wl. ce 'on my Liſew——Sur ſe will W dif a 
Man croſs the oes to HellenaÞ — Fear pretty 


(and I ho val De "ill you tell an amorous Stranger 
3 e? 
He 


Care how 1 me, 42 leſt 1 Ing 

your Pocket, which will more vex re 

an Rallian Fortune Will pleaſe da | N 
r chou' wo u my Senn 


Humout | 
Hel. — the firſt | gueſe, by 2 in ral I. — 
does not diſpleaſe me at iy time; and the Longe you 


vill vex you, becauſe 1 hope yo have but very little 1 % 


Will. Egad Child,-chou'st Yeh' right; it is . 1 dare 
not offer it thee for a Kindneſs cannot you divine 


what other things of more value have about me, that I would 
more willingly part w un? * 
Hel, Indeed no; that's the Bus neſs of 4 Wirch, and I am 
but a Gipſie ye — Fee, without looking in your Hind, 1 I 
have a — Gueſs, tis ſome fooliſh Heart you mean, an in- 
conſtant Engliſh * as little worth ſtealing az your n, 


. 


e wo $2. 133 
2 "ho Rower ;" off; be Bans Canadlierf. 
iy, che hon ol with the Devil, that's certain— 
yy 25 right 48 if thou hadſt been one of tha 
Number ir has Jangaalhe for find you'll he better ac- 
red with it; nor can you take it in a „ for I 
am come from Sea, Child; and Venus not being pr ous to 


me in her own Element, I have a world. of Lo ID 
Woud you would be — natur d, „ wats fe on ont off my 
Hands. 


Hel, Whe 1 corld*bs inglifi'd. Ly —— 
for s fooliſh Vo am geit . 


17 „ 
Ju — thou urban 8 e and as] 
ji y when — err 


vt ern Pex dee WY u__ mes a 
good a Work. 


egg tn to 
Hel. If you ſhould nb ar 


to fear you will, for you have haf 
be diffculry in t that you'll hardly u 
Will. Faith Child, I had bee b 

| Sword that has been employ 
handſom kind Woman- 
let it be ili but * 


4 
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1 il. Oh, moſt 
1 A. What chink yon ; 
1 me, mul? gain that firſt, * ; 
dn e "IT how | KC 
J : a er ww 40 Nee 3 2 
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8 asd“ child I have an implicit Faith, and Fl | 
beegrich g Jl Fault —— beſides, 'tis more meri- 
World when thou haſt taſted und. prov d 
the —— than cuil be 8 Virtue in che, Aich now BY * 
will be p pure Ignorance. a 1 9 4 4 a 
1 7 ceive, good Eather cpi tun deſign. only t 
make me fit for Heaven ut if on the contrary you 
quite divert me from it, and bring me back to the World * 


* _ , . : * 7 .- * , 7 a l 
The Rover; or; The Bab d Owvaliers. #5 
1 ſhouldhaye a new Man to ſeek I find; and what a Grief that 
will befor when I begin, e I ſhall love like any thing: 


I never try d yet. 

Will. End and that's kind Prithee, dear Creature, - 
give me Credit for a Heart, for faith Tm a v | honeſt Fellow 
Oh, I long to come firſt ro the Banquet of Love; and ſuch a 
ſwinging Appetite I bring Oh, Fm imparient. Thy 
Lodging, 5 thy Lodging, or Tm a dead Man! 5 

Hel. Why muſt we be either guilty of Fornification or Mur- 
der, if we converſe with you Men? And is there no dif- 
ference between leave to love me, and leave to lye with me? 

Mill. Faith, Child, they were made to go together. 

Lucet. Are you ſure this is the Man ? Pointing to nun. 

Sancho. When did I miſtake your Game? 

Lucet. This is a Stranger, T know by his gazing; if he be 
brisk he'll venture to follow me; and then, if I EL eng my 
Trade, he's mine; he's Engliſh too, and they ſay that's a ſort of 
good · natur d loving People, and have generally ſo kind an Opi- 
nion of themſelves, that a 3 3 with any Wit may flatter 

em into any ſort of Fool ſhe pl + mg 

Blunt. Tis ſc—— ſhe is taken I have Beauties which my 
falſe Glaſs at home did nor diſcover, 

| (She often paſſes by Blunt, and gazes on him; he 
ſtruts, and cocks, and walks, and gaxes on ber, 
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7 Hor. This Woman watches me fo, I ſhall ger no Opportunity 

FX — ſelf ro him, and io miſs the inten: of unf bg 

$ but ur as I was lay! ing, Sir by this Line you ſhould 

4.3 be a Lover. Looking in his Hand. 

6 Belv. 3 4 how right you gueſsd, all Men are in Love, 

1 x» to be come, let me go, Im weary of this | 

foolin | Walks away. -| 

flor I will not, til you have confeſs d whether the paſſion 

a that you have vow q Horinda be true or falſe. 

*. [he bolas him, he'ſtrives to get from her. 

. Belv. Horinds - i (Ties quick towerds her. 

; Flor, Softly. "IP be 
Belv. Thou haſt nam'd one will fix me here-for ever. 

[4 Flor. She'll be diſappointed then, who expects you this Night 

1 ar the Garden gate, and if you'll fail not. as Jet me ſee the 

q other Hand—you will go near to do ſne yows to dye or make 


on hap Von Callis, who obſerves; 4 
8 t Belv. What © canſt thou mea 1 ; ; 1 Y | 
| Farewel. [Offers | 


a Hor. That which I ſay 

7 Betv. Oh charming Sybil ſtay, compleat that Joy, which, ns 

* it is, will turn into Diſtraction S muſt ' be? at the 
I 5 ; * od v2 4 - Garden 


* "a4 The Roun en . Aged cus, 
r 


1 der ſorfeit Heaven than * ki 

3 Enter Don Pedro and other Maſquers, and e over the LY fl 

| Call. Madam, your Brother's here. ch 
Fer. * this to inſtrutt you farther. | 

(tres him a Letter, and g goes off, Wl hi 

Fel. Have a care, Sir, what you promiſe; this may be a Trap Ml fo 

2 Brother to ruine you. | 

Do no diſturb my Happineſs with 4 fi 

the Letter, WY at 

| Will. My dear | pretty Creature, a Thouſand fines on thee; ¶ fc 

ſtill in hls Habit, ) you ſay aid after Dinner at * Place. ly 


Hel. Yes, if you will ſear to keep your Heart, and not be- 
' ſow it between this and tha 
Will. By all the little Gods of Love 1 ſivear, T'll-leave it with 
you, and it you nne, with it, thoſe Dieties of Juſtice will 
"op e me. | 3 the Women: 
Do you know the Hand? A 
; Ea. 'Tis Horindas. | 
All Bleffings fall upon the virtuous Maid. 
Fred, Nay, no Idolatry, a ſober Sacrifice I'll allow you. 
Belv. Oh Friends! the welcom ft News, the en Lad 
| ter!—nay, you ſhall ſee it; and could you now be ſerious, I 
might be made the happieſt Man the Sun ſhines on. © + 
HL The Reaſon of this hor hry Joy? * 
- Belv. See how kindly ſne invites me to deliver her from the 
| thread Violence of her Brothew——iill you not aulit 


e I know not what thou mean ſt, but rl make one at any 
Miſchief where a Woman's concern . but ens be 
Saccful to us forthe Favour, will he ſhe not? . 
Beiv. e 
Vill. How a] mea? menten heres a gue my 
for 2 to oblige * | | 
Belv we — is virtuous. 
ill. Who Pox, then ſhe's fit for acting Ka ler 
her c'en go, Colonel. 
Feed. Peace, ſhe's the Colonels Miſtreſs Sif. 
ill. Let ker be the Devil, if 1 be hy ns} ru * 


name the way. 
aSelv. Read here this Poſtſcript. w [Gives him 4 Letter. 
Garden Gate — 


a Gl At Ten at night—- at 
Mind Heart, 
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| of which, if 1 cant get the Key, I will 
de three: cannot 


- contrive 4 way over the Wall—come atten- 
weave @ String to ded with 4 Friend or Two. 
Il let her down a Garden-Wall, cwere e pity but che engage wove 
8 one tor us all. Hel. 


The Rover ; or, The Buniſid Cavaliers. 13 
Fred. Let her alone for that, your Womans Wit! your fair 
kind Woman! will out-trick a Brother or a Jew ; and contrive 
like 2 Jeſuic in Citainssbur ſee, Ned Blunt is floln our after 
che Lure of a Damſel. - * | Ex. Blunt and Lucet. 

Belv. So he'll ſcarce find his way home again, unlefs'we, ger 
him cry'd by the Bell-man in the Market-place, and *ewou'd 
found prettily—— 2 loſt Engliſh Boy of Thirty. 201 
| Fred. 1 hope tis ſome common crafty Sinner, one that will 
fir him; ir may be ſhe'll ſell him for Perue, the Rogue's ſturdy, 
2nd would work well in a Mine ; at leaſt I ſhe'll dre him 
for our Mirth; cheat him of all, then have hi 


ee; len well-favourd- 
ce, Wl 1y d, and turn d out naked at Mi t. 1 
be- Ts Oe" Aj" of, you wiſh him ſa 
ith Bel Why, of an Engliſh Elder Brother's Humour, Educated 
vill 8 a Maid to tend him till Fifreen, and lies 
em wich his mother till he's of Age: one that knows no 


Pleaſure beyond riding to the next Fair, or going up to London 
with his right Warſhipful Father in Parliament time; wearing 
gay Cloaths, or _ Love to his Lady Mothers - 
Landry-Maid: gets ar 2 Hunting Match, and ten to one 
then gives ſome Proofs-of his Prowefi—— A pox upon him, = | 
bes our Banker, and has all our Caſh about him, and if he fail „ 
we are all Bro he. 20, £ | | 
Fred, Oh ler him alone for that matter, he's of a damn d ' 
he ingey Quality, that will ſecure our Stock; I know not in what + | 
iſt Danger it were indeed, if the ile ſhould pretend ſhe's in Love 4 
* with him, for tis akind believing Coxcomb; otherwiſe if he 1 
ny part with more than a Piece of Ei gueld him: for which 3 
be offer he may chance to be beaten, if the be a Whore et the firſt — 4 
Befv.. Nay. the Rogue will not be eafily beaten, hes ſiout e- 
3 rm. 


perhaps if talk beyond his Capacity, he max 
chance o Exerciſe ap. cs upon ſome of them, elſe Tm | 
I ſure chey Il ſind ic as difficult to beat as to pleaſe him. i 
et Wil; Tis 8 Devil to light upon ſo kind a Wench! by” 
Fred. Mou hadſt a great deal of talk with thy little Giphe, - 


coudſt thou do oy upon her? for mine washard-harted. 
'e Vill. Hang her, the was ſome damn'd honeſt Perſon of 
lity Pm. ſure, ſhe was ſo very free and witty. If her Face be bur 
an{werable to her Wit, and Humour, I wou'T'be bound to Cons 
Aancy this Month to gain her. in the mean time, have you made 
no kind Acquaintance- fince you came to Town?—you' do not 
uſe to be honeſt ſo long, Gentlemen. wy 2> 
Fred. Faith Love has kept us honeſt, we have been all fird 
mth a Beaury newly come to Town, the Famous Padwanc An 
telica Bias c 5 SY 2 


* 
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ul. What, the Miſtreks of che dead Spaniſh General? NY 
Belu. Yes, ſhe's now the'only ador'd Beauty of all che Youth 
in i e * gre all their Charms to àppear lovely in her 
hes, Liveries, and themſelves, all gay, as on a 
1 — — 1 -atira che Eyes of this filr Charmer. 
__ COAT Oh to behold all languiſh for her that ſee 
= - r. 
1 Fred. Tis pretty to fre with how much Love the Men regard 
3 ber, and how ek Envy the Women, 
Vill. What Gallant has ſhe? 


mess yours— for ſo much a Montn. 0 

| Wil, The very Thought ot ir quenches all manner of Fire in 

me et price let's ſee ner. 
ts firſt to e and after that we'll - paſs the 

Wt np as 208. pleaſe- but at A ye muſt all wy at my 


TH Log of 


With Twill norfail you 5 Tse 
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bis own Cloaths, with a Vizard in his Hand, 
Ur why thus diſguis'd and mirzzPd? : 1 5 
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1 5 . eſe Faces, our own may not be oblig d to anſwer em. 
3 Hill. I ſnoud have changd my Exernal Buffe too; buns 


for it the ſnoud change hers, it is impoſſible I fhould know her, 


of 


.=_ damnable ugly, that 1 may fortifie my ſelf; 


to give thee any hopes. 
40 Pe Pc 7 


playa with my Heart fo, thar *ewill never lie ftill, till I have 

E met wich ſome kind Wench, that will play the Game out with 

2 me—Oh: for my Arms full of ſoft, white „ kind— Woman! 
fſuch as 1 funcy Angeli. 


mirranoe; R 85 ann 
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Bei“. None, ines expos d to Sale, and four Days in che Week 


Enter Brevile and Frederick in Maſquing Habits, ond Williore in 


Betv. Becauſe whatever Excravagances wer vin 


mutter, my little Gipſie wou'd not have found me our chen; 


nuleſs I ſnould here her pratcle— A Pox ont, I cannot ger her 


out of my Head: Pray Heaven, if ever 1 do ſee her again, —— | 


e. | 
Fels. Have a care of 106 for o my conſcience the was noc 


ox on em, why do chey draw a han in chen? She has 


" Belve This is her Houſe) if you were but in ſtock to get ad · 


E 
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| The Nover ; or, The Baniſh'd Caualiers. 17 © 
Wh Enter Blunt. . 
Will. J long to ſee the Shadow of the fair Subſtance; a Man 
may gaze on that for nothing. 

Blunt. Coll. Thy Hand and thine Fred, I have been an Af, 
a deluded Fool, a very Coxcomb from my Birth till this Hour, 
and hearrily repent my little Faith. 

Belv. Whar the Devil's the matter with thee Ned? 
h ſuch a Mrs. Fred. ſuch a Girl! | 

Will. Ha! where. Fred. Ay where! : 

Blunt. So fond, ſo amorous, ſo toying and fine! and all for ſheer 
Love, ye Rogue! Oh how ſhe lookt and kiſt! and ſooth d my 
Heart from my Boſom I cannot think 1 was awake, and yet me- 
thinks I ſee and feel her Charms ſtil— Fred. Try if ſhe 
have not lei. che Taſte of her Balmey Kiſſes upon my Li 0 | 

| | | Kiſſes him. 
, Belv.' Ha! Ha! Ha! Will, Death Man where's 22 7 

Blunt. What a Dog was I to ſtay in dull Eugland fo long How 
have I laught at the Coll. when he figh'd for Love! but now 
the little Archer has reveng d him! And by his one Dart, I can 
gueſs at all his Joys, which then I took for Fancies, meer Dreams 
and Fables Well, Pm reſoly'd to ſell all in Eſex, and plant 
here or rt y 

Belv. What a Bleſſing tis, thou haſt a Miſtreſs thou darſt boaſt 
of; for I know thy Humour is rather to have a proclaim'd Clap, 
than a ſecret Amour, vt * 

Will. Doſt know her Name? 

Blunt, Her Name, No, sheartlikins what care I for Name 
She's fair! young! brick and kind! even to raviſhment ! and 
what a Pox care 1 for knowing her by another Tide. | 

Will. Didſt give her any thing? N 

Blunt. Give her Ha, ha, ha! whe, ſhe's a Perſon of 
uali that's a goed one, give her! sheartlikins doſt 


| ry 
think ſuch Creatures are ro be bought? Or are we provided for 
' ſuch a Purchaſe ? Give her = e? Why ſhe preſented me 
oy 


with chis Bracelet, for the a Diamond I us'd re wear: 
No, Gentlemen, Ned Blunt is not every Body She ex- 
pects me again to Night. 

Will. Egad that's well; we'll all go. . 

Blunt. — No, Gentlemen, you are Wits; I am a dull 

©, . - : . 

Bred. Well Sir, for all your Perſon of Quality, I ſhall be 
very glad to underſtand your Purſe be ſecure; tis our whole E- 
ſtate at preſent, which we are loth to hazard ig one Bottom; 


\ 


* 


9 8 F | . 4 | Blunt; 


* 
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138 The Rover ; or, The Baniſd d Cavaliers. 
1 Blunt. Take the * Triffle, uſeleſs now to me, that am = 
= beloved by ſuch a — Money! Here 
take mine too. - in 
Fred. No, keep that to be end that we ma y laugh, | 
Will. Couzen'd!—— Death! wou'd I cov'd — wich one, 
that wou d couzen me of all the Love I cou d ſpare to Night. 
1 Fred. Pox tis ſome common Whore upon my Life. 
Blunt. A Whore! yes with ſuch Cloatlis! fuch Jewels! ſuch 
a Houſe ! ſuch Furniture, and ſo Attended! a Whore! 
Belv. Why yes, Sir, they are Whores, tho“ they'll neither 
entertain you with Drinking, Swearing, or Bawdy ; are Whores 
in all thoſe gay Cloaths, and right Jewel. are Whores * 
Houſes richly furniſnt wich Velvet Beds, Store of Plate, hand 
ſome Attendance, and fine Coaches, are Whores and an 
ONES. | 
Vill. Pox orc, where do theſe fine Whores live ? * f 
Belv. Where no Rogue in Office Eeliped Con ſtables dare 1 
dem Laws, nor the — x — of the Town, 
2 5 et they are Whores, tho this Calt 
believe them Perſons 85 Quality. Zee 
Blunt. Sheartlikins, yu all Fools, there are things about th 
4 Eser Calf, that ſhall take with the Ladies, beyond alt your Wit 
aud Parts — this Shape and Size Gentlemen, are not to be de- 
1 ; my Waſte too tolerably long, with aſe inviting Signs, 


| nameleſs.” 
Will. gr da I believe he may have * wich ſome. Perl of 
that may be kind to him. avert 5 


1 Belv. Doſt thou perceive any ſugh tempting about kin 
=. non d make a fine. Woman, aud of Quality, was our tren 
1 | all, Mankind, to throw away her Yourh and Beauty upon, nay, 

und her dear Heart too ., no, drgellica' has rais'd the 


be * mr la iſh fr Mankind, in il heady an 
Wit, Ma - ngu cin e, be 
damr'd for thak one Sin alone. * 


Enter Two Brav9's, aud hang up à great Picture of. An lic 4. 

Eainſt the Balcone, and Two little ones at each fade of; the 
Door. TT 
Belu, See there the fair Sign to the Inh where Gan wy 

Lodge that's Focl enough. — give her —ĩ5 | BM | 


- Blunt. 'Sheartlikins, e with rig ve 
Bel u. A Famous Conrtizan that's to he fold.” - 
Ban. How! to be ſold! nay, then I have noching ws th 
to her ſold! what Impudence is practis d in this Country — 
5 welt Order and decency Whoring's Eſtabliſnt here by Vows 
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the Inquifition come ty de gone, Im ſure we re no Chap- 
men for this Commodity. 

Fred. Thou art none, I'm thee; unleſs a cond'ſt have her 
in thy Bed at the Price of a Coach in the Street. 

Vill. How wendrous fair ſhe i- a Thouſand ede A 
Monch—Sby_ Heaven as many Kingdoms were too little, a 
plague of his Poverty of which I ne er complain, bur. 
when it hinders my 9 to Beauty: which Virtue ne er 


coud purchaſe. [rums from the Picture. 
- What's ahi bo—nmm [Reads] A Thouſand Crowns 5 


Month. 

—— — —$heartins; een a Sam! fure tis a miſtakes... ; 
er you Frind, dos ſhe ak orgs ls nen b 
the Mon 

54 A N Crowns! Why, Rene the In. 


ve, Heark y ye Friends, won't ſhe tuft? 
Brav. This is I Trade, Sir, thar cannot Hye by Credit. 


Enter Don Pedro in Maſquerade, follow'd by Srephano. 


Belt. er. rb Eyre . 
DR. (Eu Engliſh, 
Enter ee Mavens þ th. nne N 
urtain. 


Ped, Ferch me a Thouſand Crown, I never wiſhr co b 
Beauty at an eaſier Rare 

Ang. Prithee eee ro thee? IF | 
Brau, Madam, the firſt were admirers FOO 
pac 5 e e ice and  laught 8 
at the Sum, 

Ang. No matter, Im 2 lead with their rallying ; 1 
wonder feeds my Vanity, and he chat wiſhes co buy, he me 
more Pride, re am Fs. can make my Pleaſure. 

Brav, Madan, the laſt all his Diſguiſes to be 
Don * Nerhen o the —＋ who was with him in 
Paumpalona. _ a 

4g. Don Pedro ! my old Gallant's Nephew, when his Uncle 
d he lefe him u va Sum of Money ; it is he who was fo in 
oy with me at Padua, and-who us'd to make the General ſo 

ous. 6 
Moret. Is this he chat us d to before our Windo and 
take ſuch care to ſhew himſe an Amorous Aſs? If I am not 
miſtaken he is the likelieſt Man to give your Price. | 

- Arg. The Man is brave and generous, but of an Humour ſo 
— 6 


10 


* 
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loſt as won, a Slave that can add little to the Triumph of rhe 
Conquerour, but Inconſtancy's the Sin of all Mankind, there- 
fore Im reſolv'd that nothing but Gold, ſhall charm my Heart. 

Moret. Tm glad ont; tis only lucereſt that Wamen of our 
Profeſſion ought to conſider : tho? I wonder what has kept you 
from that general Diſeaſe of our Sex ſo long, 1 mean that of be- 
ing in Love. 

Ang. A kind, but ſullen Star under which I had the Happt- 
neſs to be born; yer I have had no time for Love; the braveſt 
and nobleſt of Mankind have purchaſt my Favours at ſo dear a 
Rare, as if no Coin but Gold were currant with our Trade—— 
but here's Don Pedro again, fetch me my Lure for tis for 
. — or Den Antonio the Vice-Roys Son, that T have ſpread my 

ets. 


Exer at one Door Don Pedro, Stephano, Don Antonio and Di 
447 the otber Door with People following bim in Maſquerade, antickh 
atti d, fume with Muſick, they beth go up to the Piflure. 


Art. A Thouſand Crowns ! had not the Painter flatter d her, I 


ſhou d not think it dear. 


Pedus. Flatter d her! by Heaven he cannot. I have ſeen the O- 
wein, nor is there one Charm here more than adorns her Face 
and Eyes; all this ſoft and ſweet, wich a certatn languiſhing Air, 
that no Artiſt can repreſent. . 

Ant. What I heard of her Beauty before had fir'd my Soul, 
bur this confirmation ot ir has blown i it 7 a flame. 

. . Pedro. Ha! 

Pag. Sir, I have known You. "EE away. 2 Thouſand Crowns 
on à worſe Face, and tho y are near you Matriage. your may 
venture a little Love here; Forinda—— will not miſs it.. 

Fedro. Ha! Horinda / ſure 'ris Antonio. 

— Florinda / name thoſe diſtant Joys, th there's not one cough 
of her will check my Paſſion here. 

"Pedro. Blrinda amd and all my 

4 4 vole of a Lute the 

Hopes defeated, of the Poſſeſſion of Angelica. ¶ Ant. gazes up. 
re by Heaven he ſhall not boaſt of. 

(. Song 76 10 4 Lute above 


LEO WST: <7 
Hen Damon firſt began to Ine 
Ay y He languiſht in a ſoft deſire, - 


Aid knew not how the Gods to move, 
Z leſſen or ea his Fire. 


- 
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. Aa Caliai her charming Eyes, _ 
Wore all Lowes Sweet, and all his Cruelties, 


II. 


But as beneath t Shade he lay, 
 Wenvine of Flow'rs for Czlia's- Hair, 
She chane d to lead her Flock that way, 
And ſaw the Am'rous Shepherd there, 
She gaz d around upon the Place, 
And ſaw * Grove (reſembli ing Ni Night ) 
To all the Foys of Love invite, 
Whilft guilt "nit and Blufhes areſt ber Face. 
At this the baſhful Put h all Tranſport grew, | 
And with kind Force he taught the Virgin how 
To Jeld what all his Sighs a never do. 


Ant. By Heay'n ſhe's charming fair! | I 
[ Arigellica throws open the Curtains, and bows to Antonio, who 
pulls off hats Vizard and bows and blows up K ſes. Pedro 


Lien looks in's Fate.” | 
Pedro. Tis he, the falſe Antonio / * 
Art. Friend, where muſt T pay my 1 of doe i 
| a To the * 

My Thouſand Crowns I mean. 

Pedro. That Offring I have dere ro ur, 
And yours will come too late. 

Ant. Prichee begone, I ſhall grow angry elle, © 
And then thou art nor ſafe. | 

Pedro. My Anger may be fatal, Sir, as yours; 
And he that enters here may prove this Truch. 

Ant. I know not who thou art, but I am ſure chou'rr worth my 
killing, and aiming at eic. [ They draw and fight. 


Enter Willmore and Blunt, who draw and part em. 

Blunt. Sheartlikins, here's fine doin ings 

Will. Tilting for the Wench I'm ſure—— nay wad; if thar 
wou'd win her, I have as good a Sword as the beſt x ye Put 
up — put up, and take anorher time and place, for this is deſign d 
for Lovers only, [ They all put up. 

Pedro. We are prevented; dare you meet me to Mogrow on 
the Alo? | 
For Fve à Title to a better n! . 
That of Florinda, in whoſe credulous Heart * 
Thou'ſt made an Int reſt, and deſtroy d my Hopes. 

Ant, Dare ? 


 Fllmeerthee chere as early as the Day. 


C 3 Peu 


152 "The Rover z or, The Baniſb d Cavaliers. 
Pied. We will . thus diſguis d, chat whoſdever chatice 
to get the better, he may eſcape unknown. - 

Ant. It ſhall beſo. Exit Pedro and Stephan, 
Who 1ſhov'd chis Rival be? Fee the Engliſh Colonel, of 'whon 


Tye often heard Don Pedyo it muſt be he, and time he 
were removed, who lays a Claim to all while onthe 7 
[ Willmore hguing g d all this 
X down a little one, x 
Will, This Poſture's looſe and negligent, . 
The Sight ont wou'd beget a warm deſire 
— „ n * 
with me.. 
zz I. means . this gudenels 


po Ha! RudeneG committed to the fair Angellics. 
Reſtore the Picture, Si: — 

il. Indeed I will not, Sir. 

- Ant. By Heav'n but you ſhall. 

Will. Nay, do not fhew your Sword, if you do, by tis dea 

Beauty- 3 ſhew — R — 

5 MP r ou pre at fi; 
oh Pollelfion which I will — 
= 1 3 


dal the 
5 Ant. No matter, aner the 0 
Ang. Oh Aipretta 7 s the matter 


re the Pi 
Sour Life behind. 


He on the Pure, pull 


ad Meter, Bn 
Ant, Or leay - ag 


Will, 0 IO dec 
. command yo 
l Fi, 2 585 


"at * 
* 
* 


* br 
"Tis e, 10d fn K 100 r 


viene 5 1 1 your C Picture and was wound. 
wanting a Thor rowns to procure my 
laid this little Picture to my Boſom which i 
nor allow me, Tr n 
45 35 ou may p the Trifle. . * >” 8 Ka 
mat ask me _ and this. 8 


kur. «hh 


tan; and 
yon can. 
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* * Enter Belv. and Fred. who jon with the Engliſh, | 
Arg: Hold; will you ruin me! —+Besbey—Sebaſtian— part em 
mo { The Spaniards are beaten H 


on WY Moret. Oh Madam, we're e undone, a ꝓox upon that rude Fel” 
* he low, he's fer on to ruin us: we ſhall never ſee good days; till 
all theſe fighting poor Rogues are ſent to the Gallies. 


Enter Belvile, Blunt and Willmore, with their Shirts bloody. 


— _ 'Shearrlikins, beat me at this Sport, and I'll ne're wear 
Sword more. 
Belv. The Devil's in thee for a mad Fellow, thou art — | 
one at an unlucky Adve — came. ler's be gone 
Pi. ¶ we're ſate, and remember aſe * Spaniards, a ſort oof People 
chat know how to revenge an Aﬀe . 1 [LD ill. 
Fred. You bleed! I hope yon 
Vill. Not much: F_— 4p 4 your Dows \ 3th 
feht no better they ne're recover ers, —— what 
vil wast to them that I took down Kr. 
en Slant. Tock ir! Sheartlikins, we'll. have the geat one too; 
ILA Conqueſt, — prithes help me up, and TII pull it 
own. 
on Ang. Stay Sir, and e're you affront me further, let me know 
how you durſt commit this Outrage to you I ſpeak Sir, for 
you appear like a Gentleman. . 
Will. To me adam, ——— Genelemen your Servant. ke. 
Ve, [ Bely. ſtays him. | 
Belv, Is the Devil in thee? ban non che danges of encring 
the Houſe of anincens'd Courtizan 2 . : 
ill. I thank you-for your care but there are Gther mat- 


ing ters in hand, there are, though we have no great Temptation. 


he Ne if ill, but here. 
r re es, to your ng, 1 I not in 

— Damn theſe 2 — Ghz Fang ak ＋ 
be- ound and handſome a We 17 2. Ntracaone, — Dea th Man, 


Ie'ſl murder thee. 

Hill. Oh! fear me ſhall T nos vencure where a Beauty, 
calls? a lovely charming tear of danger! when by 
Heaven 3 OT long for her, whilt I want 


Mone rchaſe her. 
lo of time, unleſi you-had the he- 


Pe . Theor 
land 83 to pa 

Will, It may * give a Favour, at leaſt I ſhall have 

. 

v. Pox, as leon lie with thee, as and : 
ſtab tkan do ei —— you ſhall not go. Fu... 


* C 4 / 


"x <a 
-2 = . 4 J * . 
, * F 
«© + 


Ang. Fear nor, fag + EE Cure RF 15 my Bye | 

Blunt. Let him go, Sheartlikins, I believe the —5 
means well. 

Belv. Well, take thy Fortune, wel Expect you in tlie next 


eet. Farewell Fool, 5 
ill. Buy Colonel [ Goes in, 
Fred. The Rogue's ſtark mad for a Wenk. | Excunt, 


SCEN E. A fine 3 


Enter Willmore, Angelica, and Moretta. 


Avg. Inſolent Sir, how durſt Ju ou-pull down my Picture? 
Will. Rather, how durſt you fer it up, to tempt poor Am rous 
Mortals with ſo much Excellence? which I find you have but 
too well conſulted by the unmerciful price you ſer upon t. 
Is all this Heaven of Beauty ſhewn to move deſpair in thoſe that 
cannot buy? And can you think the effects of that Deſpair, 
fhou'd be ſeſs extravagant than T have ſhewn. 

Ang. I ſent for you to ask my Pardon, Sir, not to aggravate 
your Crime. —— 7 thought 7 d have ſeen you at my Feet 
1mploring it. 

- Will. You are deceived, I came to rail at you, and talk ſuch 
Truths too, as ſhall ler you ſee the vanity of chat * which 
taught you how to fer ſuch a Price on Sin. 

For ſuch it is, whilſt that which is Loves due | 
Is meanly barter'd for. 
Ang. Ha, ha, ha, alas good Captain, wi pitty tis — edi- 
Doctrine will do no good upon me—— e fetch 
Gentleman a Glaſs, and let him fi himſelf; | To ſee 
what Charms he has, and gueſs my 3 
[Ade in à ſeft Tone. 

Moret. He knows himſelf of Old, I believe thoſe Breeches 
and he have been acquainted everfince he was bearen at Worceſter, 

Ang. Nay, do not abuſe the poor Creature. 

Are. Good Weather · beaten Corporal, will you march off? 
we have no need of your Doctrine, though you have of our 
Charity, but at preſent we have no — can afford no 
kindneſs for 'God's ſake; in fine, Sirrah, the Price is tos high 
i'th' Month for you, therefore Troop, I ſay. 
| eb Here, good Fore-Woman of the Shop, ſerve me, and 

ne. 
' Mares. Keep it to pay your Landreſs, your wives ſtinks of 
the Gun-Room ; for here's no ſelling by Retail. 
Vl. Thou haſt fold ee 


Rate. | 
1 Moret. 


— 8 2 


2e AZ» 88 228 


1 


Fo! 


nt, 
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Moret. Ay, the more filly kind Heart IJ, but this is an 
wherein Beauty is at higher Rates. — In fine, you know 
rice of this. 
Will. I grant you 'tis here 


* 


ſet down a thouſand Crowns 


a Month —— — Bawd, take your black Lead and Sum it up, 


that / may have a Piſtole-werth of theſe vain gay things, and TI 
trouble you no more. | x | 

Mret. Pox on him, he'll fret me to Death: abominable 
Fellow, T rell thee, we only ſell by the whcle Piece. 

Will. Tis very hard, the whole Cargo or nothing — Faith, 
Madam, my Stock will not reach it, I cannot be your | 
man. Yet I have Countrymen in Town, Merchants of 
Love, like me; Ell ſee if ghey'! put for a ſhare, we cannot loſe 
much by ir, and what we have no uſe for, we'll fell upon the 
Fridays Marr, at —— Who gives more ? I am ſtudying Madam, 
how to purchaſe you, though at preſent I am unprovided of 
Maney. 

a Sure this from og. core Man would anger me 
nor ſhall he know the Conqueſt he has made poor 
angry Man, how I deſpiſe this railing. = 04 

Will. Yes, I am poor — but I'm'a Gentleman, 

And one that ſcorns this baſeneſs whigh you practice, 
Poor as I am, I would not ſell my ſelt, | 
No, not to gain your Charming high priz'd Perſon, 
Though Tadmire yon ſtrangely-for yuur Beauty, 
Yet I contemn your Mind. | 

And yet I wou'd ar any rate enjoy you. 
Ar your own rate —— bur cannot — ſee here 
The only Sum I can command on Earth; 
I know not where to eat when this is gone. 
Let ſuch a Slave I am to Love and Beauty, 
This laſt I'll ſacrifice ro enjoy you. BY 
—— Nay, do not frown, I know you are to be bought 
And wou'd he bought by me, by me, | 
For a mean triffling Sum, if I cculd pay it down. 
Which happy knowledge I will ſtill repeat, 
And lay it ro my Heart, it has a Virtue int, 
And ſoon will curſe thoſe wounds your Eyes have made. 
— And yet — there's ſomething fo Divinely powerful there - 
Nay, I will gaze to let you fee my Sire | 

{ Holds her, looks on her, and pawſes, and fighs. 


' — By Heaven, bright Creature —— 7 would not for the World 


Thy Fame were half fo fair as thy Face. [ Turns her away frem bim. 
Ang. His words go through me to the very Soul. { Aſide. 

—— If you nave nothing elſe to ſay to me. x | 
Will. Yes, you ſhall hear how infamous you are —— 


For which 7 do not hate thee, | : Bur 


"548 Aud then be us d ar pleafire; wy 


But that ſecures my gem and all the Flames it feels 
-Are but ſo many Luſts, * 
Tknow it by their ſudden hold intrufion. 
The Fire's impatient and betrays, tis falſe =———— 
For had it been the purer flame of Love, 
7.ſhould have pin d and languiſnt at your Feet, 
Ere found the impudence to have diſcover d it. 
I now dare ſtand your ſcorn, and your denial. 
Moret. Sure ſhe's bewitcht, that ſhe can ſtand thus ** and 


hear his ſawcy railing. Sirrah, will you be gone? An 
Ang. How dare you take his liberty: — Withdraw. {To Mor. Ic 
—— Pray tell me, Sir, are not you guilty of che ſame merce- 
When La propoſe for a wif ak, in 
When a is to a Wite, you never . 
how fair . 8 or virus ſhe is; bu Ar 
what's her Fortune ——— which it bur ſmall, you cry Th 
She will not do my buſineſs and baſely leave her, | tho Th 
ſhe languiſh for you ———— fay, is not this as poor? Co 
Witt.” It is a barbarous Cuſtom, which I will ſcorn to defend It 
in our Sex, and do deſpiſe in yours. 
Ang. Thou art a brave Fellow ?'puit pat up ory y Gold, and know, — 
That were thy Fortune large, as is thy | W 
Thou ſhouldſt not buy m Th 
Couldſt thou forget thoſe mean Effects of Vanity 11 


mo ſer me our to ſale, and as a Lover, prize my yielding 


thou nere oe I be entirely chine, | 

2 conſidering they were mercenary? ?: 

Will. I cannot tell, I muſt bethink me firſt ha, — 
Death, Im going to believe her. ge 

Ang. Prithee confirm that Faich or if thou c 
latter me a little, twill pleaſe me from thy Mouth, © 

Will. Curſe on thy charming Tongue! doſt thou tetun | 
Ny feign'd Contempt wich = eg Hear ek dae. 


Thou ſt found the eaſieſt wa 4 
Though T yet know — is fa * 
Turning from 4 Rage, 
Ang. By all that's good tis ay: 


x 7 never loy'd hg though ot a Miſtreſs. -* {5 
„„ 4 
il. — can ſhe mean? [Aa. 
Ang. I find yoù cannot eredit me. I ry tone, 
Wil. . 10 7 | 
An Aſs that may be foorh'd into belief, 


822 8 


But, Madam, There beef fo ohen hene * By 
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By perjur'd, ſoft, cluding Hypocrites, 
That Pve no Faith left for the couzening Sex, 
Eſpecially for Women of your Trade. 
Ang. The low eſteem you have of me, perhaps 
May bring my Heart again 
For 1 have Pride that yet ſurmounts my Love. 
[ She turns with Pride, ve kolas her. 
id ill. Throw off this Pride, this Enemy co Bliſs, 
And ſhew the power of Love: tis with thofe Arms 
I can be only vanquiſhe, made a Slave, 5 
Ang. Is all my mighty Ex pectation vaniſnt? | 
— No, I will not hear thee talk, thou haſt a Charm 
In every word, that draws my Heart away. 
and all the Thouſand Trophies 1 — d, 
Thou haſt undone. - Arr Why art thou ſoft? 
Thy, Looks are bravely rou ind meant for War. 
Coffldſt thou nor ſtorm on br I 
d I then pethaps had been as free as thou. 
Will. Death! how ſhe throws her Fire about my Soul ! Cle. 
Take heed, fair Creature, how you raiſe my Hopes, 
Which once aſſum d, pretends to all Dominion. 
There's not a Joy thou haſt in ſtore | 
I ſhall not then command. 
For which Tit pay thee back my Soul, my Life! 
— Come, let's begin th account this happy minute. 
Aug. And will you pay me then the Lask? 
Will. Oh, why Loft u dra me from an awful Worſhip? 
9 re art no Divinity, | 
the Fiend, and ſhew me all the Angel; 
but ignorant, and Til be devout 
pay my Yows for ever at this Shrine. 
8 oe and kiſſes her Hand, 


e for mine. 


> 9 TW 


A. 
4 
. 


ang The pay f mean is, but thy 
Wil. Intirely — come, lets withdraw: where Pll renew my 
W ens breach em with ſuch Ardour, thou ſhalr not 


es Hs 
hou haſt a Power roo ſtrong to be reſiſted. 
Ex. Will. and Angelica. 
Miret. Now my cite go with you — is all our Project fallen 
to this? to love the only Enemy to our Trade? Nay, to love ſuch 
a Shameroon, a very — nay, a Pyrate Beggar, whoſe Bas 


ſmeſs is to rifle and be gone, 4 0 e, no Pay 
aden an ui Fes d 


ö * » 


* ee 
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A Rogue that fights for daily Drink, and takes a Pride in being 
loyally louſie Oh, I could curſe now, if I durſt. 
This is the Fate of moſt Whores. 


Trophies, which from believing Fps we win, 
are Spoil to thoſe who couxen us agen. 


ACT Il. SCENE I. A Street. 


\ . ; 
Enter Florinda, Valeria, Hellena, in Antick different Dreſſes from 
what they were in before. Callis attending. = 


Flop, — what ſhould make my Brother in ſo ill a Hu- 
: I hope he has not found out our Ramble this 
Morning ? 2 


Hell. No, if he had, we ſnould have heard on'c at both Ears, 
and have been me wd up this Afternoon; w I would not tor 
the World ſhould have happen'd—— Hey ho Tm ſad as a 10. 
vers Lute. 

Val. Well, methinld: we have ledrnt this Trade of Gipſies as 
readily as if we had been bred u 2 ehe Road to Loretta; and 

et I did fo fumble, when I told the Stranger his Fortune, that 

I was afraid 1 ſhould have told my own and yours by mi- 
ſtake but methinls Hellena has been 1 ſerious ever 

ſince. te 

Flor. I would give my Garters ſhe were in l ve, 10 fe 

veng d upon her, for abuſing me How is t, Hellen 

Hell. Ah! — would I had never ſeen my 13 
and yer tor all your laughing I am not in Love —and yet this 
— Acquaintance, o my Conſcience, will mer cet of my 
Hea 

Val. Ha, ha, ha; 1 laugh to think haw thou art fitted with 
1 Lover, a fellow that, 1 warrant, loves every new Face he 

es. 

„ Hun-— be hasnor kepe is Word wich me here=—— 

al nd may be taken up that Thought e lr 

10 me——— what che duce ſhould this be. non that 12 

Val. What is't lie? 

Hell. Nay, the Lord W if 1 ſhould. be 
hang d, I cannot chufe bur be angry and afraid, when I. think 
that mad Fellow ſhould be in love with any Body but me- 

What to, chink of my ſelf I know — I could woe 

| Wit 


I 


ol 
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with ſome true damn'd Gipſie, that I might know my For- 
rune. . 
Val. Know it! why there's nothing fo eaſie: thou wilt love 
is wandring - Inconſtant till thou ſind'ſt thy ſelf hang'd about 
Neck, and then be as mad to per free again. 
Flor. Yes, Valeria; we ſhall ſce her beſtride his Baggage- 
horſe, and follow him to the Campaign. BY 
Hell. So, fo; now you are provided for, there's no care ta- 
ken of poor me But ſince you have ſet my Heart a wiſhing 
I am refoly'd to know for what; I will not dye of the Pip, to 1 
will noc. | 
Flor. Art thou mad to talk ſo? Who will like thee well e- 
nough to have thee, that hears what a mad Wench chou 
wa | | | | 


Hell. Like me! I don't intend every he that likes me fhall 
have me, but he that I like: I ſhould have ſtaid in the Nunnery 
ſtil, if J had lik'd my Lady Abbeſs as well as ſhe ik'd me. 
No, I eame thence not (as my wife Brother imagines) to take 
an Eternal Farewel of the World, bur to love and to be be- 
— 5 and I will be belov'd, or Ill get one of your Men, ſo 

wi | 

Val. Am [I put into the number of Lovers? 

Hell. Lou! my Couz, I know thou art too good natur d to 
leave us in any Defign : Thou went venture a Caſt, tho thou 
comeſt off a looſer, eſpecially with ſuch a Game ſter. I ob- 
ſerv'd your Man, and your willing Ears incline that way; and if 
you are not a Lover, cis an Art toon learnt that 'I 
find, = [ Sighs. 

Hor. I wonder how you learnt to love ſo eafily, I bad a 
thoufand Charms to meet my Eys and Ears, cer I could yield; 
and *rwas the knowledge of Belvile's Merit, not the ſurprizing 
— — my Soul thou art too raſh to give 'a Heart at 

Sight. | | 

Hell: your conſidering Lover; I ne er thought beyond 
the Fancy, 'rwas à very pretty, idle, filly kind of Pleaſure 
to pals ones time with, to write little, ft, nonſenſical Billets, 
and with great difficulty and danger receive Anſwers; in which 
I ſhall have my Beauty prais d, my Wit admir'd (tho' little or 
none) and have the Vanity and Power to know 1 am deſirable; 
then I have the more Inclination that way, becauſe I am to be a 
Nun, and fo ſhall not be ſuſpected to have any ſuch earth! 
Thoughts about me but when I walk thus and fi 
thus ——theyll think my Mind's upon my Monaſtery, and 
cry, how happy tis ſhe's ſo reſolv d! f 2 
nut not a Word of Man. 


* . 
* ” 
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For. What a mad fe's this! 


Hello Fll warrant, if my Brother hears either of you fi 1 let 


2 


ries (gravely / fear you have the indiſcretion to 
love, but take heed of the Honour of our Houſe, and your 
unſpotted. Fame; and ſo he conjures on till he has laid the 
wing 'd God in your Hearts, or broxe the Birds · neſ.. Bur 
ſee here comes your Lover, but where's my"inconſtanc ? ler 


ſtep afide, and we may learn ſomething. [Go aide, 
Enter Belvile, Fred. and Blunt. I 
- Belv. What means this? the Picture's taken in. : | 


Blunt. It may be the Wench is good natur d, and will be kin ſw, 
gratis, Your Friend's a proper handfom Fellow. 
Belv. I rather think ſhe has cut his Throat and is fled : I am 
mad he ſhould throw himſelf into Daugers-— Fox on'r, I ſhall 
want eo night let's knock and ask tor him. 
Hell," My Heart goes 1 pit, a-pat, for fear tis my Man they 


talk of. | Knoth , 3 abou, 
* Moret. What would you have? 
- Bell, Tell the that enter here about two-Hours ago, 
that his Friends ſtay here for him. 
' Moret. A Curſe upon him fer Moretta, would he were at the 
Pevil——bur he's coming to yo. 


_ "Hell, I, I, tis he: Oh how this vexes me! 

Bel. And how, and how, dear Lad, l Forums mild Are 
we to break her Windows, or raiſe up Altars to her Dh! 
il. Does not my Fortune fir triumphant on my Brave ? doſ 
not fee the little wanton God there all gay and ſmiling ? Haves / 
not an Air about 11 Face and yes, that diſtinguiſh me from the 
Crowd ot common Lon: oy By Heavn, Cupid's Quiver: has not 
half ſo many Darts as her Eyes Oh fuch a Bona Robag to 
[= in her Arms is lying in Freſco, all perfum d Ar 

t me. 

Hell, Here's fine Encouragement for me to fool on. C. 

Will. Hark ye, where didſt thou purchaſe that rich ne 
drank to Pay? Tell me, that I may adore che Spi 2 
Trifice to the Butr: the Juier was divine; into which I muſt 
Mp ty Rofary, and then bleſs all things ty? would have 0. 
or fortunate, 


| Betv. Well, Sir, lers s go uke worth ng hor lg 


your Succets. © | K 4.4 
Fed. Would not French Wine do tener? Wh 
_ Damn the hungry Balder D N= aut 


ro Vertue in't, inſpiritig-a(ubcelstul Gonfifbnce, ines 
nce to the Tonpue, and Vi che Soul! and B ina den 


e _— — 


SES 


— 
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he WM left to raiſe a new defire in me come let's be gay and 


in wanton ———and Gentlemen, _ ſtudy what you want, for 
nere are Friends, — chat will fu Tupply, 6 Gentlemen, —— hark! 


oft- what a charming found the *ris-he and the Gold 
Bur Ml whilſt here, ſhall beger new Pleaſures every moment. . 
er; Blunt. But hark ye Sir, you are not Married, arè yu? 
ie. id. All rhe Honey of Matrimony, but none of the Sting 
Friend. g 
Blunt. Sheartlikins, thau'rt a fortunate Rogue 
W Will, I am fo Sir, let n — — hu, how 
1 ſw Chime ! pox of Poverty, it makes a Man a Slave, 
. ——— Honour ir ſneak, my Soul grew lean , tor 
want of Credit. * 7 
Blunt. *Sheartliking, this 7 like well, it looks like my lucky 
Bargain! Oh how Tlong for the approach of my Quite,” that 15 
to conduct me bn her Houſe again. Whe! here's rwo Provided 
for, 
Fred. B this by y're happy Men. es; \ 
Blunt. Fortune is pleaſed to ſmile om us, Genin += — 
to ſmile on us. 


Enter Sancho, and hals Blunt nabe Sleeve 
Sancho. Sir, my Lady expects Theyigo aſides 
— — all a oppoſe hen Vu ard 
Pleaſure and is impatient tillyou come. 
Blunt. Sir, Il attend you oh the happieſt Rogue 1 
[ll cake no leave, neee þ 
* E wg Sancho. 
be Lin then the ner Giphc ihorgo | 
Wil. A miſchief on thee for putting her into my 8 1 
had quite forgot her elſe, and this Nights debauch EU- 


her down. 
Captain! r 


A =” 


Hell. Had it ſo, 
— * Thope ſhe did not hen. 
pl _ afraid of — 2 — pion? 
ute a Lad are not? 
to make 2 Man languiſh'g whole day - — _ 
Hell. In tedious fearch of me. 
Will. Child chou ve in che right, Hadſt thou Gan wiiew 
Melancholy Dog I have been ever ſince I was a Lover, how 
have walkr the Streets like a Cupuchin, with my Hands in my 
2 Now, if 148 —— wichhim, 
'd d, I can't be angry 
he diflembles — thr b u, what pains 
you have taken now were I not to reward ſo 
ue a Servant. 


un. 


ſo queafie now? 


4 Ry 
N 
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_ "Will. Poor Soul! that's kindly ſaid, I fee thoubeateſt a Con- 


Hell. Im afraid, my ſmall Acquaintance, you have been ſtay- 
ing that ſwinginz ſtomach you boaſted of this morning; I then 
remember my little Collation would have gone down with you, 
without the Sauce of a haadſome Face is your Stomach 


Will. Faith long faſting Child ſpoils a Man's Appetite — 
yet if you durſt treat, I could fo lay about me (till 8 
Hell. And would you fall to, be tore a Prieſt ſays Grace? 


Will. Oh fie, fie, what an old our of faſhion'd ching haſt thou 


nam d? thou coulſt not daſh-me more our of Countenance : 
ſnoud ſt thou ſhew eg Face. 1 
e |  [ Whilſt be in ſeemingly Courting Hellena, 
Enter Angellica, NMoretta, Biskey, and Sebaſtian, all in Maſque: 
"> rade, Ang. fees Will. and flarts 
Ang. Heavens, ist he! arid paſſionately fond ro ſee another 
Woman. 1 / I % 7 
Moret. What cou d you leſs expect from ſuch a Swaggerer? 
Ang. Expect! as much as IJ paid him, a Heart intire, eat 


Which I had Pride enough to think when ere I gave, 


Py * 


It would have rais'd the Man above the Vulgar, 
Made him all Soul! and that all ſoft and conſtant. 


firſt, rather than put your modeſty to the bluſh, by asking 


me; (for alas,) Iknow you Captains are ſuch ſtrict Men, ſe- 


vere obſervers of. your Vows to Chaſtity, that *rwill be hard to 
prevail with your tender Conſcience to Marry a young willing 


ſufficient. 


Heil. Oh my Conſcience, chat will de our Deſtiny, becauſe 


we are both of one humour; I am as inconſtanr as you, for 1 
Have conſidered, Captain, chat a handſom Woman has a great 


deal to do whilſt her Face is good, for then is our Harveſt time 
to gather Friends; and ſnould I in theſe days of my youth, 


catch a fir" of fdoliſh-Conſtancy, I were undone , tis loitering 
by day-light in our great Journey + Therefore declare, (I'll al- 


lo but one year for Love, one year for indifference, and one 


year for hate and then ga hang your ſelf ——tor l 
ſeis my ſelf the gay, the kind, and the inconſtant—— the 
Ws int if chis wont pleaſe you... . - 1 4 81 
Wall. Oh moſt damnably——- I have a Heart with a — 


99988 
S344 11 1 8 *. , 


Hell. You ſee Captain, hom willing I am to be friends with 
— oi time and ill luck make us Lovers, and ask you the Que- 


Will. Do not abuſe me, for fear 1 ſhould take thee at thy 
word, and Marry thee indeed, which Pm ſure will be revenge 


ay = A Wa OW ba 4 
, . 
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trough it too no Prifon mine to keep @ Miſtreſs in. 
g. Perjur'd Man! how I believe thee now. . [ Aſide, 
2 Well, I ſee our buſineſs as well as humours are alike, 
yours to COUZEN As W N will tcruſt you, and I as many 
Fen as have Faith ee if I have not as 2 a lying 
look, « as you can haye tor the heart of 


E off her Vizard, he ſtarts. 
How do you like ir Cphia: ? A" 

Will. Like it! by Heav'n, I never faw ſo much Beauty! Oh 
the Charms of thoſe 7 black 8 es, chat ſtrangely fair 
race! 1 of nr pt pun _ 3 ſott * mel: | 

Cherry an — white not to be expreſ 
10 filently a ored! h one look more! and ſtrike me 
dund, oe 1 Auf repedtacging e till I am mad. 

. | Heſeems to Court her to pull off her Vigar : fe refuſes, 
ng I can endure no-more nor is is fir to interrupt him, 
for if I do, my Jealouſie has ſo deſtroyed my Reaſon, 1 
ſhall undo him—— therefore III retire, and you, Sebaſtian, 
I one of ber Bravo's. 
follow that Woman, and learn who” tis; While you tell the Fu- 
gative, ? 1 would ſpeak ro him inſtantly. 
V the other Bravo, | ( Bir. 
O This while Flor. is talking to Belvile, who ſtands 
fa rüde n rar, he 3 though 
ee Stranger, be not fo ſullen, 
have loſt your Love, you ſee my Friend frankly offers you- hens, 
o play with in the mean time. 

Bel. Faith Madam, I am ſorry I can't play at her Game. 

Fred. Pray leave your interceſſion, and —_—_— r own Af- | 
fair, they! better agree apart; he's a modeſt Si 3 
by, "bur alone no Woman ſcapes him. 

yet if it ſhould be true — 


Hor. Sure he does bur rall 
Il tempt him farther — believe me, noble Stranger, Im no 
common Miftris — and for a little proof ont wear this 
jon — aa take it, Sir, tis right, and Bin of Exchange may | 
ometimes 

Belv. Madam, wh am I choſe out of all Mankind to be the 
Object of your Bounty * N | 

Val. There's another civil Queſtion askr. 

4 Pox of's modeſty, it ipoils his own Markets, and hin- 


ers mine. 

Hor.” Sir, from my IR and Wo- 

men of Quality have ſo few opportunities for chat we 
ane 
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© Fred. Ay, chis is ſomething! there's a Woman! —— when 
. ſhall I be bleſt wich ſo much beet from. your fair Mouth Fe 


take the Jewel, es. "y Ale to Beh, 
_ ou re Madam, every Way ——_ 
So, if 1 d 11 ey wy whole Repole is gone. Fn 


Aſa, 
Belu. And but for a Vow I've made toa very Lady, thi = 
Rneiſs had ſubdu'd me. 
Fred. Pox on't, be kind, in pitty to me be kind, for I amy 
"thrive here but as you treat her Frzend 
f — Tell me what you. did in yonder Houſe, and I'll w 


. Yonder Houſe ch — 1 went to —2—80— 
why there's a Friend of 457 5 
.  » Hell. Whar a She, or a He F 
Hill. A Man upon Honour! dap — a She Friend 
no, no, Madam, you have done my buſineſs, I thank you. 
N Hell. And was t your Man Friend, chat had more Darts in; 
Eyes than Cupid carries in s whole Budget of Arrows, 


Hell. * ſuch a Bona Robe to be in her Arms is hin i 
. Friſco, all p 3 war on, 
Friend too 


Will: 8 4 


gt re. gave gouthe ne, and the Shoe Gold, that deze 

\ ES. 

Will. Well, well, Madam, then you ſee there are Lats i 
the World, that will nor be eee e Madan, 
there are — 

Hell. And there be Men 200 as fine, wild, incon t. Fell 
as your ſelf, there be Captain, there be, % to thi 


now therefore Im reſolv d * ? 
Vll. Oh! 4 . 
Hell. To ſee 3 ee — „ + 


Vill. hl! 3 --&: 
—— Till to morrow. YR | 
11, Egad you frighted me. 
Hell; Nor then neither, ep youſl ſear never to ſee 
Lady more. 6 
Mal. See her: —— whe! never to think of Wa LanK! 


ain ? 
* Kneel, and facar — Kneels, ſhe gives bipr her ho 
ce— to love — gor * 


Mull. I do never to think — 
ay but thy ſelf « 
+ "Fell. Rib the Book, L 

Vill. Oh, moſt religiouſly. ies her Ha * 
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1 * Now whe a Fe ap L. ro damn a proper 
Fellow. © 

call. Madam, il ſtay no longer, tis een dark. [ Flor. 
Hr. However, Sir, Fll leave cls wich you —— that wien 


Im gone, you may repent che Opporrunry you have loft by 


your Mode 
[ Gives him the Jewel, which is ber kae. and 
Ex. he zes after her. 
Will, "Twill be an age till to morrow, — and Meer! 
pill oſt 5 expedt Ab u, 1 2 7 pretty 


Ang [Es all the N 
Belu. Ha! Flo indus pine! twWãZass ſhe her Telf, — what dull 


Dog was 1? I would have 1 World for ope mites dif 


courfe with her. 
Fred, This comes of yt — 7 pax og your 
yow, twas ten to one but we had ſoſt the Jewel by'c. 


Belu. Willmore 1 che bleſled ' ſt portunity n.! 
Friends / Florinda ! © OP 


Will, Ah Rogue ſuch black Eyes, ſuch a Face, ſuch 2 
Mouth, ſuch Teeth, —— and © an Wir / K 
Belv. All, all, and a thouſand Charms beſides. 
Will. Why doſt thou know her? 
Belv. Know her ! <a ay, and a Pox take me with all ] 
Heart for being 
*] Rival? And 


Will. But hark ye; Friend of mi u 
have I been only beating the Buſh all ws while? 
Seer , 
9 


Belv. ee eee — 


Wil. Ha, ö whoſe Emes —th a fon . 


Hed. The Collonel's Miſtriſs, Sir. 
Will. Oh, oh, here I tet had been FM 
will ſer thee righr 4 
e 


9 come, come, 4 
; [ Gives the Pidkur 


Belv. lan confent 0 cry, and by that time nll be ke © 
Ml ages. 


el Love does all day the Sul = 
0 Bu Wine a fen Car. 
8 0 E NE II. Lucetta's Houſs 


Euer Blunt and Liceeta with « Debr: 


Luc. Now weft Sat Thee, 1 
8 wich made me a little or: 


® % *. 
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= whea- you came in firſt but now Love i is all the band 
ne 
3 Blunt. I am tranſported Pox on t chat L had but * 


fige things to ſay to her, ſuch as Loverguſe,— I was Fool 
| "Nor to learn of Fred. a litrle by Heart before I came —— ſome- 
ching I muſt ſay. Aſie, 
A *Sheartlkins, ſiveer Soul, I am not ud to complement, ut I'm 
- an honeſt Gentleman, and thy humble Servant. 
> Luc. I have nothing to pay fat ſo,great a Favour, but fuch a 
Love d cannot put be great, ſince a firſt ſight of that ſweet 
- Face and Shape it made me your Abſplute Captive. 
Bus. heart, how prettily he talks“ Egad III ſhew. her 
Husband 2-Spaniſh Trick; tend him out of the World, and mar- 
ry her: ſhe's damnably in lor wiflpme, 1 will ne er mind 
1 and 10 there s that ſav wt go: 
Luc, Well, Sir, I an e 
5 89. d undiclight, 
| "Blunt, Make haſt then, . for dſheafulſkins, d yu cen 
ceanſt not gueſs at the pain of a longing Lover, when his Joy 
are drawn within Kaba a few minnres. 
Luc. You. ſpeak my Sence, and I'll make haſte to . 
® E. 
baer. Tis a rere Gil. and this one  hightVegjoyment 42 
her will be worth all the days 1 {Fay in Eſſex, —— would 
= go with me into England, though toy truth, there's 
—_ P lenty of Whites already. ————— Bur Jer Em, they We 
Dag uch mercenary prodigal Whores, that they wang ſuch a — 2 as 
"= . this, that's free and generous to giye e 2 
Whe, what a Houſe ſhe has“ how ric 7 
chamber, Sir, my aa, has ſent me 40 conduct you oe to he 
mber | 
Blunt. Sir, I ſhalt be dudes Wil ————> Revo? one bf 
her ge ; £00: ade urin by his Gath and Gravity be 
might be 1 of Peace in in Keen and i is * "OP * 6 


- PEW. 


= 
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. The Soap abb amber with an Alcoue-Bed in r 
c. Lucetta in Bed. Enter Sancho * W t 
Canale of Sancho at the Door. 1 


Sanch. Sir, my Commiſſion reaches no cxither.- 
Blunt. Sir, II excuſe your E —_ wha, in Bed, 
my ſweet Miſtris? 
e eee 5 
7 unt. And thou ſhalt fee w e T 
TIM oh the Jack jeſt Rogue: * e 


cg 265 <t on %w 
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Luc. Shdtrd Your be eren wes te © 
Blunt. Falſe, 'Shearthikins, what doſt thou take me far? Few? 
an inſenſible Heathen —— 4 al e RV old Jealous Husband, 
an he were dead, Egad, ſweet Soul, ze. hon d n of oy 
faulc, 1f I did not Marry tlieę. 11 1 | 

Luc. It never-ſhou'd oe mine. 

Blunt. good Soul! Fm the Set bag 

uc. Are you not undreſt yet? 

Blunt: As much as my Ampagience will permit. * 

Goes towards the Bed in his Shirt and Dr. wers. 

Luc. Hold, Sir, put out the Light, it may betray us elſe. 

Blunt. Any thing, I need no other Light, but that of chine 
Eyes! 1 ſheartliki there I think I had it, „. 

45 s out the Candle, the Bed deſcends, 
| groaps about to find ir. 

. am I got ? chat not yer ?— 
where are you ſweerÞ——— ah, the Rogue's ſilent now — 

a pretty Love trick this —— how ſhe'll laugh at me anon! 
you need not, my dear Rogue! 0 need not Im all on a 
fire already come, come, now call me in piry, | 
Sure Lm Enchanted / I have been round the Cham t, ang gn 4 
find neither Woman, nor Bed — L lockt the Door; 
ſure ſhe cannot 80 cht way or it ſhe cou'd, — 
Bed cou d not ———— Egough nh wy 
do not carry che Jeſt too - 
__ help. _ 10 


"Enter Locerm, 5. and Suche Lr a 
bal. Ha, ha, hay he's dilparghn nen. wee 3 
Inc; Now, Sir, had I been Coy, we had miſt of „Be 
Phil. Nay, when ifaw / e Foal, I was/m 
fied ; but hen you doar wpqtiua; Screngding 8 
Face, fiae Cloaths, and 4 Late, it makes me rage 
Lic. Lou know I ne e 
r 8 n what we yp 


— Arich Sars. —Syond enge 
are well In d. —flee here a Go 
— lJ=+—7 Purſe — ha / ——— — old 


ar —— tw O 1 We r. Diamond Rig ; 


kf hen. rw vary a Gold: Box / ui 
theſe were Reli . ſee, che 

Waſteband of his 52 have a dine of 601d / 

old Queen Beſſe s, we haye à Quarrel = O08 CE ks 


Eight; and may 3 3 
have commirrelt} it. Heng 


* - 
* 4 
—_ * 


r 


. 


— — 989 aw theſe his Siſter 
yd about his Arm at but well. fer 4 
I fear his being a Stranger, may make a ould and hinder 

our Trade with them hereaſter. 

. Phill. That's our iry ; he is not cu. 4 . us, 

but to the Coun ce Common Shoar into which 
| he is deſcended, thou know'ft, condutts him into another Street, 
wich this Li oo under him from ever finding again 
A | he knows nei Name, nor tar the Street where your 
. Houſe ie nay, wor the wy ro his own Lodging. 

Luc. And aft not thou an unmereiful: Rogue, not to afford bim a 

n one Night S M ſuch a 
— 5 Blame not een de keep Sinchof thee as I ean to 
1 1 that thou es * 
0 c lock u nic Ne 
| e the Mer which Ine 4 bear, | 
eee wie Men x gy 722 
Sid change, and 


Sf, ene 


1 
= K 


4 als — an 
* 5 | eff K es Calf r hat Allurements could there be 
dom Countenatiee? e becauſe Im 20qu8in- 
8 e credited 


Ec 

8 
ve. t «now 

4 - wall, 1 can find the way?) 


'* Be,; on. The bs Cavaliers! 39 
but the re are, Gallants, many ſuch good Natures ve. 
And thaugh you've lerer Arts. #6 lille your plies, | 

W Yare all 47 ara Cullies. . 7 5 


os 


s CEN E. Te God it the Night: © 
Enter rend nin vill, SINK "25 


Hor. wel. thus A Im i in * way to 
my ſelf free Beese 70 1 80 by 


light, is got into — * ckinds bot öf me: 5 
good Fortune got the Rey of the Garden Buck door, II 


3 
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N Now as teartul as a young: 
Unlocks * Door. ] Heark, ———— what 


; wile is that: 0 Sn qe Wed plaid amongſt 
— , methinks ———— it's 

k rime — fear of a ſur prize. 

f nas J * (Ste pes io a b. 

L a. 

; ' P_MSG” | 

ö 

; 

þ 

| 


it. What the Devil is betomt of rheſe hes . ; 
? promis d co ſtay at the next cam ſor u, bug: 


Frederick 
who the Dew the corner of a full n: 


a Garden! — a very convenient place co 


5 Who are you, and rom whenee 


1 


ama little d at 


* 


— 


open it, to prevreu Belvile's - ——— 2 hitle noiſe 


has God ſent us Here mph nee rig 4» ; 


4 Woman: „„ er , 
—5 r * 
me ſalute thy Sho ſtring 
h Fx. not my Beluile—<—— good Heavens, Limowhim 


WAL. prithec -—prichee Child ——— noe fo many. 


22 il ee een 
a ag time, precious 
— = A thall ſave me, Pm 25 Honeſt a Fellow as 


breathes, ane, 
111 == 125 be =_ with me, Pl] * 11 
4 


I know thy Name. 


ſtantly let me go. 
| = Pl warrant 


eee 
— what i nor Ee i. — ares cata 
will not? Ra - — 
| - never gi 
| — are you — ſo high Peh? Mouth 2 


40 =_ "PENAL WEL Bord d r 


Pl not boaſt who twas 


Hor. Heavens! what a filthy Beaſt is this? 


ill. I am ſo, and thou oughtſt the ſooner to lye with _ 


chat Reaſon, ———for-Hook*you. Child, there will be no fin 


= t, becauſe 'rwas neither deſigud nor premedicated ; tis pure 


Accident on both ſides —- that's a certain thing now 
indeed ſhould I make Love to you, and you vow Fidelity — 


and ſwear and lye till you behev'd and yielded Thou 


art therefore (as thou art a amis in Conſcience 
—— me — bene 1 kind, n 


bx 


Hor. Sir, let en 1-2 or Il call out. 


Will Ay, ay, yourwere beſo. call Wienels, ro 1 


ly you rreatime —>—» do, —— . 
Hor. TII cry Murder, Top; * if you! do not in- 


| Wil A Bape. come, come, Baggage, you lye : 
= 1 the — lieve now 
that you are nor ſo as No, n hy at 
dime o Wight was your Cobweb - door ſer open, dear Spi- 
der bur 0 — Flyes? . Hah ee or I 


| an r. dammablyangry — Whe, what a Coyl ishere.— 


Sir, can you think. — 
That you'd do it for nothing? oh, egy 
Net BE —— — here, here Piſtole 
4 „ r 1 fay. —— 
Hor. For Heavens fake Sir, as: res Sensen ene is n 
be wheedling . more 


Come, osme, take it, or III put it 
ve more. Whe, 


with you) —hah, ——== hes what a works here —— 


in good time come, no 5 aus, de 2 — 
; dg und Vic, Ln e 

Im for — e . 
Non i Wk, 1 


S : ere he 


"% \ 


The ns ; or, The Ba 4 * 41 
if W pry chat we've bit fig. I durſt have ſworn he had follow d u 18. ; 


, 


Fred. But you were fo haſty, Colonel, ro be gone, 


| Hor. Help, help. Murder — help — ' 
or oh, I'm ruin d. | 
in Belv. Ha, ſure that's Horinds s Voices U Come, up ts them. 
re —»— A'Man, Villain, let go that Lady). (4 miſe. 
wh Dur turns pp, draws, Fred. inter pajes. 
* Hor. Belvile / Heavens! my Erother too is comi twill 


Ju be impoſſible to eſcape. — Belvil I conjure you to walk 
ce der my Chamber-window, from whence Ll give you -A 
ut lee 4 to do — this rude Man has undone us. [Ext. 


Enter Pedro, Stephano, n 1 
Ped. Tm e; run Stephana, e Aeg his 


So whbe'r they be, Ah well, ro H ne Nane * 


ht, 27 edro's 2 beats ems; 


_oing gu, Meets & 
. Seed. You need Hot, Sir poor Ladys at ale "and 
15 thipks no harm, Foe pms 5 Ree 85. for fear of tright- 
— ing her with ur danger. one 1 
1 Img 1 chere Raſgals how came che 


I 77 


* 
a. 


Door 
Sr T1 Queſtion comes tee Hg, Sir, be of le- 
ane III warrant. 

Ped. — a _ 9 to — 1 — 
rr in this | 

ON ace th the Street. Rey 

he Helvile i in Fred, a him, and wilimote | 

| 


Wil. Whes how the Devil ſnou d i know } 2 * 


Belv. Ah plague of your ignor if it had not a 

da, muſt you be a =p — CEA. a ſeni{cleſs S | 
il. Wel, ca os 85 ſee I am mg Soup Patience "IS 

can bear —— Yre ree me methi sx. 

I was in he . wou'-haye a ade for 

ſo uncivi N Fornhe ws ad! Rt 
. Belv. Ferse Bre, it un oh Im di- 


Wil. Nay, nay, lim an ai v8” l 22 ms 
Belv; Ah curſe upon the Stat chat Wd my Birth! or wharſo- 
ever other influence that makes me ſtill ſo wretchegg 


Will, Thou breakſt my with theſe n 


1 


Fn 


ſinetz. v5 


1 * . or, ” The 2 
—.— in fauk, uo Influence but Sack, the curſed Sack 7 
mt. Whe, how-che Devideamayer dunk? '* 


Will. we, how the Devil came you fo ſober? 
Belu. A curſe _ his thin he was always before hand 


mo >” dear Colonel ive hi he's fo his 
ate Net for im, rry for | 


Belv. He's aint ater be has adtie MRR idee 


0 all ſuch Brute” © 
| 4. By thi L 7wek ber n ene et; 
r 8 Oginiog, tell me Sor, hadſt thou 
5 FEES ſenſe Lene ut f ee to diſtinguiſh, her 2 
ſt + ps 2 about lier Fate and Petſo 


Reverence into thy Soul 
2 an: T confider'd her & weer a Woman a8 cou'd 


EX. und 7 hav in etice —— kill 
2 © Bi = SEU + nn ane fr ik gi 
WER; - 125 


Wain, uſe your 

eee 2 3 

Ii 

D e 1 8 
Guides Him to my undoing; —— e 

3 wal, this powerful Forranag,”. „ * 

Let th 00 neee my elit elf 24 

Will. * Hhalt be finely inform'd am, no doubt ; hear me Co- 

lonel—— hear me ſnew me the Man'and Fil do. his Bu- 


Belv. I — no mig 
not need thy 
ji, This 5 
l 


und his Page. Jn BT png 
. You the thonſand n an * * 
Pie. T adies bid Womän, Sir q N 5 . 
1 whe the Deere ee 

' - Belv. Fll now my felf under Ht | With 

+ i Tino comfy hve, 9 2 „ae Fred. 


. w * ad N 
1 Men PIR. 42 5 
o 


— 


tu thou, or if 7 at, Phat 


ag; 


- The Rover or, The Baits Sa Py 


11. How. is this 2 Pictaroon going to board my Filgare! - 


_ $ one Chaſe-Gun for you. 
{ Drawing his _—_ juſtles Aut. who turtts and 


draws, fight, Ant. falls; 
Mret. Oh, bleſs us, Ter 12 one? N= 
| Ter and gui ite Dor. __ 
Page. Yelp Murder?! 8 
1 returns at the miſe of bring. 
Hcy, the fl ſh een cog | 


in. 


= Entgy two gr three Hide 2 WI 


Alas. kla, a Man kill 6 - * do ' 
Will. How%a Man kill'G! then I'll zo home to ſleepin 

gi © Putt up, and reels aut. — Maſquers awther w 

glu. Who ſfiahd ir be! pray Hea Rogue 4 2 — 

all my Quarrel to fim. {As Belvi is groping 

7 „ Ann 

Oh ee 805 the Murd We 
9, here's parchr —— ſecure ur erer. | 
Do not miſtalls "my Charity . 
. to his Affiſtance. * Solchen ſeizes kebeie. 
 Offic. Teen tried, es. ou Swords drawn in 
che Carnival cite { Greg to Autonig. 
os Thy Hand prithee. 12 * 

Offic. Ha, Don ne vel e che Vilain der. — 
how ist, — | 
A. Im r 714 25 
Belv. — my 1 made me a cla 


0 way with him. oh; 
1 1 


i tn har has fer up 


= 
| 
1 
0 
= 
4 
N 
| 
| 
- 
| 
| 


na ik N l-y6u have 
to my Ap 
_ £6: * PE Cr Or. . Au ot: 


1 Salt, <6 Bet. 9 
3 | 


rs from A 


. = 05 


* * 2 =, nn 


*, , 
LY ” 2 
1 0 " 
. . 
. % #7 * 
4 8 0 - "5 - 
* — - my 
: 5 - N P 
a Us re ir 
4 * 2 3 
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— —_— OL 9 DO 3 — — 
ACT . $CE NE, I. A fine Rooms, 
biene, Belvile, as by Dark, alone. pu 4 
Belo.  - all I be weary of railim on Fortune, whale 


reſolvd never to turn with Smiles upon me 
Two ſuch Defeats in one Night —— none but the Devil and that 
mad Rogue could have contriv'd to have plagued me with —— 
7 am here à Priſoner —— bur where — Heavens*knows ——. 
and if there be Murder done, 1 can ſoon decide the Fare of a 
N in a Nation without Mercy — yet this is nothing to the 
orture my Soul bows with, when 7 think of loſing my fair, 
my dear Florinda——heark —— my Door opens — a Light 
a Man —— and ſeems of Quality — arm'd * 
ſnall I dye like a Dog 1 * mt 


Enter Antonio in a Night-=Gown, with a Light; his Arm in 4 
. and a Sword under hi 3 He ſets the 422 0 
An. Sir, I come to know what injuries I hae done 3 

could provoke you to ſo mean an Action, as to Artack me tle 

ty wichour allowing ti me for my Deſence. 
" Belv. Sir, for a Man in my Circumſtances to plead Inn 

would lock like fear but view me well, and you will 

no marks of a Coward on me; nor ay ching AY 

Brutaliry you accuſe me with. * 
Ant. Tn vain, Sir, you imp9ſe upon m nk, 


You are not only he who drewon me la I: j, 

Bur. yeſterday before the ſame Houſe, that of ry 

Let chere is ſomething im ou Face and Mein, 1 
Belv. I own T ſbug nt to day in che Pest e 


| a with Whom you if you're the ame) and Four. * 

were firſt engag 

Beg you think this Crime enough to kill me, 
Y 


ou do, I cannot fear you'l do it baſel) 
* No Sir, eee Ih this | 
1 [ Gives him the Sword. 
This Gallantry ſu1 me —— nor know 7 how to 


a Man 8 
* Nou ſhall nor.noed ; K 

| For know, I come to 
r 


7 . ; a N : \ = - 
"PEER * 
0 The | 18 / «AIP is LF. 45 
« Y — 9 7 N 5 3 


» = a» c 43S 1 = 
Perhaps your = ww . pe — IC 2 2 e i N 
T. twas with ſo m l 0 2 a 'F 
\ * £ 29 
Lale. e this r | X [ 
Ant. been laſer have to kid another, N 


7 your Danger, Sir PII ler ou know my Quality; 
And tis the Vice-Roy's Son, who you have 2 a 
Belv. The Rice-Roy s Son! 


1 


. Death and Confuſion ! was this Plague reſerved [ Alde. 

. To compleat all the reſt ———— ol 'd by him! " 2% 

, The Man of all the World I wou d deſtroy. 

5 Ant, You ſeem'd diſorder'd, Sir, | Ts 


Belv. po” — 
| Thar Man receives ſuch 
Who wants the pow'r oY em 2 
Ant. To gallants Spirits 3 3 

hut you may quickly over- pay me, Sir. | 

Belu. Then Fam well kind Heaven! bur ſet us even, 
That 7 may fight wich him and keep my honour ſale. [ 45 
| Oh, I'm impatient, Sir, to be diſcounti 

The mighty Debt I owe you, Command me qui 6 = | 

Ant. 1 have a Quarrel with a Rival, Sir, "IE 0 


About the Maid we love. | | 

Belu. tis Norinda he means + 83 Sg 
That r deſtroys my Reaſon, { Afide. ; 
And 1 ſhall kill him | 


Ant. My Rival, Sir, 
& one hes all che Vitrues Man'can boſt of 


Belv. Death! who ſhou'd this be? | [ Ahide, 
challeng'd me to meer him on the Molo, 
As ſoon as Day appear d, but laſt Nights quarrel 1 


Has made my Arm unfit to guide a Sword. 
Belv. I "ap rehend you, Sir, you'd haye me kill the Man © 
That la aim tothe Maid you ſpeak df. . 
—P do't——T7l fly to do it! 4 
San h thei admired b 
Belv. —— ir, but tis en 18. y you. 
Ant. Sir, I ſhall rob you of the G 
For you muſt fight under my Name an preßt. bo. 
Belu. That Opinion muſt be firangely obliging that makes 4 
You think I can perſonate the brave An „ 
Whom 7 can but ſtrive to imitate. 5 ot 
Ant. You ſay too much to my Advantage; 


' —— Come, Sir, e Hef (EA 
* n Sir, is the Habit 


0 Exit Antonio. 
Bei 


— — — — 


| Ha hn les by Night. + 
| Though on a Precipfce Each ſtep you , OF, . 
Tam — co follow where mw mg JR 


SCENE, 215 * 


Enter Blorinda and chen are $606 Sephand. | | 


. Im dying wis my.fe fears, Belvile's 3 CK. 
As I expected under my Window, 

Makes me believe that 41 Waſe Fears are 

——  Cayſt thoa not tell with whom 75 


Py” 
* 


r fighs ? 


"i Steph. Ne Madam, they were both 4in-Mafuerade, 7 * by 
= when-they challeng' d one another, and they hag decided the Quar- 
reel then, but were prevented by oe — which made 
1 em put it off till now — hut I am fur 5 about you they fight. 
** Hor. 5 . | 
1 dares fight for me, except Antonio? o much in 
vour wich my Brother M it beche, for wan ſhall 7 di 
my Prayers to Heaven? 
Srepb. Madam, I muſt leave younſor if my "alle ſee me, 
I ſhall be hang'd for being your Conductor — cftptaarrowly 
for rhe excuſe I made for you laſt night ich Garden, : | 
K. And ri renardhee fort = pricfice no dere. 


* b. 


a, 4 * 


Enter Don Pedro in bis Maſque aun 
Pedro. Antonio's late to day, the place will fill, and we 


ented. 2 
Hor. Antonio, ſure T heard amiſs. 

E,. © Pere. Bur 10 vill not ehuſ 3 happy Lo Lover, 1 5 5 
_ dme ee yield! * 1 
1 n n ing brenjes. 
: ——  Muft x, earns "7 wb 
ben Incl be ere on her Boſe: % > 
' ng. hes here. 8 Sis 


Euer Behile dret in Antonio's Clathes. * 
» Hor. Tis nor Eglile, ae ee. | ooh 1 
of Pggro.  Angog!o | — | 1 
x 7 'Belv. This muſt be h be her { 
Dou re early, eee Ido nor un to be ORIG way. 


| © Pedro. The wretched,” Sir, are watchful, yn 
B IA A hs We = 


wb 
8 " oÞ 


* 


"The Rover z n. e Kei 4 Cue. 
Belo, ogra! ee miſtook m is (4 
—— - Can he forget ereſt in Non 
| And fight for common Prize? = EY 
„ - Pedre., Come, Six, you know our OY - | 
Belv. By E Afde 


No talking, Tam ready Sir. (fibre fb Flor. vum in. 
Hor. Oh, hold! who bee you do conjure you hold 
Pedro, Florinda ! © * * 
| _ Florinda imploring for my Py E 6 
ur. Away, * 1455 e 
2 y her do fps Ne — 
29 bln nr 


Sir N- — 4 ny — 
| . there 


* him, if chou would 

Fir. By all you hold moſt dear, By her you lde, 

Ido conjure n — 
Belv. By hor love 1 TRE 

See —— TI obey und at Feet * 

The uſeleſs Tr of my Vi "{ Lays bis Sword at her feet. 
"Pedro. Antonio, You've {oh enough ds prove you love Florin. | 
Belv. Love Elorinlts ! | 
Does Heaven love Adoratidn +. Pray'r! or remnitence: . 

her! here Sir, —— your Bord again. 

erer the ord a ies i bin 1 


eee ay "+ "| 


Pedto. No, you've redeem'd my 
Me give im klar and pulls off bis ares 


* 1 


AM 
uaitired wirtfan@eurſe him. 5 


\ 


\ 


Belv. Don Pearo. , 


4.4 $4 a OT 
| Ped Can you ims to other Womeh, Oh 
ins your dean ge reg: 1 
Intire! _ Sams Conteffions are! 2 
delay,my no longer. 
a pm leben. | 
Pedro. 'Thb mine let jcbe— nodime fo proper N. AN. 


This Night my Facker wi 2 
2 en 
11 *** Upper ade and pſs ver 4 


be qe 
Af and ht me my or bed 


3 © The ber,; 13 15 FR Coos. : 


Nor. Of fy Sir, and#all your a! e 
al hw nt e | 


_ > Pods. Amy th My mn rep.) 
I Pedro. Aw ily Wn: is aſſam d ths . 3 
= Mu. Heaven, irc hat O you do? > ; 
,. Do! deſpiſe that 26 Tyrant's cam 
3 Towha he ought: to Conquer by (ibmiſſion, 

5 Betv: You dos act: 3 move a licde* chi o 


3 Draws her 
_ EIN as i 

| . — not coke 223 Man : 

Shall force me to OE VE ende 0 


Belv. O da not loſe ſo wat 
— — tis par Bel uile 
Whom Jo, miſtaken Scotn and bara 
e E rub, off ume P 

Hir. Belvile : "Mo | 


_ Where was m Soul „e 2 a c 

. And rake this knowledge in. — | 

N N were #dlking,- 2550 Wllmote lde Y 

dc, and brede p 

Hall. N. Intelli ino Neus of ener —— « i 
| am the mo "Raſcal in nn. 

- . ceived — or is it he look 


Fred, —— 'tis he my Belvile. | E i | 
ir falls out on; py dear Be aces * | "I # 
_ Boks Hell * wie! Thes —_ bs #0 12 1 
Pedro. Ha! e y ir. 3 3 
1 & [Ze Flr rm in 
_ Belv. Nay, cnc hr, mine by Conqueſt, Sir Jo | 
I won her b a Sword. 
= - | ill. Did'ſt thou — aud E Chi * 
1 by the Sword. La en nk goes Petween. 
4 Belv. Stand off. ach} 
* mae pophancy ge f coſt 
1 All uarrcls nee mu} be Þ 


or Perk, 


3 * 
». 


," "IR . 


— 
d an you ie ke wy Yau e, and Jl be 
= Courted when you want it next. Puts. 
=>  - "Belo. You know Lought ro claim a Victor _ 
But you'rethe Brother to Divine Hands. 5 
1 To whom I'm ſuch a Slaye —— to e hy — „ 
A nec her che her ſhe lrokis fo der- A, 
, Pedro. Twas by Antonio's, not by Belvile's Sword, 1 12 
:This ueſtion ſhould have beth dec " | 2 18 
A an Jogger 1p + | f Ws 
 __ 00, and ek laſt * 


Sęeflęeg Zl 3 Fe 


ETFS 


E 


| 9 * I”, ; 1 
* The Rover ; or, The Baniſhd Cavaliers. 49 : 
But I am nicely punctual in my word, SY 
As Men of Honour ought, beg your Pardon. 
—— For this miſtake another time ſhall clear. 
—— This was ſome Plot between you and Belle, 
Bur I'll prevent you. | Afide to Flor. as they are going out 
[ [ Belv. looks after her, and begins to walk up and down in a Rage. 
Jill. Do not be Modeſt now, and loſe the Woman, bur it 
we ſhall ſerch her back ſo - 
- Betv. Do not ſpeak to me 
Pill. Not ſpeak to you, —— Egad Il ſpeak to you, and will 
be anſwer d too. ü 
Belv. Will you, Sir, = 
Will. I know I've done ſome miſchief, but Tm ſo dull a Pup- 
pey, that Lam the Son of a Whore, it I know how, or where— 
prithee inform my Underſtanding —— 
Belv, Leave me I ſay, and leave me inſtantly. 
Will. I will not leave you in this humour, nor till I know my 
Crime, 5 
Bely. Death Lil tell you, Sir | 
{ Draws and runs & Will, he runs out, 
Belv. after him, Fred. interpoſes. 


Enter Angellica, Moretta, and Sebaſtian * 


* 
* o 


Ang, Ha —— Sebaſtian ———— | 
<= Willmore 2 — haſte —— haſte, and bring him 


Fred. The Colonel's mad —— I never ſaw him thus before, 
Il afrer em, leſt he do ſome miſchief, for I am ſure Willmore 
will not draw on him. | { Exit. 

Arg. Tam all — my fuſt deſires defeated | 
For one for ought he knows that has no 
Other Merit than her Quality. | 
— Her being Don Pedro's Siſter —— he loves her 
I know tis fo — dull, dull, Inſenſible —— 
He will not ſee me now — 'J 
And broke his Word laſt Night falſe perjur'd Man! 
—— He that bur yeſterday Fought for my Fayours, 
and yoo pt —— = | ny Sacrifice 
o ve gain d one Ni me, 
Muſt now be hir d and courted to my Arms. | 
Moret. I told you what wou'd come on't, bur Meretta's an old 
doating Fool —— why did you give him five hundred Crowns, 
bur to ſer himſelf out for other Lovers! you ſhou'd have kept 
him poor, if you had meant to have had any good from him. 
Ang. Oh, name not fuch mean trifles; — had I given him 


L My 


30 De Rover; or, The Baniſh'd Cavaliers. 
My Youth has earn'd from Sin, 
I had not loſt a thought nor ſigh upon't. 
But I have given him my Eternal Reſt, 
My whole repoſe, my futyre Joys, my heart! 
My Virgin heart, Moretta { oh tis gone! 
Moret. Curſe on him; here he comes; 
How fine ſhe has made him too! 


Enter Willmore and Sebaſt. A ng. turns and walks away. 


Will. How now, turn d Shadow? 
Fly when I purſuc! and fol when I fly! 


Stay gentle ſhadow of my Dove, [ Sings. 
And tell me &re I go, 
Whether the Subſlance may nat prove 
A Fleeting thing like you. 
There's a ſoft kind look remaining yet. 
{ As ſhe turns 4 looks on him. 
Ang. Well, Sir, you may be gay, all happineſs, all joys pur- 
ſue you ſtill, Fortune's your Slave, of gives you every hour 
choice of new Hearts and Beauries, till you are cloy'd with the 
repeated Bliſs, which others vainly languiſh for. — But 
know, falſe Man, that I ſhall be revenged. ¶ Turns away in Rage. 
Will. So, gad, there are of thote faint-hearted Lovers, whom 
ſuch a'ſharp Lefion next their Hearts would make as impotent as 
1 Fourſcore ——— pox of this whining, ———— my Bus'neſs is 
3 to laugh and love, a pox orc; I hate your fullen Lo- 
4 ver, a Man ſhall loſe as much time to put you m humour now, 
as would ſerve to gain a new Woman. | 
Ang. I ſcorn to cool that Fire I cannot raiſe, 
Or do the Drudgery of your Virtuous Miſtris. 

Will. A Virtuous Miſtris! Death, what a thing thou haſt found 
out for me! why what the Devil ſhould I do with a Virtubus 
Woman? a ſort of ill-narur'd Creatures, that rake a. 
Pride to torment a Lover. Virtue is but an Infirmity in Women, 
a Diſeaſe that renders even the handſome ungrareful ; whilſt the 
ill-favour'd, for want of Sollicications and Addreſs, only fancy 
themſelves ſo. L have lain with a Woman of Quality, 
who has all the while been railing at Whores. x 

Ang. I will not anſwer for your Miſtris's Virtue, | 
Though ſhe be young enough to know no Guilt ; . 

And I could with you would perſwade my Heart | 
»Twas the two hundred thouſand Crowns you courted, 

Will. Two hundred thouſand Crowns, what Storys this? — 

ha. 


—# 


what Trick ? what Woman ? 
Ang. How ſtrange you make ir, have you forgot the Creature 
vu entertain'd on the P1azo laſt Night? Pill. 


- 
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=. } V9, WW” _ ow wo ws 


The Roder; or, The Baniſb d Cavaliers. 51. 
Will Ha, my Gipſie worth two hundred thouſand Crowns? — 


oh how I long to be with her ——— pox, I knew ſhe was of 


* Aſide. 
pa Falſe man, I ſee my ruine in thy Face. f 
How many Vows you breath'd upon my Boſom, 
Never to be unju have you forgot ſo ſoon ? | 
Will. Faith no, I was juſt coming to repeat em but 
here's a humour indeed —— would make a Man a Saint —— 
you'd ſhe'd be angry enough to leave me, and command me not 
0 wait On her. [ Aſide, 


Enter Hellena, dreſt in Mans Cloathes. 


Hell. This muſt be Angellica, I know it by her mumping Ma- 
tron here - Ay, ay, 'tis fhe; my mad Captain's with 
her too, for all his ſwearing how rhis inconſtant hu- 
mour makes me love him : pray, good grave Gentlewo- 
man; is not this Angellica ? 

Moret, My too young Sir, it is I hope tis one from 
Don Antonio. , { Goes to Angellica. 

Hell. Well, ſomething Fll do to vex him for this. Aſide. 

2 I will not ſpeak with him; am I in humour to receive 
a Lover? * 

Will, Not ſpeak with him! whe, T'll be gone —— and wait 
your idler minutes Can I ſhew lefs Obedience to the 
thing I love ſo fondly. [ Offers to go. 

Ang. A fine Excuſe this ſtay ——— 

ill. And hinder your Advantage: ſhould I repay your Boun+ 
ties ſo ungratefully ? . 1 

Ang. Come hither, Boy, that I may let you ſee 
How much above the Advantages you name 
| prize one — with you. | 

Will, Oh, you deſtroy me with this Endearment. | 
¶ Impatiens to be gone, 
—— Death, how ſhall I get away? —— Madam, cwill not be 
fir I ſnould be ſeen with you —— beſides, it will not be conveni- 
ent — and P've a Friend —— that's dangerouſly ſick. 

Arg. I ſee youre impatient yet you ſhall ſtay. 

Will. And miſs my Aſſignation with my Gipfie. 

[ Aſide, and walks about impatientij. 

Hell. Madam, Morerta brings Hellena, who ad- 
You'l hardly pardon my intrufion, areſſes her ſelf to Angellica- 
When you ſhall know my buſineſs ; | 
And Tm too young to tell my Tale with Art: 

Bur there muſt be a wondrous ſtore of goodneſs 
Where ſo much Beauty dwells. | 


K 2 4's 


But did adore him when ſhe heard him ſpeak; 


Since you are ſo impatient to be gone 

I will releaſe you, Sir. Jo Will, 
Will. Nay, then Fm ſure twas me he ſpoke of, this cannot 

be the fects of Kindneſs in her. _ 


| He won her unreſiſting tender _ | 
He vow'd and figh'd, and ſwore he lov'd her dearly * I'm 


She heard, he paid his broken Vows to you. 


And all the buſineſs of this glorious Dreſs, 


And then Fl! grant thee any thing. 


- 
ot 
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Ang: A pretty Advocate, whoever ſent thee. Y, 


__—  - Prithee proceed —— Nay, Sir, you ſhall not go. 
N Fo To Will. who is ſtealing of, + 
Will. Then I ſhall loſe my dear Gipſie for ever. Ar 
—— Pox on't, ſhe ſtays me out of ſpizhr. [Aue. 
Hell. I am related to a Lady, Madam, | 
Young, rich, and nobly born, but has the fate | 


To be in love with a young Enz/iſh Gentleman. 
Strangely ſhe loves him, ar firſt fight ſhe lov'd him, 


For he, ſhe ſaid, had Charms in every word, | 

That faiF'd not to ſurprize, to wound, and conquer. 
Will. Ha, Egad I hope this concerns me. [ Afide, 
Ang. "Tis my falfe man, he means, — wou*d he were gone, 

This Praiſe will raiſe his Pride and ruine me — well, 


No, Madam, I've conſider'd better ont, 

And will not give you cauſe of Jealouſie. 

Ang. But, Sir, I've —— buſineſs, that —— 
Will. This fhall not do, I know tis but to try me. 
Ang. Well, to your Story, Boy, — tho“ twill undo me. [ ſue. 
Hell. With this addition to his other Beauties, 


And ſhe believ'd the cunning Flatterer, f 

And thought her ſelf. che happieſt Maid alive: 

To day was the appointed time by bath, 

To conſummate their Bliſs; 

The Virgin, Altar, and the Prieſt were dre ſt, 

And whilſt ſhe languiſnt tor the expected Bridegroom, 


Wil. So, this is ſome dear Rogue that's in love wich me, 
And — fro me know it; or if it be not me, ſhe mean: 
Some one whoſe place I may ſupply. | Ti 

Ang. Now I — 

The cauſe of thy impatience to be gone, 


har he means 


Will; Damn the young Prater, I know not w 
Hell, Madam, | | 

In your fair Eyes I readtoo much concern 

To tell my farther. buſineſs. 
Ang. Prithee ſweet Youth talk on, thou may'ſt perhaps 


Raiſe here a Storm that may undo my Paſſion, 


Hel 


N 


de, 


de, 


Wl, 
not 
de, 


ule, 


"an: 


"he Rover; or, „ The Rein Colirs 55 | 


Hell. Madam, Eee ( 6h unreaſortable')” © 
You wou'd not ſee this Stranger; 
For if you do, ſhe yows you are Uoe, 
Tho Nature ne ver made a Man fo excellent, 
and ſure head been a God, but for inconſtancy, WE” 
Will. Ah, Rogue, haw finely he's inſtructed | | Aſides 
— is plain bme Woman chat has ſeen me en paſſnt. 
23 ſhall burſt wich Jealoufie? do you know , 
you ? a 
Hell. Yes, Madam, he usd to be in Buff and Scarlet. wad; | 
Ang. Thou, falſe as Hell, what canſt thou fay to this? ( Will. 
Will, By Heaven —— 
Ang. Hold, do not damm thy ſelf.— 


Hell. Nor hope to be beliey'd. — [ He walls ch, they fallow, 


Ang. Oh, perjur'd Man! 
* ou pay my generous Paſſion back? b Eee 
hy wou d you; Sir, abuſe my Ladies Faith — 
= And Ne ine {5 jnfman inftumanly ? | a 
Hell. A Maid fo young, ſo innocent —— 
Will. * young Devil! | 
thou not know thy Life's in my power? -- 
2 Or think my Lady cannot be reveng d? * 
Will. So, ſo, the Storm comes fitiely on. Cle, 
Ang. Now thou art ſilent, Guilr has | fruck thee dumb.” 
Oh, hadſt thou ſtill been ſo, rd livd in ſafety. 
Le ane a md. 
Wil. Sweetheart, the Lady's Name and 1 * : 
Im impatient to be with her. x 
Aſide to Hellena, looks towards Angel. to watch be nm, 
and as ſhe comes tow uus hem, be meets her. 
Hell, So, now is he for another Woman. 9 Cle, 
Will. The im mpudenc'ſt young thun in mrure 
cannot perſwade him out of his 'Ertor, Madam. 
Arg. I know he's in the right, — yet thou'ſt a Tongue 
That wou'd perſwade Wü ro y his Faith. {| AL hey 
Will. ker Name, her kame, deat Boy == dit ft in Nel. 


Hell. Have you forgor i it, Sir? 
Will, Oh, Oh, 7 perecre heh tie 6 knen 7am a Niranger evi 


2 F 1 . 


— LM. 
es, yes, I do know — but — hos 
== By Heiven, ſuch: « iy Confllhes Fiber hl * 


88 with chis Miſtris, Sir? 
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Will. So, you have made ſweet work here, my little Miſchief; 
Look your Lady-be kind aglt good aarur'd pow? or | , 


I ſhall have but a curſed Bargain on'r. 
| | { Ang: turns towards them, 
C - —— The Rogue's bred up to Miſchiet, N h 
[4 : 
' Art thou fo great a Fool to credit him? | 
Ang. Yes, I do; and you in vain impoſe upon me. 8 


come hither, Boy, — is not this he you ſpeak of? 
Hell. I think — it is, I cannot ſwear, but I vow he has juſt 
ſuch another lying Lover's look. | 
REY ln; | [ Hell. looks in bis Face, he gazes on her. 
Will, Hah! 5 nor I = _ — iea 
By Heaven, my little Gipfie ; what a was I, 
Had 7 but hols that way, I'd known her. 1 
Are all my hopes of a new Woman baniſhy ? [ Aude. 
Egad, if I don't fit thee for this, hang me. 
— Madam, I have found out the Plot. 
Hell. Oh Lord, what does he ſay? am I diſcoyer'd now? 
Will. Do = ſee this young ſpark here? | 
Hell. He'll tell her who Iam. 
Will. — Who do you think this is? | 
Hell. Ay, ay, he does know me.. Nay, dear Captain, 
In undone if you diſcover me. 
Will. Nay, nay, no cogging ; ſhe ſhall know what a precious 
Miſtris 7 have. you 
. Hell. Will you MAY Devil? PEAT F 
Hill. Nay, nay, TII you to ſpoil, ſport will not 
1 make. —— "This ſmall Ambaſſador comes 2 a per- ta 
ſin oi Quality, as you imagine, and he ſays; but from a very 
= _ errant Gipſie, the calki pratingſt, cantingſt little Animal 
thou ever ſaw'ſt. W_ | | 3 
Ang. What news you tell me! that's the thing I mean. 
Hell. Wou d 1 were well off the place, if ever I go a Ca le 
tain- hunting again. Alt. 
ill. Mean that thing? that Gipſie thing? thou mayſt as well TI 
be jealous of thy Monkey, or Patyor, as her, 2 German Motion A 
| were worth a dozen of her, and a Dream were a better enjoy- Li 
ment, a Creature of a Conſtitution fitter for Heaven than Man. 
Hell. Though I'm ſure he lies, yet this vexes me.  { Aſide. 
Arg. You are miſtaken, ſhe's a Spaniſh Woman 
Made up of no ſuch dull Materials. Zed 
Will. Materials, Egad, an ſhe be made of any that will either 
diſpence, or admit of Love, Fl! be bound to continuance,... 
Hell. Unreaſonable Man, do you think ſo? © Aſide tu him. 
ill, You A my little Brazen Head, and tell 12 La- 
dy, that till ſhe be handſom enough to be beloyd, or I dull e- 
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nongh to be Religious, there will be ſmall h Sy 2 
Ang. Did you not promiſe then to min 10 
Will. Not I by Heaven, i | 
Ang. You cannot undeceive my tears and rorments, an you 
have vow'd you will not marry her, 
Hell. It he ſwears that he'll be reveng'd on me indeed; for all 
my Rogueries. {- Afrde. 
Ang. I know what Arguments you bring againſt me, Fortune 
and Honour. | 
Hill. Honour, I tell you, I hate it in your Sex, and thoſe that 
fancy themſelves poſſeſt of that Foppery, are the moſt imper- 
tinently troubleſome of all Womawkind, and will tranfgreſs 
Nine Commandments to keep One, 0 to  arife your N 
I (wear. 
Hell. Oh, no ſwearing dear Captain — [fide to bim. 
Will. Tf it were poſſible, I ſnould ęver be inclin'd ro marry 
it ſh-wd be ſome kind young 3 one that has — 
enough to give a favour handſomely to one that can ask it di 1 
creetly, one that has Wir enou ugh to manage an Intriegue of 
Love ————— oh, how civil ſuch a Wench is, to a Man that 
does her the Honour to marry her. 
Arg. By Heaven there's no Faith in any thing —_ 


Enter Scbaſtian, 
Sebaſt. Madam, Don Antonio. 
Ang. Come hither. 
Hell. Ha, Antonio, he may be coming lucher, and bell cor - 
tainly diſcover me; I'll therefore retire without 2 Ceremo Pele 


[ Exit f 

Ang. Ill ſee him, get my Coach ready. 

Sebaſt. It waits yqu, Madam. „ 135 " 

Will. This is luckey: what, Madam, now I may be gone and 
leave you to the enjoyment of my Rival? jo 

Ang. Dull Man, that canſt not fee how ill, how poor, 
Thar falſe diffimulation-looks ——— be gone A 
And never let me ſee thy couzning Face again, n Anh 
Leſt 7 relapſe and kill thee. \ 

Will. Yes, you can ſpare me now. farewell - pile 
are in better Humour Tm glad of e 
Now for my Gipſie: tig E 
For though to worſe we change, yet ſtill we find _- | 
New Joys, new Charms, in a new Miſs that's kind. E 

He's gone, and in this Ague of my Soul 5 

The ſhivering Fit returns; 
Oh with what willing haſte, he took: his le, 
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| ol ſome bleſt 2 

In vain I have conſulted all my Charms, 

In vain this Beauty priz d, in vain believ d, 


My Eyes cou d e any ires; 
1 had forgot my Name, my Infamy, 
And the reproach that Honour lays on thoſe 
That dare pretend a ſober paſſion here, 
Nice Reputation, though it leave behind 
More Vertues than inhabit where that dwells; 
= Tet chat once gone, thoſe Virtues ſhine no more, 
1 -—— Then ſince I am not fir to be be lov d, | 
3 Tam reſolv'd to think on a revenge 
On him that ſooch'd me thus to my undoing. (_Exeut, 


SCENE Ill. 4 Street. 
Euer Florinda and Valeria in Habits different from what the 
A 


Flor. We're happily eſcapt, yet 7 tremble ſtill. 
Val. . Lear! whe, I am but half an one, and yet 
7 have Courage for any attempt, would Hellena were here, [ 
wou d fain have had her as deep in this Miſchief as we, ſhe'll fair 
9 — firto the Ach lie Nans, bur The 
or a Viſit to the Auguſtine Nuns, but I believe 
— deſign carried her out, pray Heavens we light on 
| "OL AMES RR. + 
1 . - == Prithee what didſt do with Callis ? * 
4 | Val: When I ſaw no Reaſon wou'd do good on her, 1 fol- 
4 low d her into the Wardrobe, and as ſhe was looking for fome- 
ching in 2 great Cheſt, 7ropled her in by the Heels, — the 
Key of the Apartment where you were confin'd, lockt her in, 
and left her bawling for help. | 


Fial. That's accordi 
„ eee 

ro-Belwle, when I got out under 2 of going to Maſs, ! 
found him at his Lodging, and beli | 


[ 


» 
8. 


. Thou ſhoud have told him 7 ws confin'd to myChan- 
1 ber upon my Brother's ſuſpicion, that the bufineſs on thi A 


ns 2 Plot laid between him and 1. Vl, 
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Val. I ſaid all this, and told him your Brother was now gone 
to his Devotion, and he reſolves to viſit every Church till he find 
him; and not only undeceive him in that, but careſs him ſo as 
ſhall delay his return home. 


Hor. Oh Heavens! he's here, and Belvile wich him too. 
(_ They put on their Vizards. 


Enter Don Pedro, Belvile, Willmore, Belvile and Don Pedro 


ſeeming in ſevious Diſcourſe. 

Val. Walk boldly by them, and T1! come at a diſtance, leſt 
he ſuſpects us. [ She walks by them, and looks back on them. 

Will, Ha, Woman, and of an excellent Mien. 

Ped, She throws a kind lopk back on you. 

Will, Death, tis a likely Wench, and chat kind look ſhall not 
be caſt away III follow her. 

Belv. Prithee do not. 

Will. Do not! By Heavens to the Antipodes, with fach an Invi- 
tation. [ She goes out, and Will. follows her. 

Belv, Tis a mad Fellow fora Weuch. 


Enter Fred. 


Fred. Oh Col. ſuch News! 

Belv. Prithee what? 

Fred. News that will make you lang in cht of bene 

Belv. What, Blunt has had ſeme damn d 1115 put upon him, 
Cheated, Bang d, or Clapt 

Fred. Cheated, Sir, —_ cheated of all bur his Shire and 
Drawers, the unconſcionable Whore too turn'd him out betore 
Conſummarion, ſo that traverſing the Streets at Midnight, the 
Watch found him in this Freſco, and conducted him 1 By 
Heaven tis ſuch a Ilight, and yet I durſt as well have been Hang d 
as laught at him, or pity Fins he bears all that do but ask him 

a Queſtion, and i; in fach an Humour. 

Ped. Who is t has mer with this ill uſage, Sir? 

Belv. A Friend ot ours whom you muſt ſee for Mirths ſake; 
my imploy him to * Rinde time for an eſcape. 1 


What is he? 
be, A — 3 n of ours, one that has been Edu: 


* and NN tim 5 e 
[ Exeunt, 
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lan. So, now my Mind's a little at Peace, fince I have ge- 
ſolyd Revenge—a Pox on this: Tayler tho, for not bringing 
home the Cloaths I beſpoke and a Pox of all poor Cayaliers, a 
Man can never keep 2 | 
Rogues come in and find me ngked ; and then I'm undone; Th 


Enter Florinda from the farther end of - the Scene, looki 
© per phe . N 


© Bier 1 am follow'd ſtill hah my Brother too ad- 
vancing this way, good Heavens defend me from being ſeen by 
* 2 | She goes off, 


Bieter Willmore, and after him Valeria, at a little diſtance. 


Will, Ah! There ſhe fails, ſhe looks back as ſhe were willing 
to be boarded, III warrant her Prize. | | 
ts 6, Ur goes out, Valeria following. 


Enter Hellena, juſt at he goes aut, with a Page. 

Hell. Hah, is not that my Captain that has a Woman in chaſe? — 
tis hot Angellica; Boy, follow thoſe People at a diſtance, and 
bring me an Account where they go in TII find his 
Haunts, and plague him every where——ha——my Brother. 

YE lbs Exit Pag. 
[ Bel. Wil. Ped. croſs the Stage: Hell, runs off. 


Scene changes to another Street. Enter Florinda. 


Flor. What ſhall I do, my Brother now purſues me, 
Will no kind Power protect me from his Tyranny ? : 
——hah, here's a Door open, T1! venture in, fince nothing can 
be worſe than to fall into his Hands, my Life and Honour are at 
ſtake, and my Neceſſity has no choice. = | [ She goes in, 


Enter Valeria and Hellena's Page peeping after Florinda. 


Pag. Here ſhe went in, I ſhall remember this Houſe. f 
| 2 | | | Exit By. 
Val. This is Belvile's Lodging; ſhe's gone in as 15 if 


fhe knew it—— hah here s that mad Fellow again, I date 
not venture 1 


III watch my Opportunity. [Goes afide, 
Enter Willmore, gazing about him. 1; 
Will. Lhave loſt her hereabouts— Pox on't ſhe muſt not ſcape 


me ſo. | | a | 41 | Goes our. 
ene changer #0 Blunt's Chamber, diſcovers him ſitting on a Couch in 


bit Shirt an Drawers, reading. | 
= U 


pare Suit for em; and I ſhall. have theſe 
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rm refolv'd to arm my felt the Raſcals ſhall nor inſult 
over me too much. | Puts on an old ruſiy Sword and Buff Belt. 
Now, how like a Morrice-Dancer I am Equipt a 
fine Lady-like Whore to cheat me thus, without affording me 2 
Kindneſs for my Money, a Pox light on her, I ſhall never be re- 
conciled to the Sex more, ſhe has made me as faithleſs as a 4 
Phyfician, as uncharitable as a Churchman, and as ill natur d as 
a Poet, Oh how Til uſe all Women-kind hereafter ! whar 
wou'd I give to have one of em within my reach now! any 
Mortal thing in Petticoats, kind Fortune, fend me; and Tll for- 
give thy latt Nights Malice here's a curſed Book too, 
(a warning to all young Travellers) that can inſtruct me how to 
prevent ſuch Miſchiefs now tis too late, well tis à rare conve- 
nient thing to read a little now and then, as well as Hawk and 
Hunt. | { Sits. down again and Reads. 


Enter to him Florinda. ; 


Flor. This Houſe is hunted ſure, tis well furniſhe and no liv- 
ing thing inhabirs it—hah-—a Man, Heavens how he'sartir'd! ſure 
tis ſome Rope-dancer, or Fencing Maſter ; I tremble-now tor 
fear, and yer I muſt venture now to ſpeak to him- | 
Sir, if I may not interrupt your Meditation | 

y | He ftarts up and gazes. 
Blunt. Hah— what's here? Ate my Wiſhes granted? And is 
not that a- ſhe Creature? adſneartlikins 'cis! what wretched 
thing art thou ann :., 

Hor. Charitable, Sir, you've told your ſelf already what I am z 
a very wretched Maid, forc'd by à ſtrange unlucky Accident, 
to ſeek a ſafety here, and muſt be ruin d, if you do not grant 


it. | 

Blunt. Ruin d! Is there any Ruin fo inevitable as that Which 
now threatens thee ? doſt thou know, miſerable Woman, into 
what Den of Miſchiefs thou art fall'n? what a Bliſs of Confu- 
fion——— hah——— doſt not ſee ſome thing in my looks that 
irighrs thy guilcy Soul, and makes thee wilh to change that Shape 
of Woman for any humble Animal, or Devil? tor thoſe were 
ſafer for thee, and leſs miſchievous. - 24x + 8 

Hor. Alas, what mean you, Sir? I muſt confeſs your Looks 
have ſomething in em, makes me tear, but I beſeech you, as 
you ſeem a Gentleman, pity à harmleſs Virgin, that takes your 
Houſe for Sanctuary. „D n 

Blunt. Talk on, talk on, and weep too, till my faith return. 
Do, flatter me out of my Senſes again a harmleſs Virg' 
with a Pox, as much one as Pother,adsheartlikins. Whe? what 
the Devil can I not be fate in my Houſe for you, not in m 
Chamber, nay, even being naked too, cannot ſecure me; 4 


Pp, 
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* 
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v an nice greater then has invaded me yet Come 
no Beke. Kel L Pulls her rudely. 
; Hor. Dare you be ſo cruel ? | | | 
Blunt. Cruel, adsheartlikins as a Gally-ſlave, or a Spaniſh Whore: 
Cruel, yes, I will kiſs and beat thee all over; kiſs, and fee thee 
all over; thou ſnalt lie with me too, not that I care for the In- 
joyment, but to let you ſee I have tain deliberated Malice to 
' thee, and will be revenged on one Whore for the Sins of ano- 
© ther; I will ſmile and deceive thee, flatter thee, and bear thee, 
kiſs and ſwear, and lie to thee, imbrace thee and rob thee, as 
he did me, fawn on thee, and ſtrip thee ſtark naked, then hang 
our at my Window by the Heels, with a Paper of Scurvey 
Verſes faſten'd to thy Breaſt, in praiſe of damnable Women— 
Ner. Alas Sir muſt I be facrific'd for the Crimes of the moſt 
infamous of my Sex, I never underſtood the Sins you name. 
Blunt. Do, perſwade the Fool you Love him, or that one of 
you can be juſt or honeſt; tell me I was not an eaſie Coxcomb, 
or any ſtrange impoſſible Tale: it will be believ'd ſooner than 
thy falſe Showers or Proteſtarions. A Generation of damn'd 
Hypocrites, to flatter my very Cloaths from my back, diſſem- 
bling Witches, are theſe the Returns you make an honeſt Gen- 
tleman chat truſts, believes, and loves 1 t if I be not 
even with you Come along, or I ſhall ——— 
83 1 00 {Pulls her again, 


Euter Fredrick. 


Fred. Hah, what's here to do? Rt 38%. 
Blunt. Adsheartlikins, Fred. I am glad thou art come, to be 
a II £ my _=_ 28 { Qual 44 
Fed. What's this, a Perſon of Quality too, who is upon the 
Ramble to ſupply the Defetts of ſome grave — — 


Blat. No, this has another Pretence, ſome very unfortunate 
not who, or why, and forc*d: to take Sunctuary here at Fools 
Haven. Adsheattlikins ro me of all Mankind: for Protection? 
is the Afs to be Cajol'd again, rhink ye? No, one, no 
2 — 


yers or Tears ſhall mitigate my Rage; | 

th my Pleaſure of Enjoytment and Revenge, for I am reſol- 
ved to make up my Loſs here on thy Body, I'll take it out in 
kindneſs and in heating. ur oa; WES: eas) 
Ded. Nom Miſtreſs of mine, what do you'think of chi? 


Ni. Think he will not———dares nor be fo barbarous. 1 


Fred. Have 2 care Blunt, ſhe ferch'd a deep Sigh; the is 


Accident brought her hither, to ſave a Life purſued by I know 


6 Oo, <t Wl 
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that, there are of her Calling ſuch unconſcionable Baggage, and 
ſuch dextrous Thieves, they'll flea a Man and he ſhall ne er mifs 
his Skin, till he feels the Cold. There was a Country- man of 
ours robb'd of a Row of Teeth whilſt he was a ſleeping, which 
the Jilt made him buy again when he wak'd you ſee 
Lady how little Reaſon we have to truſt you. 

Blunt. Dsheartlikins, whe, this is moſt abominable. 

Flor. Some ſuch Devils there may be, but by all that's Holy, 
I am none ſuch, J entered here to fave a Life in Danger. 

Blunt. For no goodneſs, III warrant her. | 

Fred, Faith, Damſel, you had een confeſs the plain Truth, 
for we are Fellows not to be caught twice in the ſame Trap: 
Look on that Wreck, a tire Veſlel when he ſer out of Haven, 
well Trim'd and Loaden, and ſee how a Female Piccaroon of 
this Iſland of Rogues has ſhatter'd him, and canſt chou hope for 
any Mercy ? 12 
Blum. No, no, Gentlewoman, come Jolla adsheartlikins we 
muſt be better acquainted we'll he with her, and 
then let me alone to bang her. | 

Fred. I'm ready to ſerve you in matters of Revenge, that has 
a double Pleaſure in't. | 

Blunt, Well ſaid. You hear, little one, how you. are. con- 
demn'd by publick Vote to the Bed within, there's no re- 
fiſting your Deſtiny, Sweetheart, Pulls her. 

Hor. Stay, Sir, I have ſeen 2 wg with Belvile, an Engliſh Ca- 
valier, for his Sake uſe me kindly ; you know how, Sir. 

Blunt. Belvile, whe yes, Sweeting, we do know Beluile, and 
wiſh he were with us now, he's a Cormorant at Whore and Ba- 
con, he'd have a Limb or two of thee my Virgin Puller, bur 
'tis no matter, we'll leave him the Bones to pick. 214 

Flor. Sir, it you have any Eſteem for that Beuile, I conjure 
30 to treat me with more gentleneſs ; he'll thank you for the 


uſtice. 
Fed. Harkey, Blunt, I doubt we are miſtaken in this mat- 
ter. a 
Hor. Sir, if you find me not worth Belvile's Care, uſe me as 
you pleaſe, that you may think I merit better treatment 
than you threaten pray take this Preſen 
{ Gives him a Ring : He looks on it. 
Blunt. Hum Diamond! whe, tis a wonderful Ver- 
tue now that lies in this Ring, a mollifying virtue; adsheartii- 
kins there's more perſwafive Rhetorick int, than all her Sex 
can utter. | 
Fred, I begin to ſuf; 


| peR ſomething; and 'rwou'd anger us vile- 
ly to be-truſt up for a Rape upon a Maid of Quality, when we 
only believe we ruffle a Harlot. . F 
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Blunt. Thou art a credulous Fellow, but adsheartlikins J have 


no Faith yet; whe, my Saint prattled as parlouſly as this does, 


ſhe gave me a Bracelet too, a Devil on her, hut I ſent my Man 
to {ell it ro Day for Neceſſaries, and it prov d as Counterfeit as 
her Vows of Love. | 

Fred. However let it reprieve her till we ſee Beluile. 

Blunt. That's hard, yet I will grant it. 

| | Enter a Servant, 

Serv. Oh, Sir, the Colonel is juſt come wich his new Friend 
2 Spaniard of Quality, and talks of having you to Dinner 

Blunt. Dsheartlikins, I'm undone I would nor ſee 
*em for che World: Harkye, Fred. lock up the Wench in your 
Chamber. | 

Fred. Fear nothing, Madam, what e&'er he threatens, you are 
ſafe whilſt in my Hands. [ Exit Fred. and Flor. 

Blunt. And, Sirrah—— upon your Life, ſay I am not at 
home or that I am afleep—or— or any thing— away— Tl! 


prevent their coming this way. [Lochs the Door and Exit. 
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; ACT v. SCENE. I. Blunt's Roo. 


Ale e great knocking at his Chamiber-doot, enter Blutie foftth, o 


ſing the Stage in his Shirt and Drawers, as before. 


ED, Ned Blunt, Ned Blunt. { Call within. 
Blunt. The Rogues are up in Arms, dſneartlik ins, this vil- 
lanous Frederick has betray'd me, they have heard of my bleſſed 
Fortune. 

Ned Blunt, Ned Ned—— _ and knecking within. 

Belv. Whe, he's dead, Sir, without diſpure dead, he has not 
been ſeen to day, let's break open the Door— here - Boy 


Blunt. Ha, break open the Door! dſheartlikins that mad Fel- 


low will be as good as his word. ; 
Belu. Boy, bring ſomething to force the Door. 
: 1 A great noiſe within at the Door again. 
Blunt. So, now muſt I ſpeak in my own Defenee, PII try 
what Rhetorick will do—hold— hold, what do you mean Gen- 
zlemen, what do you mean? 
Belv. Oh Rogue, art alive, prithee open the Door, and con- 
vince us. 4 e wit hin. 
Blunt. Yes, I am alive Gentlemen but at preſent a little 
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Belv. How! Blunt grown a man of Buſineſs! come, come, 
open, and ler's ſee this Miracle. . within. 
Blunt, No, no, no, no Gentlemen, tis no great Buſineſs — 
bur I am ——at my Devotion. 
dſheartlikins, will you not allow a man time to pray? | 
Belv. Turn'd Religious! a greater Wonder than the 
therefore open quickly, or we ſhall unhinge, we ſhall. (within. 
Blunt. This won't do Whe, hark ye, Colonel; to 
tell you the plain Truth, I am about a neceſſary Affair of Life. — 
I have a Wench with me you apprehend me? the De- 
vil's int if they be fo uncivil as to diſturb me now. | 
Will. How, a Wench! Nay, then we muſt enter and partake; 
no Refiſtance, 
then we'll keep our diſtance. 
Blunt. So, Buſineſs ir out. 
Will. Come, come, lends more hands to the Door, now, 
heave all together ſo, well done, my Boys ——— 


[ Breaks open the Door. 


Enter Belvile, Willmore, Fred. «nd Pedro: Blunt looks fimſply, 
they all laugh at him, he lays his hand en his Sword, and comes 
up to Willmore. 


Blunt. Heark ye, Sir, laugh out your laugh quickly, d'ye 
hear, and be gone, I ſhall ſpoil your ſport elſe; dſneartlikins, 
Sir, I ſhall —— the Jeſt has been carried on too long. 
a Plague upon my Taylor Aſide. 

Will, Sdeath, how che Whore has dreſt him! Faith, Sir, 
m ſorry. 

Blunt. Are you fo, Sir? keep't to your ſelf then Sir, I ad- 
viſe you, d'ye hear? for I can as little endure your Pity as his 
Mirth, _. - [ Lays bis hand ons Sword, 

Belv. Indeed, Willmore, thou wert a little too rough with 
Ned Blunt's Miſtris, call a Perſon of Quality Whore, and one 
ſo young, ſo handſome, and ſo eloquent — ha, — ha, he. 

Blunt, Heark ye, Sir, you know me, and know I can be an- 
gry; have a care ———— for dſheartlikins I can fight too 
I can Sir, do you mark me no more. 

Belv. Why ſo peeviſh, good Ned? ſome diſappointments, 
Fil warrant —— What! did the jealous Count her Husband re- 
turn juſt in che nick? | | | 

Blunt. Or the Devil, Sir, d'ye laugh ? ¶ They laugh.) 
Look ye, ſettle me a good ſober Countenance, and that quickly 
too, or you ſhall know Ned Blunt is not —— 

Belv, Not every Body, we know that. 

Blunt. Not an Afs, to be laught at, Sir. 


Wilt. 


unleſs it be your Lady of Quality, and 
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_ ese Ser to — = is ſo near hi: 
ineſs, a vigorous paſſionate. Lover n not only cheat 
Aim of his Moveables, bur his Defires too. n 
Belv. Ah, Sir, a Miſtris is a Frifle with Blunt, he'll have a do- 
zen the next time, he looks abroad ; his Eyes have Charms nor 
to be refiſted ; There needs no more than to expoſe that taking I * 
Perſon to the view of the Fair, and he leads 'em all in Tri- 


umph. 

Peg. Sir, though rm a ſtranger to you, Im aſnam'd at the 
rudeneſs of my Nation, and could you learn who did i it, would 
aſſiſt you to make an Example of em. 

Blunt. Whe, ay, there's one ſpeaks ſence now, and handſom- 

; and let me tell you Gentlemen, I ſhould not have ſhew'd 
my i ſelf like a Jack-Pudding, thus to have made you Mirth, but 
that I have revenge within my power ; for know, I have got in- 
to my poſſeſſion a Female, who had better have fallen under any 

Gule. han the ruine I deſign her: 'dſheartlikins, ſhe aſſaulted 
me in my own Lodgings, and had doubtleſs committed a 
Rape upon me, had not this Sword defended me. 
Pied. I knew not that, but o my Conſcience thou hadſt raviſhr 
her, had ſhe not redeem'd her ſelf wich a Ring let's 


= 


ſee'r Blunt. [ Blunt ſbews the Ring, 
Belv. Hah ! the Ring I gave Hyorinda when we ex- il * 
chang d our Vows: hark ye Blunt, 


[ Goes to whiſper to hin. fo 
Mill. No whiſpering good Col. there's a, Woman in the caſe, 
no whiſpering. 
Belv. Hark ye, Fool, be advis d, and conceal both the Ring 
and the Story, for your Reputation's fake; don't let People | 
know what deſpis d Cullies we Engliſh are, to be chated and 2. 9 
bus d by one Whore, and another rather bribe thee than be kind 
to thee, is an Infamy to our Nation. up 
Will. Come, come, where*s the Wench, well ſee her, let 
her be what ſhe will, we'll ſee her? Ex 
Ped. Ay, ay, let us ſee her, I can ſoon diſcover Ne ſhe | 
de of Quality, or for your Diverſion. | 70 
Blunt. She's in Fed. J Cuſtody. 2 
Vill. Come, come, the Key. [V Fred. KR gives bim tht | 
Key, they are going. | 
ſtay Gentlemen % 
— hold, let's go Ml 0 


5 Belu. Death! what ſhall I do? 
yet if I hinder em, I ſhall diſcover all. 


one at once give me the Key. 4 

Will. Nay, hold there Col. Fil go firſt, | L 
Fred. Nay, no Diſpute, Ned and I have the propriety of hes. ff e 

Will. Damn ae d then we I draw Cuts. 

f Bely. goes 40 * Wil! <4 


— * 


* 
— 
* 


9 


of ERR an * 
F: | eee 


- 
eat ties Aer 4 | 
* E 4 Spaniar De 2 a 
* Blur. 1 1. my Intereſt to you Gen, and drt 
ng will be Rev ro ent. _ 
> the is pon (T6 Ped. ) ee, : 
e e th Lad e 

Fre to the 
= { Exit Fred. a Ped 

 Belv, To hindet him will 4 (fide) Doſt 


m. aun dull Nen, whar et N 4 

-. [Wil walking ap nd deen out of ihn. 5M 
Wil. Ay, ay, to tral . un | 7 
madnefs; chats the Truth ont. 2 2 
Bev. Oh intolerable So tt?! 1 > 


, noni main, wa wr, vun de 


Hor. Heaven, defend me from Mcovei ce. is +. 
Pedro, 5 bur in vain to fly me, you ate 2 

bab ure he . wd Yr but now I fear chere is no 
to bring 

i, Whe, what a Pox; is not this e 
folow'd but ner Par * 


ped. raking 16 Finds, . / 
Ped." Arif did not ko ye, and your Buſi 
ing Hor. Good Heaven! I fear 3 1 . 
ple Come, be kind, 1 know you meant te de men | 
% i he Wyeth the Lay ill my te wag _— 
3 upon, ſhe'll 'chuſe her Man. 8 . 
let e Tan beer wel, "thaw nor to leaye her Choice he- 
F | „e Valeria, and i fried at the Sight of Dn Pedro. | "2 
Val. Don Pedro here" there's no adding fim. us - 
Hor. Valeria then I'm undone —— ' 7. Fr. 
te l. (ini. 9 
„ . 
Ne” en- rege Td en 
wo Its 1 2 
e. Speak in Horinda ſafe? Hellenawell? · = 
a you AY, n ws 3 
There indeed i {ih ow inform you %: 
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— hold vou ng longer * — | of 
2 * — ill ee of one of her P WS | 
away in © a ſ 
2 BY 8 her yet, if you make haſt h 


er ihe! hon Sir, the reſt . if you 15 

er t. ä * H 

| 17 bine ble girl, hg has undone my Aim Sir 
ou fee my neceſſity of leavi you, ope you don 

| yo ; my Sf Fknow,' will her eee ee 
do, 1 ſhalhe & ſhe ſhould be render d back 

\ Belv. I ſhall conſult my Loye and Honour Sir, * 

Flor. My dear Preferver, let me imbrace thee. To 

__ the Devils all this? ** W, 


N yitery by this Licht. 
=, 4 Come, —" Fo haſte. and ger your 9 
3 as for 5 
= | Belv. I am ſo ſurpriz d with Fears and Joys, {ſc amazi to 
>  find:youhetcin 1 can ſcarce perſwade my into « 
_ 7 = Dakine chat Miſtreſs ho 
_.- Harkey, Colonel, is this reis W * 
3 e ae Bin 3 with you 44/3 
_ E eee ben 


Kneels 1 ba Nr 
And v wich it give your Pandongoa, 0 * 
A. Kal. wer to ge uile may command! me, any ching. 
| 3 W nene turm a 
= 2 CC 


Fred; %p, now 115 like a Dag, and 
6 N — e 
I ever more lock 


ver before, nor ſhall 
up a Con — till you are pleas'd ro Parden me- 


1 - More Sir, TI Han eee e ndition, that 
1 P Friend, 1 e 

E il 9 not on, a! _ believe 
1 3 yer 


Fred. r he ths way, I dow oe 


1 Fel ai, \he hs bs fen l . fie 
x — -mankind, chat had he been poſſeſt of Paradiſe, he mip! — 
11 gy there eo. chis Dy, .de Gime bus Loyy . cowl 
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Belu. Boaſt, why how en bur boaft; and 1 dire 
oc are 9 ne from che Sin of the Grape 
thou art from th le, on might yet claim that e 
Ein which oug firſt Parents loft by roo much Lo 7 - 
Fred. I willy this Lady would thinks me ſo thodeſt a' am 
Val. She ſhou d be forry hen, and not Ie you half ſo well, 
ad Lſhqu'd be loath go break Ü Wot with you © which wa, 
That it . it ſnou d be a Match 
ID BL ol $5 


gs we 

witne 1 155 a Bargain. 

Blunt. Pardon to bd too; To ae Tm. 
bene chat Fam'a Dog if 1 , Fc one, 


" Ar Sir, 7 heartily forgive e you all. 

Blau. That's 54 75 ſweet Lad ln ptithee BY 
ſent her her h or 1 In not Courage to 
proach her my der him t A, bÞgivett bo Florit 


8 * e 


By. Sir, I have brought the Father that Yo * | 
Belv, Tis well, and- now my dear Rinks, lets fly to com. 
pleat that mighty oy we kae 10 long anne 
eme Fed. you'll tollow ? 

Fred, Your ExampleSir, twas ever my Ambition! in War, and 
muſt be ſo in Love. x 4 
Will. And muſt not I ſee this juggling knot cy d? wh 
Betv. No, thou ſhalt do us better Service, and be our 
laſt Don Pedro's ſuddain return interru the Ceremony. 
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Wk . 
| _ IE Flor. Fred. iy. ; 
"0 Exer Boy. 2 n 

By, Sir, there* x Lady without wou'd ſpeak to you. ka 


TH, vn. oo. 

aid WY will Condutt her bs, 1 dite pot quit my Polt N 
not i Boy. And Sir, your Taylor waits you in your Chamber. 
. %%. ae en ye, Tief we dance gs x ge 
wedding. Ly { Ex. Blunt and Boy, | 
iter api the By, condutin in Angelica i « Maſping Habit and 

4 bl. Will nas ta her. | 
Will. This can be none but my pretty 'Gipfie——Oh, 1 ſee oY 
Jou can follow as well as — — confeſs thy felf the g 
10 Devil in Naruce, you . have done y 


a hey 


* 


a — ee Celis. 


ns. Sand 4 — ET a 
ack? Hah, SITY 4? and what's thy Buſi- 


g. One thou haſt mjur'd, and who cot thee ſor t 
4. 2 the Devil can __—_— mean * — 6. 
Ang. my Hopes to kill thee—— _ ? 
"7 s "LM 4 the Piſtol to bis Breaſt, he 
ſhe following ſtill.” 
Will Prithee on AED Lets e not. 
ET Door 07) 1 
ins a has 
And let em dye with thee. * 
ill. Lr Thorax al | 9 
Ag. Yes, 
Does not thy ly blood run ſhivering Winch thy ves? 
Haft thou no | NS che Sinks that tells hee. 
Thou haſt not long to boaft thy ſhameful 7 de® 


LEY 


A Faith, no Child, my Blood keeps its old Ebbs and Flows 


e that cou d oblige thee with a kind 


1 17 Hold, dear Virago! hold thy Hand a little, 
1 I am not now at leaſure to be kill d——hoold and hear 1 
Death, I think ſhe's in earneſt. EET OS 9 

Ang. Oh if I rake nor heed, | | 15 * 
My coward Heart will leave me to his Mercy.” 


— 2 with my pain have at thy 


os he from lin 

it have you, Six, to fay? t end! ear thee, 
Thoud it talk away all that is brave about me : | 

| [ Follows him with the Piſtol to his Brea. 
And I have vod thy death, by all thats Sacred. 

ill. Whe, then chere 8 — of a proper handſome Fellon, 
That might a liv'd to have one good Service yer ; 4 
hass all I can fay tot. 1 

Ang. Let 1 wou'd give chee—— time for KEE 

8 , 


| © Will Faith i Child, bo tha nk God, 7 5 ever 1 10 
„ to lead a good bh Life, and am of a 
F Thar teaches me to believe, 1 in Peace . | "m7 
_— Ang. $0 will the Devil! rell me. 2 
How many poor believing Fools thou haſt andonie ?. NA 
Ho many Hearts thou haſt berray'd to run! 
rer theſe are little Miſchiefs to the Ils 
Thou 't caught x mine to commit; thou'ſt ir 1 


—— 
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will. Egad 'rwas ſhrewdly hurt the while. 
Ang.———Love, that has robb/E'tt of its unconeern 
of all char Pride char taught me how vs valle k. | 
And in its room | 
A mean ſubmiſfive Paſſion was convey'd, 
Thar made me humbly bow, hich I ne re dd 
A e ee oh dig By on 
ou, per) Wl 

Which on thy Knees, thou digit ery” 1 outly make, 
Sofren'd my 7 ielding Heart——And 3 I was « Safe.” 
Yer fill had „ | 


Worn em wi th Yau and Joy for ever, 


Hadſt thou not thoſe Vous chat put Sim * 
=— T was then I was undone. 
Aebi while follows bim with a Piſtol ta his Breaft. 
Will. Broke my Vows |, whe, where haſt thou liv'd ? 


Amongſt the Gods : For 1 never "ag of moe Man, 


not broke a thouſand Vo 
e oalgande 

22 Angellica / that Beauty en too long 

Not to haye made a thouſand Lovers languiſh, & * 

Who in the Amorous Favour, no doubt have ſworn - — 

Like me : id they all dye in char Faith? ſtill Adoring? | 

I donor think they did. 

A. No, faithleſß Man; had I repaid their Vons, as I id 


chine, 
I wow'd have kilrd the ingrate ful chit had availdoo's me. 
Will. This Old General py quireApoil'd. chee, nothing makes 
a Woman ſo vain, as being flatrer'd ; your ald Lover ever fup- 
plies che De fects of Age, with intollerable Durage, vaſt Charge, 
and that which you call Canſtancy ; and ger all this ro 
your own Merits, you 188 ind — our Favours it's. 
Teeth, upbraiding him ich ibs Deſects of Age, 9 —4 
kold kim as often as he deceives. your Expectarions. Bur. 
Gay, Young, Brisk Lover, ines his equal Fires, and — | 
give you Dart tor Hart, n ſomerimes. . - 
Ang, All this thou'ft me Lage, or me thee 
Had I. remain 'd in innocent wa. 
I ſhou'd haye thought all Men were born 
And worn my Power like Ligh Sachen in m Ys 
To have deſtgoy'd at Page offended 
hut when Love held or, the Wadceiring In 
RetieRed all SAG acl my Soul, and made menos 
renal <_ being loſt, Ws 3 


We or) coud 1 5 E. 7 
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- Diſcovering all the Cheat, 


Which blind Devotion offer d at wy 4 Ae, = 
Have falln to thee? 


And perch on every Bough 


And ſtill . 4 Trib 
PR E c your Credit, III pay en you back your cu 


So mean a Thought of me, 
Wou d turn my Rage to 56 
5 _ 


And my y own parece juries, I dare not ho, 


I 5 81 . . 
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G [ts * 
. - % 
4 n * as A 5 | 


7 
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Wo d not the Incenſe and rich Sacrifice, | * 


* 

1 thou then adtoy my fancy | Power? 
ill By ven 

1 wiſh 7 were chat d 9 99 ant thin 

Which thou woud 'ſt have, ature —— meant me * 


J muſt, like cheatful Birds, fing in all * a a | 


Ring the next kind ſhe what flies to meet me; 5 
et alter all cow? build ati with thee * 
Thither repairing when I'd low d rd mound, 


for nothing * tor Love. 
1 
Ang. Oh wha thou wert in earneſt: 
ern, and I hou'd ee, 


er. 755 


che! leave to live 
or the publick 


hic 


Safe ty of * TY ut” 35 


3 ill re be b pted with Re — 
t WiIIl no ＋ 
. pats. * * 


er dann thee! the heard ba. 


tod : 
Ad. Hlick . „ e 
wy: A Fuge bim EN the Piſtol rexdyt! 


* 3be retires all _ 
and lays bold on the Fidu 


4 An“ 8 hethee hither? 
52 e . off — Coach at Door. 
Let me difarm you of loſtrument of 1 


the . 
one 


Amongſt Rates e "oo 8 
thy the Honour to have fought your Quartel? N 


To 9 Fo her? Ty n ww. A 
£ * 7 
che very Man took 
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ſt night—bleſt e * Wen 0 . 
Ange Hol, you re miſtaken Sir. n 
Ant. By Heayen the very ſame! 


45 ft 
TM what . haye yqu to 1 
| — I don't uſe to he ans =; ill ar all os 
. tes $— Ay [ Draws, Angons to 
geh. o Oh, hold! you you ſee he's arm'd with ce been oi 
Wil. 
* .4& 


on, bed 1 command you hold, * 
. 


By all al de N ſon you're lately yo). me. 
Enter Don Pedro, jr 9 ra and flags. 
Ped. Bah, Aitonig ! and 
e tee refuſe Obedience eee 
May you deſtroy me with your m 2 
10 that's Holy I adore you + 4 | 
reven.my Rival, who has Charms enough. "2: Go 
To make him fall a victim to my Jealouſie * 
"Tel. — , and have leave ta on ſtill, 0 
Ee ts this I hear? 5 
um! —— thus! he tall d, and 1 beleyd. . 


| Kn to Will. 
(Aton ) ſterday, 


Id not have ſold my Intereſt his Heart, 95 8 
' For all the Sword bas won 10 loſt in Battle. * 
fire, WF —Bur now to-ſhow my utmoſt of Contempt, - 
Igive thee Life which if thou woyd'ft reſerye, =o ft 
Live where may never ſee thee mc N 
tall Live to LEY one, whoſe Soul may prove, 1 
So brayely conſtant to revenge my Love. 5 
[ Goes out, Ant. follows, but Ped. 70 lim bc, 


1 Ped. Antonio——tay, _ \ * 1 1 ., 
. 3 e 
e rt Coward Fear was prevenced * | a 
f Fraud de che this Morning on "the Malo 2 * ; - 
, | a pes * beg . — 5 172 | 

, 2 i Is che Hangha lar'd x . 

| ofren ſeen me by jo War + 1 
A * 1:14 


* 0 f fi no . Cauſe to excuſe my 
5 E 25 e 22 
Na N (Ef 4 e 
And, you wo they, 7 fere cen 
your Intexeſt. 


2 55 he ur. Rat 3 


ule. ig Aſiroor, . 
— c 


- 


bop lei, 7 * 


* 2 28 L | vu 4 | 
yer 49 tu __ 
ol rs 7 5 th * . A 


7 4 C.- = 


F * 72, The Rover rg The Barbe Cen, 


A I ſhall be ready, Sir es long to de you Reaſon. 
* M [ Exit Anto, 

' Ped. If I cou'd find Norimia, now whilſt my Angers high, 
I think I mom d be kind, and give her to Belvile in Revenge. 
1 Will. Faith, Sir, 1 know not what you woug do, but I be. 1 
AS lieye che Prieſt within has been fo kind. } 
f 
I 
r 


Ped. Row? my Siſter married? | 
| Uh EET 
Not my longings n 
Ped, Dares he thus! Does be nor fear my Pow'r? 
Will. Faith not at all, nn 
© the Favour he has done your Siſter; 10, if nor, Sir, my Po { 
er's greater in this Houle egos ou: I have a damm d furly 
Crew here, that will keep the next Tide, and then clap I 
EA Prize; a ee e Ante 
and we ſhall f. e damm d Tramontana Rover | 


- 
nn 20 
| *S 


= ö 5 Bus Belvile, = | p 
__- 1 Be. This Rogue's in ome new Milhies—— tab, Prin < 
return d! | b 


Pied. Colonel Belvile, T hear you have married my Ster: 
- Bel. You have heard truth then, Sir. | 
Tel. Have 1 fo? then, Sir, I wiſh you Joy. 


l 
W by, 2 Pet By thi 
=. Fe. e wit fp gol ent, f 
E Bel. AS 1 

Ped. By var lag Fri Friendhip and my Obligations w ths 9 
I am, a 
, The faddain Change, III give you Reaſons for anon, - 1. x 
- Come lead me to my Siſter, „ 1 


25 N 


gad Cliild of ever ſee- 
1 al provide Fn, each | 


rp on, mw ot > 9. raft 


Ie Rover; or, The Bari d Cavaliers. 25 


| " Hell, And wou'd you be a faithful Friend now! if a Mid 
ſhou'd truſt you? | 
"Wil. For a Friend I cannot promiſe, thou art of a Form ſo 

| excellent, a Face and Humour to god for cold dull Friend» 
ſhip ; I am parlouſly afraid of being in Love Child, and you 

have not forgor how ſeverely you have us'd me ? 

Hell. That's all one, ſuch Uſage you muſt ſtill look for, to 
find our all your Haunts, to rail at you to all that love you, til 
I have made yon love only. me in your own m becauſe 
no Body elſe will love. 

Wilt. Bur haſt thou no better Quality, ro recommend hy 


ww” 1 Faith none Capygin——Whe, twill be the greater Cha- 
rity to take me for thy Miſtreſs, I am a lone Child, à kind of Or- 
phan Lover, and why ſhou'd I die a Maid, and in a Captains 
Hands too, I do not underſtane. 

. Will. Egad, I was never claw'd away with Broad-Sides from 
any Female before, chou haſt one vertue I adore, good Na- 
ture; 1 hate a Coy demure Miſtreſs, ſhe's as trouble a8 2 

Colt, Tir break none; no, give me a mad Miſtreſs when mew d. 

and in f ing on I dare truſt upon the Wing, that whilſt the's 
kind will come to the Lure. 

Hell. Nay as kind as you will good Capt. whilſt ix laſts ber 
let's loſe no time. 

Will. My time's as precious to me, as thine can be; there- 
fore dear Creature, ſince we are 16 well agreed, let's retire to 
my Chamber, and if ever thou wert treated with: ſuch Sayory 
: Log! Come My Bed's . repar d for ſuch à Gueſt all clean 

and ſweet as thy eur Tel, I love to ſteal a Diſh and à Bottle 
ul a Friend, and hate long Graces—Come ler's retire and 

00. 

Hell. "Tis but getting my Conſent, and the BuGneſs i is ſoon + 
done; let but old Gaffer Amen and his Prieſt, fay Amen'tor, 
and I dare lay my Mother's Daughter abi as proper a * 
your Father's Son, without fear or bli 
ill. Hold, hold, no Bugg Words chile, eſt and 
prithee add a Hang - man to em to make up the Conſort 
No, no, we'll have no Vows but Love, Child, nor Wirnefs bur 
the Lover, the king Deity injoins naught but Love? and inj 
thmen and Prieſt wait ſtill upon Portion, and Joynture; © 
and hay ies, Marria „ 
tain 4 ro Love, as lending Money is ta Friendfhip 
nor give 4 Vow, tho! I could be content = 
Gipſie, and become a hand Brid Fran to have the 
ee Maid 2 No 


* 


F _ Boogie? The Rv C Cai 
3 tis upſe Gipſie chat, and Nn 


my N T | 
3 Hell. And i you bs yr Joſe, Werben 7 per ? A Cradle 
fut of Noiſe wal Miſchief, with a Pack of Repentance ar my 
Back ? Can you reach me to weave Incle to _ my rime with ? 
Fu ups < Gipſie thar oo. 
Ex I ean teach 800 Neue, a rage LovegKior better. 
Hell. So can * 
Will, well, L fee we are boch 0s our Guards, and I ſee 
chere's no way to conquer good Nature, but by yield 

5 here gde me thy Hand—— one Kiſs and I am thine 
© Hell. One Kiſs ! How like my Page he ſpeaks; Lam refolv'd 
Pon ſhall none, for asking ſuch 4 Sum—— He 


4. | Longing ; good Friend, ſingle Kiſs, is all your talking came to 
: this E farewel 2 ſingle Kiſs. 


ab ee ee 
e part ſo, ler Ge dic 1 
» e. By Heaven, boch the Indies not — 
| chee from me. — thee, and 
we are ſo ot one mu a n ive me 
Hand- * 9 N Vs es her H, 


* 


* 


— 


3 . . Wh, Cod a mercy Captain! 
1 | l. But 

I # fit we ſhou'd know each others Names? That when we hs 
| Reaſon to curſ& one one Wiper hereafter (and people ack me 
os [ 92 Devil) Ir 


9 7805 5 cap tain ; and where l tive cauſe; as 1 
«Uwe nor bur/Pſhall have Fear) that T may know au whon 


throw my I beter ye e 3 : 
L. Tam e 23 ne 


* 1 
. 


ricten you ? Do Mey not eee when, they 


yo have a pete dg rh ns ice 
- out croflins him n 5 np i 


"3 Faw ard He Your the ey 
* | Bier Po, Belyile, wen es le., . 
S 
l. e Brother! now ( 


T Love and Courage; ſtand to ALS, 
: or T am leſt 2 . af , wk 


* 


* 


. ed. 


— 


harkey——The Bargain is now made; but is ir 


may 5 OE alle l, what Fa- 


$f) 6 


that Will de ſatisfied with one” Kiſs, will neyer dye of that , 


Aud now let e do their 


- 


Al. very. fine Name; x7 2 Vor kung # Bu 


in ſhe 
end me 


* 


"Nel Rove > 


PU Whats chte 1 hear! falle Girl, you hither; 
and what's your Buſineſs ? Speak. F (Owe ver. 
ill. * une 


l This ents of good tell it, as WW 


ace, * 


my Buſineſs is the ſame ing Vid all * | 

wy Perfidions J a 45 ; 
Pea, Perfidious Nai ivd 

0 Of f ee to WY 2 
H. time enough to em - I 11 

Be you but kind, let me 2 — 


2 Bebvile, 1 did nog of 
was cot enough you'd gun, 
ar lewd Fries "coo mult he Mich! W th Spa of a 


Noble Famil 
d at rh = JO can be: 


Belu. Faul Sir Sir, Lam as much ſufpytz 
Yer Sir, my Friends are — aud ought to d 
for cheir NMisfortuncs, ſince wi 
' the beſt of Nen and Kin e, he's. {vr Ke 
rune, yex a Prince aboard ba world." 


Birth and * 
Will. Fit At can ket of noel ver gerd 

does me Right where-&re I come, any 4 

Cauſe than a Womans; and G60 1! d her bei I 1 ach 


— fy Birch or Nee purſue ne 1 


Fo And is Oy "Intehe bf desoming a Ni Yer 
bauch d into a Defire 

Hell, Wee the ab Brother. alt 
find, the Three hundred thouſand growns 1 
(and von cannot keep from me) Will be bettc 
than in Religion, and turn to as good an Acceunt—.— let mgſ? 
Voices carr rode ven ox the Captain? l 


[ Ft: L W 
1 A e ye Sir, 8 A 89 
Tea d an nab Hefte e 
e : Me motive i . 


th pL Pans be free from Fears 
if you cg * been e 28 


TIS 


this is ale 2 Jon z : 
1 


have che Glory, to ſuffer wich 


Ped, What's this ro” maintenance of a A Woman of * 


Ugele leit a 
laid but in Tors 2 


PLCs ye 


/ 


| nel one that will revenge my Quarrel to VOU——— 


high; and theſe Shoes, too, are worſe than the 


* $ 


Bier. Adſheartlikins, 
ISIS 
| mk, SES, 


at The 1 eg N Redl cab 


Pad. This yas your, Fot Miſtreſs, ME... 
* [76 alen. 


*. 


Val, There 5 


re's a9 alering Deftiny, Sir. 


| _ Ped, Sooner 4 Womans wil, therefore 1 
A — and * you x 4 ger ny Farher's e 


which k fear 2 


dun lar &eft hs ow VINE) hooking no Sa, 3. 

n - oth 
Men. Tis ver, very well Sir. . A "7" 
33 Well Sir,” 'dſheartlikins 1 tell you tis damnable II 
Spaniſh Habit good Lord ! ud the Devil and my 


Wn ee Keel Puniſhment for me, bus, ag * of a 


14. We E . 
1 4 Pray vic me round, and ju See 
. 1 mult conl e ee of an odd Figure 
| Blunt. In a Spaniſh Habit with a Vengeance! I had rather be | 


ia the Inquiſirion'for Iudaiſine, than in this Doubler and Bree- 


ches, a Pillory were an eafie Coller to this, three Handiuls 


fon, with 
the Sole an Inch ſhorrer- than my Foot: In fine Gentlemen, 


- methinks I look 1 like 2 Bag of Bayes ſtuff d full of 


Fools Fleſh. > 
Bell. Merhinks tis 422 * thee look * : 


Come, Sir, ſettle your Face, andfalure our Friends, Lady 


; Bla. Hah Say chop fo little Roy To Hell. 
Lady if you be one) give pa ro wank, Hand, 
tell you, al erte, 7 am your hin: 


1 ox of N Span aniſh Habit. 
2 . this? n 2 | 
=. 4 | Epter Boy. WW -4 

5. . as the Cuſtom is, the gay in Maſquer | 
who make every Man's Wen coming up. . 


Exter fever en Men and Women in mal; mae Hb wh jc; the 


put themſelves in 
ae, de lawful to 1 their 
we come, G. 


might fee mare 
"Bel. Ladies and | " ER ſince you 

To vhe Maſquer, 

A * 


® 


L * ö ; 
+ 5 . 4 : 
” Mi * a 


— —— — 
API 
EPI L 0 GE. 7 

* 


And yet 


7 * 


15 19 f, ? 
: a. I » 2 8 * N 


9293 


The River ; rs The Bld Cooulier So 
ill. Whilſt wel to che Good Man within, who ſtays to 


give us a Caſt of his Office. [76 Hell. 
Have you no —— near approach 2 | 

Hell. No more than you or a Tempeſt. 
Pill. Egad thou W brave Girl, and Ia thy Love and 
Courage. - 

ne ok no other Dangers they can dread, | | 

Who venture ig the Storms cl * Bed. Ereunt. 


* 


HE babe * 14 3 Blade 
A popiſh C argival A Maſquerade / 
TheDeviPs int if this will pleaſe the Nation, 


In theſe our bleſſed Times of Reformation, 


When Comventic ing is ſo much in Faſbion. 


That mutinous Tribe leſs Factions do beget, 


Than your continual differing in Wit; 


Tour Fudgment's (as yourP afſions ) a Diſeaſe : 
Nor Muſe nor wiſe you Appetite cen lege, © 


Tou re gr as nice as queaſie Conſciences. 
Who's each Commlſion, when the Spirit moves, 
Damns every thing, that Maggot diſapproves. | 


' With canting Rule yon mau d theSt 


And to all Method 2lt an Senſe confme. 
With th Inſolence of Common-wealths you rule 
pere each gay By, and politich brave Fool 


= Monarch Wit impoſe without controul. 
As for the laſt who ſeldom (ees a Play, 


Unleſs it be the old Black Mers way, 
Shaking his nw. Noddle ver 


Bamboo, 
He crys —Good Faith, theſe Plays will neue do. 
days, what lofty Wit, 


— Ab, Sir, in my 


m young 
Wh high fr ain'd Scenes of Fighting there were writ : | 


Theſe are ſlight airy Toys. But tell me, pray, 
Th hee Fee 
— to let you ſer. 


airs he'll judge as notably 
75 A ee 


"IM 


LY 


ö * 
6 E PIT Or. K. 
e younger Sharks, away 1 . 
— 


Por o. your give us mbye Sport; TY 

 — Damn me, — 2 never pleaſe thę Court. 
Such Fops — — pleas d, unleſs the 

Be Juff apith Pools, as brish and dull as they: 


— — 


A 


_ * the alf Crown ſpare, and i in a Glaſs * 


* 


home beßold a more , 
* they may ſet their 64; Wis and Faces, 
Prattiee all their Buffoonry, Grimages : 
See bow this=— Huff becomes —this'D 
Which they ad me may act becauſe they dare, 
But — muſt Ay xt Cauion do elſewheye. 
0 ty our N 477 cou d ſhow 
Tete Life as you. 
PF. 2 "TI. a mw | 


"# 


are 


3 "x © — 


n 
PROLOGUE. .— 
| Spoken by Mr. Smith. - BS 
N vain we labour to reform the Stage, * 8 


Pvets have caught too the Diſeaſe o i Ag,, 
Tat Peſt, Of not being quiet when they re well, + 


_—_ —_— - mm. tint 


| That reſtleſs Fever, in the Brethren Teal: 
| A 2 irits call d, Good och Commonweal. 
yk Faction cry, others for that, 
The pow Mobile for they not what + ky xe, 9 
by different ways the Fever ſeize, _ i 
1 all "tis one and the ſame mad Diſe 6 | 
;08 Aut Hor tod, &s © 25 Zealots 1 2 
Full of Blactis and Contr adiflion bo, * | 
' Cauſe the firſt Project took, is now ſo vain, 9 
T attempt to play the nia Game Oye again: 7286 . 
= cene i; only chang d, map wou d. : 8; 1 
, ſo hipeful, juſt I anne dull . : 
| Pars like Stateſmen, mh a Ale che ke, 
Paſs 15 4 old Politicks for new am ſtramge * 
* the few Men of Senſe decry 2 21 
The Cheat will paſs with the unthinking Crowd + 
The Rabble 'tis we Court, theſe powerful ink _- | 
Whoſe Voices can impoſe even Laws on, Kings. 


A Fer of Senſe and Reaſqn, 2 89 2 

> mg ES cas nf 

Our Play will t and fair, we ue M 2 
Mich far exceed your City Pope for Show. x 


ighty Rabble, *tis, to you this Day 
Our humble Author Dedicates the lo, 
From thoſe who in our lofty Hre fit, 
Down to tba dull State · Cullies of the Pit 
Who have much Money, and but little 4% 
ae iſeful Purſes, and whoſe empty Sul, 

Do priuate In reſt make ye Publick Tools : | 
N work on Fro je&s which the wiſer frame, "© 
And of fine Men of Buſineſs get the Name. A 
Tou who heve | . here of late, mn 


 Imploy'd in matters of a mightier weight; 

To you we make our humble Application, 

Jud ſpare ſome time from your dear new Vocation : 

COf drinking deep, then ſettling the Nation, "= 
To countenance us, whom Commonwealths ad old | * 
Dia the moſt politick, Diverſion hold. ws 


_ 


* * 
＋ 32 


N Milter, The K — in Love 


an -p R O L 0 6 u E. 
- Plays were ſo uſeful thought eo Government, 
That Laws were made for their Eſtabliſhment ; 
Home ve in Schools differing Opinions. j Jar, 
Tet all agree in the crowded Theatre, 
Which none forſook in am Change or War: 
Wat, like their Gods, unviolated »' ap; 
© Equally needful to the publich Good 
| Throw then, Great Sirs, ſome vacant bours away, 
And Jour 1 Sg Pumbly Irm, &c. 


of 


' * 
: * 
bo » 1 . -. on » 0 * * 
. * 8 TY 1 * 23 89 : 
* 


" Dranatts Perſona x 


"+ 


with L. Nude Mr. Smith, 
'Beaumond, The Engl ſh AmbaflWors Nephew, in Mr. Williams. 


Love with e Contracted to 
Ned Blunt, An An ig Country Gentleman, Mr. Underhil. 
Michalas Fetherfoo Pi Eſq; his Fiend, Ne, os 


| „An Engliſh Lieutenant. 1 Ne. Wii, 
| Poa An Enſign, Friends and Officers to um. Mr. ds. 
Harlequin, Willmore's Man. 


Aeuile, Page to Beaumond. 
Don Cans, An old Grande, 
Nuc 


ire alien. 


„ * | 


4 


Ariadne, The IRS buen Corror. 
law, i in ng Willmore. _ | * 


Luria, Her Kinſwoman, a Girl. 


— 


Ta Nuche, A Spatnſb Courtezan, i Love with Nis Berg, \ 


the Rover. by | 
Petronells Elenivs, Het Baud? M Nice, 
Aurelia, Her Woman. N | Mow in. 


Sancho, Her Bravo. 
An old Jew, Guardian to the two Monſteſs, Mr. Bren 


A Woman Giant. 


A Dwarf her Siſter EINE in 


_ Scaramouche, Servants, Muſiciats 5 Operators ha 
8 Spectators. 


8 CEN E, ati 


. 


— 


ACT L. SCENE. L 


| Enter Willmote, Blunt, Fetherfool, aud Hunt, 69 more in 


. Campania Dreſſes, Rag the Captain's Bay. 


Will, TAY, this is the Engliſh Ambaſſadors, TI inquire if 
 Beaumond be return d from Paris 

Erb. Prithee dear Captain no more Delays, unleſs 
0. thinkeſt he will invite us to Dinner; for this fine thin ſharp 
Air of Madrid has a moſt norable Faculry of provoking an Ap- 
petite: Prichee ler's to the Ordinary. 


Pill. I will notſtay-— Knocks Porter. 
Friend, is the Ambaſſadors __ Nr. fs by re- 


rurn'd to Madrid yet? If he be, I would ſpeak with him. 
Pot. Ter him kfiow fo much. [ Goes in, ſhuts the Door. 

Blunt. Whe, how now, What's the Door ſnut upon us? 
Feth. And reaſon Ned, tis Dinter · time in the Ambaſſadors 
kitchen, and ſhould they let the Savory ſteem out, What a 


world ot Caſtifians wou chere be at hey Door feeding upon t. 


dh there's no living in Spain when the Pots uncover d. 
Blunt, Nay, tis a Nation of the fineſt clean Teeth 
Feth. Teeth, Gad and they uſe their Swords no * 
Scabbard will laſt an Age. | 


8 


1 - 
* * 8 
* . 4 


N g 2 

| » * . i : ; "> 4 , 3 

2 l IS — mon ent FI aw . 
- 


82 De Roder; or, The Baniſh'd Cavaliers, | 


— 2 
at . M n Captain 
Mr. Blunt, * honoured Friend Nicholas Frtherfool, Eſq, 
Feth. Thy Farid honeft Sf? I They embrace him. 
Will. And how Lieutenant, how ſtands Affairs in this unſan- 
Qify'd Town? How does Loves great Artillery, the fair La 
Nuche ! from whoſe bright Eyes the little wanton God throws 
Darts to wound Mankind, . 
Shift, Faith, ſhe carries all before her ſtill; undoes her Fel. 


 lownifgers in Loves Art: And — Number, old Carlo 
o W 


de Minglhg Segoſa pays high for two Nig ccks _ 
. Will. Hab Co, Death, what a greeting's here? Car! 
the happy Man! A Dog! a Raſcal, gain the bright La Nuche / 
Oh Fortune! Curſed blind miſtaken Forage * eternal Friend 
to Fools! Fortune! That takes the” nobleRate from Man, to 
place it on her Idol Intereſt, 7 * * . 
Sbiſt. Whe faith Captain, I ſhould think her Heart might 
Nand as fair for you as any, could you be leſs Satyrical— but 
by chis Light, Caprain, you recurn her Raillery 2 lirtle to 
roughly. 1 "0p? r 
Will. Her Raillery: By this Hand I had rather be handſomly 
abus d than dully flatter d; but when ſhe touches on my Po- 
verty, my honourable Poverty, ſhe preſſes me tog ſenſibl 
for nothing is ſo nice as Poverty but damn her, 
think of her no more: For ſhe's a Devil though her Form be 
Angel! Is Beaumond come from Paris yet? N | 
Shift, He is, I came with him ; he's unpatient of your Return: 
III let him know you're here. [Ert Shift. 
 Feth: Whe, what a Pox ails the Captain o'th* ſuddain? He 
= as ſullenly as a routed General, or a Lover, after hard 
vice. = , 5 WS > 1 | 
Blunt. Oh——ſomething the Lieutenant has told him about a 
Wench, and when Cupid's in his Breeches the Devil's ever ins 
Head how now— What a pox is che matter with you, you 
look fo fcurvily now What's the Ggntlewoman other iſe 
provided, has ſhe caſtier d ye for want of, Pay ? Or what other 
dire Miſchance——hah—— | Sig 
Mill. Do not trouble me 5 3 
Blunt. Adſheartlikins, but I will, and beat thee too, but Il 
know the Cauſe. I heard Shift tell thee ſomething about 1s 
Nuche, a Damzel I have often heard thee Fool enough to figh 


OF. | | 
Will. Confound the mercenary Jile: _ 


__ Blunt. 


— Welcom to Madrid. Wh 


you had hoe Whore- proof; tis enough for us Foo 


_ YI That Abſence 


The Nover; or, The Baniſh'd Cavaliers, 83 


Blunt. Nay, aahardlikins they are all 19 ; though I thought 
County 


Genclemen, - Eſquires, and Cullies, to miſcarry in their Amo- 


cous Adventures, you Men of Wit Feather all Storms ycu. 


Vyill. Oh Sir, you're become à fle. Man, wiſe and and wary, | 
and can no more be couzen'd, 

Blunt. Not by Woman-kind, and for Man I think my Swod 
will ſecure me, Pox 1 choaghe a two Months abode. and a 
Siege would have put ſach Triiles out of thy a You do not 
uſe to be ſuch a Miracle © Conſtancy. 
akes me think of tet ſo much; and 
all che Paſſions thon find' ſt about me are to the Sex Alone! 
give me A 3 Ned, a fine young Amorous Wanton, who 
* n. ire that makes me rave thus, and thou ſſouldſt 

er particular; and cold as Winter Niz 
5 La Nucke : Ye fince I loſt r my little charming Giptey, no- 
thing has gone {© near my Heart as tis. 

Blunt, Ay chere was 4 Girl, the agly ſhe thing that could re- 
concile me to the Petticoats agen 4 ter my Naples Adventure, 
when the Quean'xob'd and ſtript me. 

VVill. Oh name not. * bs N was a Saint to be ador'd 
on Holy- 83 * 


Enter Beaumond. 


Beau. 2 / my careleſs wild — vt my 
lucky Rover? 1 
will, My Life ! my Soul! How glad am 7 to find thee in my 
Arms again———arid well When left you Paris? Paris 
City of Pottage and Crab-Wine , farming wich Lacquiz — 
Philoes, whoſe Government is carried on by moſt 
moſt Voices and prethee n does Befvill and his 20 

Beau. Ileft em both in Health at St. Germans. 

Will. Faith I have wiſht my ſelf with ye at the old T 
1 Bacchus, at St. Clo, to ſacriſice a Bottle and a Damzel to 

ety, 
Beau. My conflgen Place of Worſhip whilſt there, tho for 
wane of new Sails Zeal" grew ſomerhing cold, which 1 
was ever fain upp wich a Bottle, the old Remedy when 
Phillis is ſullen or 

Will, Now thou talk'ſt of Phillis, riches? dear Harry what 
Women haſt in ſtore? 
Beau, Tl tell thee ; but firſt inform me whom theſe; rwo 
wi, ee d ſo they are Child: Sal They ar 

[ ad and ſo are Child: Salute 2 — 

my Friend. True Blades Hal, highly guilty of the Royal 


Crime, poog and brave, loyal 4 2 * 


* 


a © 
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Bau. I Love and clovagk em, Sir, as ſuch—[Bwing to aun, 
Blunt. Sir, chere's neither Love nor Honour loſt. 
Feth. Sir, I ſcorn to be behind hand in Civilities. 

Beau. Ar firſt Sight I find 1 am much yours, Sir. 855 Rech 
rb. Sir, 1 Love and Honour any Man that's a FS to 
Captain Wulnore and e Iam. Tous 

a Enter Shi 
wen honeſt Lieutenant how does thy Bod When ſhalt 
Ned, und thou and 7, crack a Bĩsket o'er 4 G46 of Wine, have 


_ a Slice of Treaſon, and ſettle the Nation, hah? 


Lieu. You know, Squire L am devoted yours, [They Falk aſide. 

Beau. Prithee w re theſc ſe? 

Will. Whe, the firſt you ſaluted is the ſame Ned Blunt you 
have oſten heard Belvil and I ſpeak of: The öcher is 2 Rarity 
of another Nature, one Squire Fetherfog! of Croydon, a tame 
Juſtice of "Peace, who liv'd as innocently and Fool 
| * keep him, till for 4 miſtaken Kindneſs to one of the Roy- 

Ney, ie loſt his CommilMon, and got the Reputation of, 4 
Sie He's Rich, but tovetous as an Alderman. 

Beau. What a Pox do'ſt keep, em Company for, -who have 
neither Wit enough ro divert thee, nor good * W rd 
to ſerve thee ? 

Will. Faith Harry tis true, Ge if there were no more cha. 
rity than Profit in't, a Man would ſooner keep a Cough o' th 
-Lungs than be troubled with em, but the Raſcals have a blind 


\ fide as all gonceired Coxcombs have, which when Tve nothing 


elfe ro do, I fhall expoſe to advance our Mirth ; the Rogues 
muſt be couzen'd, becauſe they're ſo poſitive they never can 
be ſo but I am now for ſofter Joys, for Woman, for Woman 
nl — Dear Hall inf rm me where I may fafely un- 
222. The ſame Nan ſtill, ta and watiton! 
Will. And would not change ro be che Catholick king. 
Sean. I perceire Marriage has not tam d you, nor a Wife 
who had all the Charms of her Sex. 
- Will. Ay- ſhe was too good for Mortals. 


4 a ſham Sadneſs., 
1 Beau. I chink tho hadſt her but a None 


dy d ſhe 
Vill. Faith, e' en with a fit of once $ poor Liu 
8 5 to Sea with me, and in x Storm far rom Land,ſhe 
Bay e up the Ghoſt——pwas a Loſs, bur I muſt bear ir with 4 
riſtian Fortitude. | | 
Beau, Short Happineſſes vaniſh like to dreams. "$4 | 
Will. Ay faith, and nothing remains with me bur the ſad Re- 
membrance not fo much* as the leaſt Part of her hundred 


choufand Crowns ; Bruzely char jnchawed Court has east mc 


— 


0 
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af that Grief, where our Here's Act Tant alis better than ever 
vid deſcrib'd him, conde mm' d daily to fee an Apparition of 
Mem, Food in Viſion only: Faich 1 had Bowels, * na- 
tur d, and lent upon the publick Faith as far as twill go 
but come — let leave this mortifying Diſcourſe, and tell me 
how the price of Pleaſure goes. I 

Beau. Ar the old Rates fill, he that gives moſt is happieſt, - 
ſome few there are fir Love! ! | es 

Will. Ah, one of the laft, dear Beaurgnd, and if a Heart or 


Sword can purchaſeher, I'll bid as fair as the beſt. Damn it, 


i hare a Whore that asks me Money. | 
Beau. Let I have known thee venture all thy Stock fora new - 
Woman. 2 32 | 
WI. Ay, ſuch à Fool I was in my dull Days of Conſtancy, 
but I am now for Change, ( and ſhould ] pay as often, *rwould - 
undo me for Change, my Dear, of Place, Cloaths , Wine, 
and Women. Variety is the Soul of Pleaſure, a good nnknown 
and we want Faith to find it. x | 
Beau. Thou wouldſt renounce that fond Opinion, Willmere, 
Edit thou but ſee a Beauty here in Town, whoſe Charms have 
Power to fix iuconſtant Nagure or Fortune were ſhe tortering- 
on her Wheel. | n 8 
Will. Her Name, my Dear, her Name! "#1 we 
Beau. I would not th it even in my Complaints, loſt 
amorous Winds ſhould bear it der the World, and make Man- 
kind her Slaves. ; IS | [* 3 wes 14 
But that it is a Name too cheaply * 
And She that owns it may be as cheaply purchas d. 
Will. Han? cheaply purchas d tos: 7 languiſh for her. 
Beau. Ay, there's the Devil on't, She i- a Whore —- 
WII. Ah, what a Sound that mighty Word bears? 
Beau. Damn her, ſhe'll be thine or any Bodies. . 
Will, Idie for he 
Beau. Then for her Qualitie - 
Witt. No more —H)e Gods, I ask no more. 
Be ſhe but fair and much a Whore———come ler's to her. 
Beau. Verhaps to'morrow you may fee this Woman. 
penn, Fog an Age. — 0 
Erth. Oh, ain, the ſtrangeſt News, Capfain. 
Mall. Prichee what a Py | | 
erb. Whe, Lieutenant Shift here tells us of wo Monſters 
urid from Mexico, Jews of vaſt Fortunes, with an old 2 
— the ir Guardian; they are worth a — | yo 
$ 4 piece NMerey upon's, whe/tis a able. to pur- 
chaſe all Handers again — his: moſt Chriſtian Majeſty. 6 
Will. Ba, ha, ha, Monſters. * a RIGS + \ 
Bray, He tells you Truth, Willms:, Bleu. 
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5 , Bus harkye, Lace are you ſure they are nne 


matried? - "4 FE. 

Beau. Marry'd! who the "Devil would, venture, on ſuch for. 
midable Ladics? ?: the "ih. 

Feth. How, venture on '<m, "be Lord . and chat 
would I, though Im a Juſtice of che and th 7 be Jews, 

(hich to a Chriſtian is a chouſan thouſand Reaſons) 
Bln. Is the Devil in you to .be. [Alade. 
b. Mum, as cloſe as 4] 

Beau. IJ admire your Courage, „but que of them i is ſo lit * 
tle, and fo deform d, tis — 63, is not capable of Marriage 3 
and the other is ſo huge an overgrown Gyant, no 
venture on her. 


Will, Prithee lers go er en: nher do hey pay/for g. 


ing in? 
Reb. Pay———P4 have. you to know chey are ' Monſter 
* — Quality. 

Shift. And not to be fren bur 2 particular Favour of thei 
1 * 127 wich, f 1 — 
| I ve W C Yo 
7 S. is in love with me, the ane wher wath ] une, and. 


we manage matrers it may prove 
Beau, And didft thou, che Show ; the _—_ and the 


Mouſe? 

Shale. Yes and pla e wondroufly with News 1 
brought em of a famous Mountebank who A coming to Aa- 
\ drid, , ba — . % amongſt 4— < oy marvel- 


lous Cures, an Nature, to ney- 
— Fl Pack * | 800) 0 N . On 40 my 
Proportion and . This News has 


the Ladies, and I am to bring em word of Fe ne 
famous, Empirick, and to negotiate the Buſineſs of their * 
formation. 

Will. And do they think ta be reſtot d do to modegite fes 1 

Shift. Much pleas d with che Hope, — refolv'd to try 
at any Rate. 

Feb. Mum, Lieutenant not too much of their Tranſ- 
formation; we ſhall have the Captain put in for a Share, and 
the Devil would not have him his Rival: P and I are refoly'd 
to venture a Caſt for em as they are———Hah, Ned. 

{ Will, and Beau. read the Bill. 


"Bla, Yes if there bete any Hopes of your keeping a 


t. 
Reh. Na Ned, the World knows I am a plaguy Fel- 
low at . chat, and my Share of the Charge ſhall be 


my Part, for Shift * the Guardian muſt be brib d = 


„ 


TOS? AO r BET. Ow © © > 2»  tÞ 


Ne Rover ; or, The Range — „5 


"Of Now the other moyery of the Money and the 
ſhall be thy part, for thou haſt 2 pretty knack that way 


_ ſhall LOG matrers þ ng about, and we'll py hin by 


ofs, w hen we are mar — 
* Sir, I 1 hat * reaſonable. 
Will. 


I am ſure Fetherfoo! and Blunt have ſome wiſe Deſign 
upon theſe two Monſters it muſt be ſo and this Bilt 


has put an extravagint Thought into my Head— harkye Shift 


W [F 
Blunt. Thie Devifs it l l wile nor Adee in kepaien 


with the Captain, and give 2 to underſtand that all the Wit 
does not lye ſa rhe Family the Wilbmore's,” N Nod- 
dle of mine can be fruicful too u N Occafion 
' Feth. Ay, and Lord how w domineer, Ned, hah—over 
Willmore and the reſt of che Renegado Others, when we have 
married theſe Lad Ned ! 
Blunt, ———Then to return back to Kr worth a Million. 
Feth, And I to Croyden 2 
Blunt. Lolling in Coach 
Feth. — e audit d Righe e 


And ſtand for 75 of che Shit - 
| wil Enough———1 muſt have Kare fie, ad for 
muſt be this 


divers and a fy Neale 
d mater, fora day or 


very Mou 
Sh Faith, * r were noir 
exo the Town Will believe it, the lame they look for; and the 
Bank Operators and Muſick are all ready. 
; — 8 8 add but a Herlggui Land Sear amouch, and 
Shift, e for that, Sir, your Man, and Enſign 
ah are ene at thoſe two; I . em Act em the other 
7 1 wonder, they'll be glad of t the Employment, my ſel“ 
will be an Operator. 
Will. No ta ger it ready, and give it out, the Man of 
Att's arriF'd* je due and 


ſeeret, for or two polfrick Af 
les maſt he couzen'd. 


Shift. L will about the Bufineſß inftancly: . EEx. Shift. 
Beau. This Fellow will do Feats if he keeps his Word. 
Beau. VII give you mine he ſhall»——bur, dear e 
Where ſnall we meet anon? 1 
Beau. I thank ye for that Gad, ye ſhal dine within, 
Feth. A good Motion 
Will. 1 our Pardon now, dear Bea T1 twig 
lately nothing elk to do, took a Command ot ferſe fb 
General at ths laſt Siege, from which I am juſt arriv'd, and my 


Laggage i is behind, which I muſt take order-for, 
| 81 2. 


4 


_ / * 10 „ A 4 k 
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Feth. Pox ont now there's 2 Pinner loſt, das eyer an uz 
un Raſcal 
, Rom. To cempe thee more, thou ſhale ſee my Wife that b 


: to 
WII. Pox ont, I am the lendeſt Company in Chriſtendom 
3 honeſt a I thou 
to be noosd then? ©; 
Beau. Tis fo» defign'd 'by my Uncle, if”, an old Grandee my 
| Rival prevent? it not; the Wench is very Pretty, Joung, and 
"Rich, and lives in the ſame Houſe PR nay for tis my Aunt 
n M M but 
WI uch good may it. ye Harry I pity 5 
a common Grievance * you happy Men o iy you | 0 
| . | Go0s. coward) the Houſe Dooy with Beau, 


Enter La Nacks Aurelia, petronella, Sancho, Women 
veil'd a little. 


Aur. Fleavens, Madam, is not that the Engliſh Captain? 
{ Looking on Will. 
La Nu. Tis, and wich® him Don Hemich the Ambaſſadors 


Nephew how my Heart pants and heaves at fight of him! 
ſome Fire of the old Flame's remaining, which I ' hk ſtrive to 
Extinguiſh, - Por th © ce 4 Di car of this Mee Ive 4c 
upon my ſelf, f leasüren Youth or Love 
| ES og, . Dran lad Memento of a e 
for ore, 1 yes conſider M * 
6 mend my Prudence. 
_— H Women! n 


lb. Ega e e Pl! tell 


Win No mager, Kindneſs is better Mig: i than 


Beauty ! By eee 1 fl i fm 
"Tat Whe, what a Devil art mad? 
le de 9 Yourhikept 5 longf m Beauty: 
8 eager fon Wm! to give 4 


| 70 1096 and PIC, 1928 
Theſe are nor Women, Sir, for 87 


TS your Perſons of Quality, Ned ! 


Y | * 692 70 La Nuche. 
4. ———Thoſe lovely Eyes Eyes were"nejer i de to ow their 
n The Co 8 would be r the * 
64 2 Hah, - Ls with what à proud Diſdain ſhe 
— ee | 

| > 4 | , s her 


2 Bite 


Wer 


n — or, The Babe cake ty 


© Enter Ariadne and Lucia with Bot men. 


Aria. eee Wass 2: | 
Luci. I know not, Madam, but if you make not haſte home 
be troubled with Carlo your 1mportunate Lover ! Who is 

2 behind us? 

Aria. Hang me, a lovely Man! what Lady's that, ſtay. 

Tags ow 1 1 is this? This ba t — — 

Ft e, are you quite diftracted - —dalt 
know where — Prickee —— 

Will. Go Proud and Cruel! [Turns ber from him. 


Enter Carlo, and two of three Spanſh Servants follywing « + 
Petronella goes to him. 4 


Car, Hah, affronted by a drunken Iſlander, a ſaw Tramon- 
tane!——Draw—— [ To his Servants whi bil 
Whilſt I lead her — not, Lady, you have the 50 
nour of my Sword to guard ye ! 

. | Hah cb. ye . it cannot guard the boaſting 
Fool that wears ii be gone and look not back upon this 
Woman L [ Snatches ber from bim. 


* fngl Glance deſtroys ie ——— 


+ Cy Draw and fizht ; Carlo ane. of his 
Spaniards, the Engliſh beat em off : The Ladies 
run away, all but Ariadne and Lucia. 


1 Le, Madam, why de ye ſtaß ? | 
* To e that dear Stranger !—and ee my Prayers 
are heard, and he's return d in ſafety this Door ſhall ſhelter 


me to O re-hear the Quarrel. | [Steps aſide, 


_ Enter wil: Hunt, Feth. looking big, am putting up bis Sword. 
£6. The ——— ſtarch d Ruff and 
0 a C eng f king Bunch — * a 
> th e-the Nob e Captain, and. it off in 
Race bo * Sweet. heart, cheſe t. day muſt nor be 
2 0 . Women, I cho ng good weuld come 
ont; beſides, w here's the ic Jo Ee honeſt W * it 
there be ſuch a ching in che 
2 2 A 75 Devil and — Wr 8 
Ha, ! Why Sock. ncſpun-, ountrey 
Gentlemen, Who do 2 We ere ef 
Feth. Were! _— Ladies of Quality going to their Devoti- 


on; who ſhould they be? 


Plan. Whe, faith, and ſo I thought too. . 
„ wil 


le takes, 


as The Rows; or, 1. Ee Ceralini® * 
il. Whe, e L ee ben Wing 


in Surr — 
Feth. ; Prichec ſpeak ſoftly Man: 'Slife, we ſhall be Poniard- 


cdi for keeping thee Company. 


Wil. Wiſe Mr. Juſtice, give me your Warrant, and if Ido 
not prove em Whores, whip me. 
Feth. Prithee hold thy ſcandalous blaſphemous N as if 
I did not know Whores from Perſons of Quality, 
WII. Will you believe me when you lie with her; for 
chou rt 2 rich Aſs, and may ' ſt do it. 

Fefth, Whores ha, ha N "a 

Wil. Tis ſtrange Logick now, becauſe your Band is better 
chan mine, I muſt not know a Whore better Tk you. 

Blunt. if this be a Whore, as thou ſay ſt, I underſtand no- 
thing——by this Light ſuch a Wench would paſs for a Perſon | 
of Quality in London. 

Ferb. Few Ladies ! have ſeen at a Sheriff's Feaſt have bet- 
ter Faces, or worn ſo good Cloaths, and by the Lord © Harry, 
if theſe be of the Gentle Craft, 7d ver give a Real far an ho- 
neſt Woman for my uſe, - 

"Wil. Come follow me into the Church, forthither [am ſure 
— Te daW I wilet you ſee what a wretched thing 

ou liy'd ſevè Ie longer Rn | 


I Ale ab Beef beat. 


oy. O _ Wilnors, home not thoſe favory — 

no Jeſting with my Stomach ; ir ſleeps now, 

my * — Sure ar the Ordinary 1. 
Blum. tckat for 2 if his here ber half 
ſo good as his Stomach, be were a brave Fellow, C iae. Exkinu. 
. [; am reſoly d to follow———and learn, if p F 
tis has made this ſudden Conqueſt. ore me. 142 
[ Scene Draws, and diſcrvers a Church 4 grear = People as 


at Devotion, ſoft Ni 
relia, . CAE 32 he 


| and Petronella. oe 
Feth. Now as I hope to be fay'd 8 We" > dion 
cus Lady! Would I wore wo ne he 'a Sin or ſo with 
oy Wonld nor fuch a Beauty ; exp thy Quartel | to che 

Blunt. No, were ſhe au Angel in tut Shape. TY 

Feth. Why, what a pox cauldft not lie with her if ſhe'd 
fer thee ? By the Lord Harry, as errant à Dog as I am, I'd fain 
tee any of Cupid's Cook-maids put me out of Countenance with | 
ſuch a Shoulder of Nutron. $ 


Wi - 


his See | 


j 
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- Aria. See how wi gazes on ber Heis go nearer and 


otehear em. { Lucia liſtens, 
Wil. Death, how the charming Hypocrite looks to day, wick 


| ſuch a ſoſt Devotion in her Eyes, as if even now ſhe 2 


ing Heav'n for all A Chas bleſt her with. 
Blunt: Look how Willmore eyes her, the Rogue's ſmitren 


ar ag. © Trick keep her him. he thought 
Fet a Trick to to elt 
the Name — paniſh Harlot would — 2 attempting 
I muſt — a is t, —— mind chis 
Muſick Is it not moſt —— ? 
Wil. Pox, ler the Fidlers mind and rune their Pipes, Tre 
higher Pleaſures now. ; 
Feth. Oh have ye ſo; what with VVhores Captain 


"Tis a moſt delicious Gentlewoman. 2 
Pet. Pray, Madam, mind chat Cavalier, who takes 


to recommend himſelf to you? F 


La Nu, Yes, for a nne conceired Fol wt 
Fo ct —— 
La Nuts ey are our noble men 4 1 
a rich Fool, and an Engliſh rich Foo — 

Feth. 'Sbug ſhe - eyes me, Ned, Filfer — 
may take — ha n þ - _——_ 
Pet. Let me done to manage him, 11 0 
La Nu. Or to the Devil, f Lhud one Minus rice o ge 
to Mill more in. 9 OF 

Pet. And accoſting him hw Teil 1 

La Nu. in a haſiy Zone, — Fam deſperately in love with him, 


and Wife, or Mifteſs- to ſome Grandec— be- 
moan the ion of Women of in Spain, who by, 
too — — are obliged to ſpeabꝰ firſt but were we 


bleſt like _——y 0 feof Women PE he nag 
— till pr THIS, by Fothers r on. ö 
Pet, What Herds of Cuckold: would Spain breed Sliſe, 1 
could find in my Heart to forſuar your Service: Have 1 taught 


ye our Trade to become my Inſtructor, ho to couxen a dull 


— — greafie-brain'd Engliſh-man— go and expect your 
s 4 


2 So, ſhe has ſent her Matron to our Coxcomb; ſhe ſaw 


he was a Cully fit for Game who would not be a Raskal to 


be rich, a Dog, an Aſs, a beaten harden d Coward— by Hea- 
ven, I will poſſeſs chis gay Iaſenſible, ro make me hate her 
moſt extremely curie her —ſee it the be nor fallen to Pray r 
again, from thence to Flattery „ Jiking and Purſe- taking, to 
make the Proyerb good my 21 — what Inſpirari- 
ons 


AT 95 Tze Row; J or, The * 96h chef 
ons are you waiting for from Heaven, new Arts to eheat Man 
kind Tell me, with what Face can'ſt thou be devour, or 
ask any ching from thence, who haſt made ſo lewd a uſe of 
what it has already laviſh'd, on thee ? 

I NM. Oh my careleſs Rover! I perceive all your Shows 
not yet ſpent in Battel, you have a Volley in reſerve for me 


ſtill Faith, Officer, che Town has wanted Mirth in your 
"Abſence, — 
Wi. And ſo might all the wiſer part for thee, who haſt no 


Mirth, no Gayety about thee, but — thou wouldſt d 
ſome mrs. ruin; to all the reſt, a Soul chou haſt ſo d 
chat neither Love nor Mirth, nor Wit or Wine can wake it to 
good Nature thou rt one who lazily workeſt in thy 
Trade, and ſell ſt far ready Money ſo much kindnefs; ; 4 tame 
cold Sufferer only, and no more. 

LN What, you would have a MiftreL lle 4 


in a Cage, always in Action one who is as free of her Fa. | 


vours as I am ſparing of mine well, Captain, I haye known 
the time when La Nuche was ſuch a wit, ſuch a Humvur, fuch 
a Shape, and ſuch a Voice. (che co f truth _ buricurvily) 
was Com ſce and hear me- 0 
Faich for once thou vert, Nd for once 
ill thou know'ſt thy Man, and know'ſt him 
8 Mrſt you lik d ane two! ou ſaw me Gay! no 
marks of Poverty dwele in my Face or Dreſe! and then'I was 
due deareſt lovelieſt Man all this was to my qut · ſide; 
Death, you made PE my Breeches, careſyd my Garniture 
and Faloher, Fool of + png on c 
heart, I 2 a Woman 


Quality, tho 
funk chro all his Perfumes ; one "who never went all do Bed 


deo her, bur leſt s Teerh, an Eye, falfe Back and Breaſt, fome- 


times his Palate too upon her Toylere, whilſt her fair Arms 
hug d the diſmember d * fore him all en, 
becauſe of Quality. 4 N K r 

Za Nu. But he was rich, good Gaprain, u hemee ? | 5 

' Wil. Oh moſt damnably, aui 2 confounded Arn two 

certain Remedies againſt your Prideand Scorn. 

La Nu., Have you done, Sir? . + % | 

Wil, VVith thee and all thy Sex, of which I've yd: an han. 
dred, and found none true or honeſt. * 

- £4 Nu. Oh, I doubt not the number ? for you are one of 
. thoſe. ſtomacht Lovers, chat can digeſt a Miſtreſs in a 
Night, and hunger again next Morning s a Pox of your whi- 
ning Conſumptive Conſtitution, who are boar conftant for want 
gf Appetite : you have a ſwinging Stomach to Variety, and 
Vent having ſet an Edge upon your Invention, (wich which 
you 
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cut chrough all biene you grow more * * 


cceſs. 

yil. I am not always ſcornd then. N = 

La Nu, I have known you as confidently put t your Harid i into 
your Pockets for Money in a ng, as if the Devil had been 
your Banker, when you knew yon put 'em off ar Night as emp- 
ty as your Gloves. | 

Vn. And it may be found Mone 2 too. er 

La Ne. Then with this For proud yon are, you Kit 
nor give the VVall” to the Cat olick K King, unleſs his Picture 
hung upon't; no Servants; 'no Money, uo * nes our 
Foot, and yet undaunted ſtill. 

Witt. Aly me that, Child. al org 

La Ny. I wonder whar the Devil makes you 1010 nt on 
our Sex, tis not your high feeding, for your Grandees only dine, 


, and chat hut when Fortune pleaſes for your Parts, who att the 


poor Dependant, brown Bread and old Adams Ale is — hart 
4 


rant amongſt ye, yet if little Eve walk in the Garden, the 
lan Rogues neigh after her, as if they were in Paradiſe. , 

Wil. Still true to Love you ſee 

La Nu. I heard an Engliſh Capuchin ſwear, that if the 
Followers could be brought to pray as well as faſt; there wou 
be more Saints among em than the Church has ever canonis d. 

Will, All this with Pride I own, ſince tis a Royal Cauſe I ſuf- 
fer for, go purſue your Bufinefs your own May, inſnare the Fool 
I faw A Toyls you gd and 33 Ss was oye x - 7 the 

ueſt, your Eyes brimful © ing Love an HOW. 
1 A wiſhing. Glance or Sh owns by as by chance! which 
when the hap Pp Coxcomb tau you feign'd a Bluſh, as an- 
gry and aſham 4 of the Diſcovery, and all this Cunning's for a 
fle Mercenary Gain— fine Cloaths, perhaps ſome Jewels too, 
whilft all the Finery cannot hide the Whore ! 

La Nu. There's your eternal Quarrel to our Sex, twere a fine. 
Trade indeed to keep a Shop and give your Ware for Love,would 
it turn to account think ye, Capeain, to trick and dreſs, to re- 
ceive all wou'd enter, faith, Captain try the Trade. N 

Pet. What in Diſcourſe with this Bailer c away 


Poyerty's PAT 
eturns from Diſcuſe with Feth. { 42 to San. 
Wil. So is th. Pox, good Marron, of of which you can afford 
good Penniworths. 
La Nu. He charms me even with his angry Looks, and wat | 
undo me yet. 
Pet. Let's leave this Place, TI! tell you my Succeſs 25 we ga. | 
Ex. all, ſame one way, ſome anithey, the Farepart of the 


N Lehe ſhuts over, exgept Wil. Blunt, Arm, end e Je 
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Wil. She's gone, and all the Plagues of Pride 8⁰ with her. 

Blunt. Heartlikins follow her Pox on't, an I'd but | 
as good a Hand at this Game as thou haft, I'd venture upon any | 
Chance 


Wit. Damn her, come let's ro Dinner, Where's et fol? 
' Blunt. Followd a good Woolman, who gave him che Sign, 
hell lodg the Deer e re Night. 
Wit. Follow d her—— he dygſt not, the Fool wants Confi | 
dence enough to look on her. | 
She. Oh you know nor how a Country Juſtice may be im- 
by Travel; the Rogue was hedg d in at home with the 
|. 15 Neighbours and the Penal tes, now he's broke. 
looſe, he runs ighing like a Stone-Horſe upon the Common. | 
" WIL. erer III not believe chis let 's follow em. 
[E.. Wil. and Blunt. 
Aria. He is in Love, but with a Curtizan—ſome Comfort that. 
VVell after him 'Tis a faint hearred Lover 
Yyho for 2 firſt Diſcouragement gives Over. 
FO Ariadne and . 


ACT. IL SCENE L 


Enter Fctherfool and Sancho, paſſing over the Stage : j after them ; 
- Vvillmore and Blunt, follow'd by Ariadne and Lucia, 


pVilL" IS fo, by Heaven, he's cating wich her Pimp. t 
4 RO cn iy Oh fi ving her, he has | 
a Pla 
— e, vil never love, gor lie with Women more, 

; 


ö 


choſe Slaves to — Þ ro Vanity and Intereſt. 

Blunt. Ha, Ca [Shaking his Head and ſmiling, 
Wil. Come, — 4 90 drink Damnation to em all. 
Blunt. Not all, good Captain. . 


il. All, for I hate em all — t 
Aria. Heavens! if he ſhould indeed! [ Aude. [ 
Blunt. But, Robert, I have found you moſt inclined to a Dam- 1 
ſel when you had a Bottle in your Head. t 


il. Give me thy Hand, Ned—— Curſe me, deſpiſe me, 

point me out for Cowardize if e're thou ſee'ſt me Court 3 \ 
Woman more: Nay; when r of the Sex L 
| a civil Queſtion again—a upon em, Pay hand- 

led me — come, * dri ; Iey—Confalipn to ie Race [ 


/ 
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The Nover; or, The Baniſsd Cavaliers. 3 
2 VVoman!——————no, I will be burnt wich my own Fire to 
Cinders e're any of the brood ſhall lay my Flame xy 
. Aria. He cannot be ſo wicked to keep this Reſolution ſure 
. | * . ( She paſſes by. 
Faith I muft be reſolv'd— you've made a pious Reſolution Sir, 
1 D 
| a on P es on her, 
Wil. — 3 eee 
Blunt. That —0—— nothing —— but a Woman come 


AWAY» 90 2 
wait A Woman ! Damn her, what Miſchief made her croſs 


my way juſt on the Point of Reformation. 7 
Blunt. I find the Devil will not loſe ſo hopeful a Sinner. 
Hold, hold, Cuptain, have you no Regard to your own Soul, 
'Diheartlikins tis a Woman, a very erram Woman. 
Aria. Your Friend informs you right, Sir, Iam a Woman- 


ill. Ay Child, or I were a loſt Man— therefore dear lovely 


. 
- 


Creature | 

Aria. How can you tell, Sir. | | 

Will. Oh, ] have naturally a large faith, Child, and thou'ſt 
a promiſing Form, a tempting Motion, clean Limbs, well dr 
and a. moſt damnable inviting Air. [199 
Aria. I am not to be ſold, and fo fond of Praiſe, I merit 
not. | 

Wil. How, not to be fold too! By this light, Child, thou 
ſpeakeſt like a Cherubim, I have not heard ſo obliging a Sound 
from the Mouth of Woman-kind this many a Day It! find 
we muſt be better acquainted; my Dear. . 

2 Your Reaſon, good Familiar Sir, I ſee no ſuch Ne- 
ITY, br | * 

Mil. Child, you are miſtaken, I am in great Neceſſity; for - 
firſt 7 love thee de ſperatly —have I not damn'd my Soul al- 
— for thee, and wouldſt thou be ſo wicked to refuſe a little 
Conſolation to my Body? Then Secondly, I ſee thou art frank 
and good natur'd, and wilt do Reaſon gratis. "4 

Aria. How prove ye chat; good Mr. Philoſopher. © 

Wil. Thou ſay'ſt thou'rt not to be ſold, and I'm fure thou'rr 
to be had that lovely Body of ſo divine a Form, thoſe ſoft 
imooth Arms and Hands, were made t'imbrace as well as be 
imbrac'd, that delicate white rifing Boſom ro be preſt, and all 
thy other Charms to be injoy d. | 

Aria. By one that can eſteem em to their worth, can fer a 
Value and a Rate upon em. 7 
ill. Name not thoſe Words, they grate my Ears like Jointure, 
chat dull conjugal Cant that frights the generous Lover! Rate 
Death, let the old Dotards talk of Rates, and pay it rattone co 


n „ 9 k * * 8 
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the Deſects of Impotence. Let the ſly Stateſman, who Jilrs the 
Commonwealth with his grave Poliricks, pay for the Sin, thar 
he may doar in Secret; let the brisk Fool Inch out his ſcanted 
Senſe with a large Purſe more eloquent than he: Bur tell not 
me of Rates who bring a Heart, Yourh, Vigor, and a Tongue 
to ſing the Praiſe of every _— thou ſhalt give me. 
Aria. Then if I ſhould be kind, I perceive you would not 
keep the Secret. 5 . - 
Mil. Secreſie is a — ungrateful Sin, Child, known on 
where Religion and Small- beer are currant, deſpis'd where Aol. 
Jo and the Vine bleſs the Country, you find none of Fove's Mi- 
ſtreſſes hid in Roots and Plants; but fixt Stars in Heaven for all 
to gate and wonder at and though I am no God, my Dear, 
Til do a Mortals Parr, and generouſly tell the admiring World 
what hidden Charms thou haſt : Come, lead me ro ſome Place 
of Happineſs — —— | 17 
Blum. prithee, honeſt Damſel, be not ſo full of Queſtions, 
will a Piſtole or two do thee any hurt? N | 
Luc. None at all, Sir ' 
_ Blunt, Thou ſpeaks like a Hearty Wench—and ] believe haſt 
not been one af Venus Haud-maids ſo long, hut thou underſtandſt 
thy Trade in ſhort, fair Damzel, this honeſt Fellow here 
who is ſo Termagant upon thy Lady, is my Friend, my particu- 
lar Friend, and therefore 7 would have him handſomly, and 
well-foyourdly abus d you conceive me. 
ON Truly, Sir, a friendly Requgſt—— but. in what Nature 
Blunt. Nature !——why any of your Tricks would ferve— 
but if he couid be conveniently ſtrip?d and beaten, or toſt in 
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| Honour thee 

fort here's earneſt——— 12 | 
Tall to her with Jy, and Grimace. 
Aria. But who was that you entertain d at Church but 


. 


— . 1 q . 
Will. Faith one, who for her Beauty merits that glorious Ti- 
tle ſhe wears, it wa Whore, Child. 3 
Re Ther's uns ſcurvy 1 50 et, — 2 — — 3) 
* falſe Eyes of ye ich longing Love u 
| — cd _ | bn 4 225 
A Thou arp i ner, and by dit und, my Soul evan 


© we 


* 5 
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fall as wiſhing as my Eyes: but a Pox ont, you Women have 
all a certain Jargon, or Gibberiſh, peculiar ro your ſelves ; of 
Value, Rate, 8 Intereſt, Settlement, Advantage, Price, 
. on _ ay — " of F bes, YOu * | 

in Terms ſignifie Ready Money, of Fine re 

_ fo that an honeſt 93 "Merchanc of Love finds 

or no Credit amongſt ye, without his Bill of Lading. 
Aria. VVe are not all ſo cruel — but che Devil on't is, 

your good · natur d Heart is likely accompanied wich an ill Face 

Tl and worſe VVit. , | * 3 

li- Will. Faich, Child, a ready Diſh when a Man's Stomach is up, - 

ll is better than a tedious Feaſt, I never faw any Man yer 

r, Wl cur m piece; ſome are for Beauty, ſome are for VVir, and 

d WM fome for the Secret, but I for all, ſo it be in a kind Girl: and 

< WM for vie in VVoman, fo ſhe ſay pretty fond things, we under- 
ſtand, though true or falſe, no matter. | : 

I Aria. Give the Devil his due, you are a very conſcientious 9 
Lover: I love a Man that ſcorns to impoſe dull Truth and Coumgnnʒʒññ 
ſtancy on a Miſtreſs. , ; | | | 

ſt Wit. Conſtancy, that currant Coin with Fools! No Child. 

ſt Heaven keep that Curſe from our Doors. "A 

re Aria. Haug it, it loſes Time and Profit, new Lovers have ö 

u- 

d 


new Vows and new Preſents, whilſt the old feed upon dull re- 4 
petition of what they did when they were Lovers, tis like "= 
exing the cold Meat ones ſelf, after having given a Friend a 


Wit, —Yes, that's the thrifty Food for the Family wen 
4 the Gueſts are gong, Faith, Child, thou haſt made a net 
n and a hearty Speech: But prithee , my Dear, for the future, 4 
2 leave out that ſame Profit and Preſent, for I have a natural A- 3 
p- verſion to hard words; and for matter of quick Diſpatch in the 
2 
a- 


: N 
— 2 1 
— + 4 
8 4 . 
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Buſineſs give me thy Hind, Child let us but ſtare 
fair, and if thou outſtripſt me, thou'rt a nimble Racer. : 
age | 2 ſees Shift. | 
Luc. Oh, Madam, let's be gone: yonder's Lieutenant Shift, 
e who, if he ſees us, will certainly give an Account of it to Mr. 
Beaumond. Let's get in through the Garden, I have the key 
= Aria. Here's Company coming, and for ſeveral Reaſons Twou'd 
ut not be ſeen. 0 4 { Offer s F0 g0- 9 
Will, Gad, Child, not I; Reputation is tender therefore e 
i= prithee let's retire (Offers to go with her. 4 
Aria. You muſt not ſtir a ſtep. | | 
il. Not ſtir! no Magick Circle can detain me if you go. . 
Aria, Follow me then at a diſtance, and obſerve where! 
FEE BEE, (& your Pallioa aſl fo long) ceruryy and - 


e me mne, 
Pao ſhall find Admitrance into the Garden. [ Speaking haftrly. 
i "IP FT ie runs ous after ber. 

| j Enter Shift, | 


Shift. vvell, Sir, the MountebauK's come, and juſt going mn 

begin in the Piazza: I have order'd Matters, chat you 

have a Sight of the Monſters, and leave to Court em, and 

when won, to give the Guardian a fourth part of the For- 
tions. 

Blunt. Good: But Mum here's the Captain, who muſt 

by no means know our good Fortune, till he ſee us in State — 


Euter Willmore, Shift goes to hm. 


Shift. All things are ready, Sir, for our Defign, the Houſe 
repar'd as you directed me, the Guardian wrought, by the Per- 
for ions of the two Monſters, to take a Lodging there, and try 
the Bach of Reformation : The Bank's preparing, and the Ope- 
rators andMuſick all ready, and the impatient Town | 
ther to behold che Man of Wonders, and nothing wanting but 
your Donſhip and a proper Speech. \ Se 
Will, Tis well, TIl go fit my ſelf with a Drefs, and think of 
a Speech the while: In the mean time, go you and amuſe the 


= saping Fools that expect my coming. [ ober ws 
= „ Fetherfool Singing and Dancing. 


Feth. Have you heard à Spaniſh Jach, 
How ſhe wos d an Engliſh Man; 
Blunt. Whe how now Fetherfool ? 
Ferh. Garments gay, and rich as may be « 
_ Deckt with Jewels, had ſhe on. * 
Blunt. Whe how now, Juſtice, what, run mad out of the 
Dog: days? | | | D | 
Feth. Of a comely Countenance and Grace is ſhe, 
A ſweeter Creature in the World there could not be. 
Shift. Whe what the Devil's che matter, Sir ? 
Blunt. Stark mad, dſhartlikins. — 
x Feth. Of a.comely Conntenance—— well, Lieutenant, the moſt 
A Heroick and Illuſtrious Madona ! Thou ſaw'ſt her, Ned : And of 
a comely Counte—— The moſt Magnetick Face 
well I knew the Charms of theſe, Eyes of mine were 
not made in vain : I was defign'd for great things, that's cet- 


rain 4 a ſweeter Creature in the World there could — be. 
1 I Singing. 
8 Blunt. What, then the two Lady Monſters are forgotten 45 1 
ue - Deſign upon the Million of Money, the Coach and Six, and 7x. f 
1 hear 4 Right Worſhipful ? All drown'd in the Joy of this neu d 
sb. r g 


-- ww 
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Blunt. But well, Lieutenant, fince he is ſo well provided for, 
you may put in with me for a Monſter ; ſuch a Jeſt, and ſuch 
a Sum is not to be loſt, | | | 
- Shift. Nor ſhall not, or I have loſt my Aim. Aſide, 
Feth. ¶ Putting off his Hat) Your Pardons, good Gentlemen, 
and tho I perceive I ſhall have no great need for ſo trifling a 
dum as a hundred thouſand FP ound, Or lo, yer a Bargain's 4 
in, Gentlemen. | 
Blunt. Nay, Dſnartlikins, the Lieutenant ſcorns to do a 
foul thing, d'ye ſecs but we would not have the Monſters 


ted. 
Feth. Slighted ! no, Sir, I ſcorn your VVords, I'd have ye to 
know, that I have as high a _ tor Madam Monſter, as any 
Gentleman in Chriſtendom, and ſo 7 deſire ſhe ſhould under- 
nd; 7 | 
Blunt, he, this is that that's handſom. | 
* Shift, VVell, the Mountebank's come, Lodgings are taken at 
his Houſe, and the Guardian prepar'd to receive you, on the a- 
foreſaid Terms, and ſome fifty Piſtols ro the Mountebank to 
ſtand your Friend, and the Buſineſs is done. | 
Pin Which ſhall be pertorm'd accordingly, I have it ready 
ut me, | ; 
Blunt. And here's mine, put em together, and let's be ſpee- 
dy, leſt ſome ſhould bribe higher, and put in before us. 
| + ,{[Feth. — the Money, and looks pitiful ont. 
Feth, Tis a plaguy round Sum, Ned, pray God it turn to 
Account. * | 
Blunt. Account, *Dſhartlikins, cis not in the Power of mor- 
tal man to couzen me. "4.4 
Shift, Oh, fie, Sir, couzen you, Sir,—— well, you'll ſtay 
here and ſee the Mountebank, he's coming forth. | 
[ 4 Hollowing, Enter from the Front 4 Bank, a Pageant, 
which they fix on the Stage at one fide : a little Pauil- 
lion ont, Muſick F laying, and Operators round below or 


© Antiquers, ws | 
[Muſith, Plays, and an Antique Dance. 


Enter Willmore libe a Mauntebanh, with a Dagger in cne Hand, 
and a Viet in the other ; Carlo with other Spaniards below, and 
Rabble, Ariadne and Lucia above in the Ballcony, others on the 
other fade, Fetherfool and Blunt below. a 
Wil, —— ) Behold this little Viol, which contains in its 

narrow Bounds, what the whole Univerſe cannot purchaſe, if 

fold to its true Value; this admirable, this miraculous Elixer, 
drawn from the Hearrs of Mandrakes,Phenix Livers, and Tongues 
of Maremaids, and giſtill'd by contracted Sun-Beams; an = 

l 
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bu 


ten Reals upon this Commodity. . 3-21 
85 No buy, whilſt another Part of the Dance is danc i 


win b 


fides the anknown Vertue of curing all Diſtempers both of Mind 
and Body: that Divine one of animating the Heart of Man to 


that Degree, that however remiſs, cold and cowardly by Na- 


ture, he ſhall become vigorous-and brave, Oh ſtupid and in- 
ſenfible Man, when Honour and fecure Renown invites you, to 
treat it with Neglect, even when you need but paſſive Valour, 
to become the Heroes of the Age; receive a thouſand wounds, 
each of which wou'd let out fleeting Life: Here's that can 
ſnarch the parting Soul in its full Career, and bring it back 
to W Manſion; baffles grim Death, and diſappoints e- 
ven Fate. $ | * : 
th. Oh Pox, and a Man were ſure of that now. 
WH. Behold, here's Demonſtrationweo——— 3 
- CHarliquin ftabs himſelf, who falls as dead, 
_ Hold, hold, whe, what the Devil, is the Fellow 
Blunt. Why, do'ſt think heas hurt himfell 
E th. Hurt himſelf! whe he's murder d Man; tis flat Felo de 
fe, in any ground in England, if I underſtand Law, and I have 
been a Tultice o'th' Peace. | 
Vil. See, Gentlemen, he's dead 8 
| Feth. Look ye there now, I'll be gone left I be taken as an 
Acceſſary. | } | [ Going out. 
Wil. Coffin him, Inter him, yet after four and twenty Hour, 
as many Drops of this divine Elixer gives him new Lite again; 
this will recover whole Fields of ſlain, and all the Dead ſhall 
riſe and fight again was this that made the Roman Legj- 
ons numerous, and now makes France ſo formidable, and this 
alone——may be the Occaſion of the loſs of Germany... 
1 Peurs in Harliquin's Wound, he riſes 
Feth. Whe this Fellow's the Devil, Ned, that's for, certain, 
Blunt. Oh plague, a damn d Conjuger, thi 
Wil. Come, buy this Coward's Comfort, quickly buy ; what 
Fop would be abus d, mimick'd and ſcorn'd, for fear ot Wounds 
can be fo eaſily cured? Who is't wou'd bear the Infolence and 
Pride of domineering great Men, proud Officers or Magiſtrates? 
or who wou'd cringe to Srates-Men out of Fear? What Cully 
wou'd be cuckolded ? Whar fooliſh Heir undone by chearing 
Gameſters? What Lord wou'd be Lampoon'd ? Whar Poer fear 
the Malice of his Satyrical Brother, or Atheiſt fear to fight 
for fear of Death. Come, buy my Cowards Comfort, quickly 


Rath, Egad, Ned, a very excellent thing this; III lay out 
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0 Wil. Behold, this little r, which contains a Powder- 
1- whoſe value ſurmourtts that of Rocks of Diamonds and Hills of 


1 Gold; cwas this made Venus a Geddeſs, and given her by Apel. 
0 lo, from her deriv'd to Hellen, and in the Sack of Troy loſt, till 


r, recover'd by me out of ſome Ruins of Aſia. Come, buy it, 
s, WM Ladies, you that wou'd be fair and wear eternal Youth; and | 
in you in whom the Amorous Fire remains, when all the Charms A 
k re fled : You that dreſs young and gay, and would be thought 
e- ſo, that Patch and Paint, to fill up ſometimes old Furrows on 


— Brows, and ſet your ſelves for Conqueſt, though in vain; 
e's that will give you aubern Hair, white Teeth, red Lips, 
nud Dimples on your Cheeks : Come, buy it all you that are / 
ſt bewitching, and wou'd have handſom, young and active 
W 8 
Reh. Another good thing, Ned. | | 
Car. T'll lay out a Piſtole or two in this, if it have the ſame 
Wil. Come, all your City Wives, that wou'd advance your 
Rusbands to Lord Mayors, come, buy of me new Beauty; this 
will give it though now decay d, as are your Shop Commodities; 
this will retrieve your Cuſtomers, ad vend your falſe and our » 
of faſhion'd Wares : chear, lye, proreſt and couzen as you 
pleaſe, a handſom Wife makes all a lawful Gain. Come, City 
Wives, come, buy. : 
Rth, A moſt prodigious Fellow, x al 
LS They big, he ſits, the other Part is danc d. 
Wa. But here, behold the Lite and Soul of Man! this is the 
Amorous Powder, which Venus made and gave the God of Love, 
which made him firſt a Deity; you talk of Arrows, Bow, and 
killing Darts; Fables, Poetical Fictions, and no more: tis this 
alone that wounds and fires the Heart, makes Women kind,, and 
equals Men to Gods! tis this that makes yur great Lady doat 
on the ill- ſavour d Fop; your great Man be jilted by his little 
Niſtreſs, the Judge cajol'd by his Semſtreſs, and your Politician 
by his Comedian: your young Lady doat on her decripit Hus - 
band, your Chaplain on my Ladies Waiting - Woman, and the 
young Squire on the Landry:Maid—in fine Meſſieurs 


Tic this that Cures the Lover's Pain, 
And Celia of ber cold Diſdain. 


our Fol. au April Fellow — * * fo 

| nt, Ho ikins, Fetherfool, let's have a Doſe or two 
9 * 8 1 Diſpatch with our 323 
| Who Pox, Man, Jugg, my Giant, would ſwallow a whole 
ill, B (art-Load before 'tw — : * 
H 3 Blum. No 


7 8 - "oy * 
3 * 
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Blut. No hurt in trying a Paper or two however. 
Car. A moſt admirable Receipt, I ſhall have need on't. 
Will, T negd fay nothing of my Divine Baths of Reforma: 
tion, nor the wonders of the 81d Oracle of the Box, which Re- 
ſolves all Queſtions, my Bills fufficiently declare their Vertue. 
ES = dls 5 [ Sits down, 
5 "IT They buy, 
Enter Petronella Elenora carried in a Chair, Dreſs'd like 2 
f N | Girl of Fifteen. »1 
_ Shift, Room there, Gentlemen, room for a Patient. 
Blunt. Pray, Seignior, who may this be thus muz['d by old 


Gaffer Time : 
Car, One Petronella Elenora, Sir, a famous out- worn Cur- 
tezan. J | | ; 


Blunt. Elenora, ſhe may be that of Troy for her Antiquity, 


though fitter for God Priapus to raviſh than Paris. | 
_ © Shifz. Hunt, a word, doſt thou ſee that fame formal Politici- 


an yonder, on the Jenner, the nobler Animal of the two? 


Hunt. What of him? a 
_ Shift. Tis the ſame drew on the Captain this Morning, and I 
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muſt revenge the Affront. „ e 
Hunt. Have a care of Revenges in Spain, upon Perſons of 
his Quality. es 136 


Shift. Nay —— Te only ſteal his Horſe from under him. 
Hunt. Steal it, thou mayſt take it by force perhaps, but how 
„„ Queſtion? het e | 
Shift. Ple warrant thee—-—ſhoulder yon up one ſide of his 
great Saddle, Fle do the like on rother ; then heaving him 
gently up, Harliquin ſhall lead the Horſe, from between his 
Worlthip's Legs: All this in the Crowd will not be perceiv'd, 
where all Eyes are imploy'd on the Mountebank. 
Hun. I apprehend you now | | 
[Whilſt they are lifting Petronella on the Stage of the Moun- 
bank, they go into the Crowd, ſhoulder up Carlo's Saddle, 
Harliquin leads the Horſe forward, whilft Carlo is gazing, 
and turning up his Muftacho's—=— they hold him up a little 
__ then let him drop be riſes and ſtares about fat 
bis Horſe hes | N 
Car. This flat Conjuration. 2 „ 
Shift, What's your Worſhip on foot? 1 
Ft. I never ſaw his Worſhip on foot before. | - 
Car. Sirra, none of your Jeſts, this muſt be by Diabolical 
Art, and fhall coſt the Seignior dear—Men of my Affron- 
_ > ted— my Jennetvaniſht——moſt miraculous, by St. Jag, Fe 
be reyenged——htah, what here—£4 Nuche— „ 
. 7 
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5 Enter La Nucke, Aurelia, Sancho. 

La Nu. We are purſu d by Beaumond, who will certainly hin- 
der our ſpeaking to Willmore, ſhould we have the good fortune 
to ſee him in this Crowd——and yet there's no avoiding him. 

Beau. Tis ſhe, how carefully ſhe ſnuns me? ” 

Aure. Tm ſatisfied he knows us by that jealous Concern which 
appears in that prying Countenance of his. : 


Beau. Stay, Cruel, Is it Love or Curioſi „ that wings thoſe 


pimble Feet? | Holds her. 

Lucia above and Ariadne. ] Aria. Beaumond with a Woman 

eau. Have you forgot this is the glorious Day that uſhers in 

the Night ſhall make you mine? the happieſt Night that ever fa- 
your'd Love! b . 

La Nu. Or if I have, I ſind you Il take care to remember me. 


Beau, Sooner I could forget the Aids of Life, ſooner forget 


how firſt that Beauty charm d me. 

La Nu. Well, ſince your Memory 's ſo good, I need not doubt 
your coming. Wt | 

Beau. Still cold and unconcern d! How have I doated, and 
how ſacriſic d, regardleſs of my Fame, lain idling here, when 
al the Youth of Spain were gaining Honaur, valuing one Smile 
of thine above their * 3 | My 3 8 

La Nu. And in return, I do ſubmit to yi eferring you 
above thoſe fighting Fools, Ter c 
Who ſafe in Mulricudes reap Honour cheaper. | 

Beau. Yet there is one—one of thoſe aghting Fools which 
ſhould*ſtfchou ſee, I fear I were undone; brave, handſome, gay, 
and all that Women doat on, unfortunate in every good of Life, 


but chat one Bleſſing of obtaining Women: Be wiſe, for it 


thou ſeeſt him thou art loſt Why doſt thou bluſſi? 
La Nu. Becauſe you doubt my Heart, tis Milmore that he 


—— We've Eyes upon us, Don Carlo ma grow Jealous, and 


he's a powerful Rival at Night I ſhall expect ye. 

Beau. Whilſt T prepare my ſelf for ſuch a E Ex, Beau, 
Car. Hah! a Cavalier in conference with La Nuche / and en- 

tertain d without my knowledge! I muſt prevent this Lover, for 

he's young—and this Night will ſurpriſe her: Aſide. 


Will, And you would be reſtor d. [ To Petro, 
Pet. Yes, if there be that Divinity in your Baths of Refor- 
mation. Ko Fill. There are. E f 


New Flames ſhall ſparkle in thſe Eyes; 

And theſe 85 Hairs flowing and bright ſhall riſe: 
Theſe Cheeks freſh Buds of Roſes wear, 

arg all yoo wither d _ 7 R 
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As ſhall A Ba Wonder move, 
And wound a thouſand Hearts with Love. 


; Blunt. A Bleſfing on ou, Sir, there's fifty Piſtoles for you 
and as I earn it you ſhall have more. Unto je Wh, 
[Exit Willmore bowing, 

Shift. Meſſicurs, tis late, and the Seignior's Patients ſtay for 
him at his Laboratory, ro Morrow you ſhall ſee the concluſion 
of this Experiment, and ſo I humbly take my leave at this time. 


Enter Willmore, below ſees La Nuche, makes up to her, whilſt the 
laſt part of the Dance is Dancing. 


L Nu. What makes you follow me, Sir ? 
She goes-from bim, he purſues, 
Will. Madam, I ſee ſomething in that lovely Face of yours, 
which if not timely prevented, will be your ruin: Im now in 
haſte, but J have more to ſay ([Goe⸗ f. 
La Nu. Stay, Sir, —he's gone—and 1 fill'd me with a Turioſ ity 
chat will not let me reſt till it be ſatisfied : Follow me, Aurelia, 
for I muſt-know my Deſtiny. { Goes out. 
[ The Dance ended, the Bank removes, the People go off, 
" Feth. Come, Ned, now for our Amorous Viſit to the two La- 
ay Monſters. _ LE. Feth. and W 


SCENE Changes to 4 fine Chamber. 


| Enter Ariadne and Lucia. | 
= Arie. Tm thoughtful: Prithee, Couſin, ſing ſome fooliſh 
ä SONG. «| 
- Phillis whoſe Heart was uncgnfin'd, = 
And free as Flowers on Mead und Plains, 
None boafted of her being bind, 
-Mongft all the Languiſbing and Amorous Swains ; $5 


No Sighs nor Tears #he Nimph could more = 
To pity, or return their Lave. 


"Til on time, the hapleſs Maid 

F ERetir d, to ſhunthe beat th Day, 

„ 8 a 9. | 
| Strephon, the carleſs & ſleeping 

f f SAA ag ae b adory adorn, . | 

| Ene it reueng a fer all ber fm, 
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Her Cheeks with Bluſtes covered were, 
1055 tender Sighs her Boom warm; 
A ſoftneſs th her Eyes appear, 
Unuſual Pains ſhe feels from every Charm s 
To Woods and Ecchoes now ſhe cries, (Bis? 
Pr Modeſty to ſpeak denies © : 


Aria. Come, help to undreſs me, for Tle to this Mouncebank, 

to know what ſucceſs I ſhall have with my Cavalier. 
Unpins her things before a great Glaſs that iñ faſten'd.. 

Luc. You are reſolv'd then to give him admittance. . 
Aria. Where's the danger of a handſome young Fellow. 
Lux. But you don't know him, Madam. | | 

Aria. But I deſire to do, and time may bring it about with- 
our Miracle. | = ; 

Luc. Your Couſin Beaumond will forbid the Banes. 

Aria. No, nor old Carlos neither: My Mother's precious 
Choice, who is as ſolicitous for the old Gentleman, as my Fa- 
ther-in-Law is for his Nephew. Therefore, Lucia, like a good 
and gracious Child, Tle end the Diſpute between my Father and 
Mother, and pleaſe my ſelf in the choice of this Stranger, if he 
be to be had. | | 

Luc. I ſhould as ſoon be enamour'd on the North Wind, 
4 2 or a Clap of Thunder. Bleſs me from ſuch a 


Aria. Td have a Lover rough as Seas in Storms, u - 
ſon; I hate your dull temperate Lover, tis ſuch a husbandly 
qualicy ! like Beaumond's Addreſſes to me, whom neither joy nor 
anger puts in motion; of if it do, tis viſibly forc'd —— I'm 
gad I law him entertain a Woman to day, not that I care, but 
wou'd be fairly rid of him. 3 : 

Luc. You'l hardly mend your ſelf in this. 

Aria. What, becauſe he held Diſcourſe with a Courtezan. 

Luc. Why, is there no danger 1n her Eyes, do ye think? 

Aria. None that I fear, that Stranger's not ſuch a fool to give 
his Heart to a common Woman, and ſhe that's concern'd where 
her Lover beſtows his Body, were I the Man, I ſhould think ſhe 
had a mind to't her ſelf. 2 
Ua. And reaſon, Madam, in a lawful way, tis your due. 

Aria. What all? unconſcionable Lucia I am more merciful; 
bur be he what he will, I'll to this Cunning Man to know whe- 
ther ever any part of him ſhall be mine. | ; 

Luc. Lord, Madam, ſure he's a Conjurer. E 

Arie. Let him be the Devil, Ile try his Skill, and to that end, 
M put on @ Sdit of my Couſin Endymion's ; chere are moe 


Ld 


* 


| 1 ap * The 3 or, -. The Je Basie Nang, 
” three pretty ones 25 his in the Wardobe, go em to 
— e and we'll fit our {elves and Os haſte 

I andreſs. E. Lucia, 

| [Ariadne undreſfing before the Glaſs, 


Enter. Beaumond #ricking himſelf, and looks on himſelf. 
Bea. Now for my charming Beauty, fair La Nuche —hah 
|  Wfriadne——damn the dull Property, how ſhall 7 free my felt, 
[She turns, ſees him, ard walks from the Glaſs, he takes no m- 
| tice of her, but tricks himſelf in the Glaſs, humming a Song, 
Aria. Beaumond, what Devil brought him hither ro prevem 
me: Thate the formal Matrimonial Fop. [Walks about and Inge 


Somme nous pas trope heureux 
Bell Iriſe que nous I 


N 3 Devil on him, he may chance to plague me till Night, 
and hinder my dear Aſſiguation. [Sings again, 


La Nuite eſt ſe ſombre wiles 
Coverie, na us defires ardant; 
Et I Amour eſt les Etoyles, 
Son nous ſecret confident s, 
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Beau. Pox on't, how dull am I at excuſe, 
| [ers his ie in the Cle, and og: 


* 4 Pox of Love and omen nd, 
7 And all the Fops adore em. 
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»- { Puts on his Hat, Cocks it, and gees to her, 
How is'c Cuz 2 
Aria, So, here's the ſaucy freedom of a Husband Lover — 2 
bleſt Invention this of marrying who e're firſt found it out. 
Beau. Damn this Engliſh Dog of a Periwig-maker, what an 
ungainly Air it gives the Face, and fora Wedding Periwig roo— 
how doſt thou like it, Ariadne ¶ Dneaſit. 
"Aria. As ill as the Man I perceive you have taken more 
| care for your Periwig than your Bride. 
— Beau. And with reaſon, Ariadne, the Bride was never the care 
of the Lover, but the buſineſs of the Parents: tis a ſerious Affair, 
and ought to be manag d by the Grave and Wiſe: Thy Mother 
and my Uncle have agreed the Matter, and would it not look 
very ſillily in me now to whine a tedious Tale af Love in your 
Ear, when the buſineſs is at an end, "tis like laying a Grace 


"2 a Man ſhould give Thanks, * 


Bea, Ay! could we but drive on ſuch a Bargain ? 


— 
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Aria. Why did not you begin ſooner then? 6 
Beau. Faith, Ariadne, becauſe 1 know nothing of the Defic 


in hand; had I had civil warning, thou ſhouldſt have had as 


pretty ſmart Speeches from me, as any Coxcomb Lover of em 
all could have made thee. _ 
Aria, 1 ſhall never marry like a Jem in my own Tribe; I'd 


rather be fleſt b honeſt old doating Age, than by ſawey ; 


cbneeited Youth, whoſe Inconſtancy never leaves a'Woman 
e, 4 Ven 
ou know the Proverb of the half Loaf, Ariadne, a 

Huband that will deal thee ſome Love, is better than one > A 
can give thee none? you would have a bleſſed time ort with 
old Father Carlo. 

Aria. No matter, a Woman may wich ſome lawful excuſe 
Cuckold him, and would be ſcarce a Sin. 

Beau. Not fo much as lying with him, whoſe Reverend age 
wou'd or it look _ Inceſt, n 2 

Aria. But to ma ee . W 2 Tyran whence 
oo s no Appeal: A Drinking Whoring Rubens, tis the 
Devi 3 

Beau. You are deceiv d, if you think Don Carlo more chaſte 


than I; only duller, and more a Miſer, one that fears his Flein | 


more, and ves his Money better. 

hen to be condemn'd to I with him oh, who 
would not rejoyce to meet a Woollen-Waiſtcoar, and knit 
Night-Cap without a Lining, a Shirt fo naſty, a cleanly Ghoſt 


would. not appear inꝰt at the latter Day; then the compound of 


naſty Smells about him, ſtinking Breath, Muſtachoes ſtuft with 
. — Snuſh, Tobacco, and hollow Teeth; thus prepar'd for 
Delight, you meet in Bed, where you may lye and figh whole 
Nights away, he fnores it out till Morning, and then riſes to his 


ſordid buſineſs. 


Aria. All this frights me not; tis ſtill much better than a 


keeping Husband, whom neither Beauty nor Honour in a Witc 


can oblige. 

Beat. Oh, you know notthe good Nature of a Man of Wir, 
at leaſt I ſhall bear i Conſcience, and do thee reaſon, which 
Heaven den ies to old Carlo, were he willing. 

Aria. Oh, he talks as high, and thinks as well of himſelf as 
any young Coxcomb of 
Beau. He has reaſon, 27 K if his Faith were no better than his 


Works, he'd be damn d. 


Arig. Death, who wou d 1 2 who wou'd be chaffer'd 
thus, and ems to Slavery? I'd 
that I could Love and Truſt. 


Sic. 
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buy a Friend at any Price 


Dot a 
9 ” ” 
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Humour and Expence, thy Smiles. thy Kiſſes, and thy Charms of 


Tune Harkye, Sir, let me adviie you to pack up your 
ing, or I ſhall talk aloud, and let your Uncle hear yon. 


What lying fawning Coward has abus'd thee? When fell you 


of Wife has made thee formal. 1 | 


via, Lets haſt and put em on then, 
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Aria. You ſhould not be the Man; you have a Miſtriſs, Sir, 

chat has your Heart, and all your ſofter Hours: I know'r, and 

if I were ſo wretched as to marry thee, muſt ſee my Fortune 

Laviſhr out on her, her Coaches, Dreſs, and Equipage exceed 

mine by far: Poſſeſs ſhe all the day thy Hours of Mirth, good 


Wit. Oh how you talk and look when in her Preſence! bur 


A Pex of Love and Woman-kjnd, [Sings 
And all the Fops adore em. ” Fj 


How ist Cuz——then flap, on goes the Beaver, which being 
cock'd, you bear up briskly, wich the Secoud Part to the ſame 


Trumpery and be gone: Your Honourable Luye, your Matrj- 
monial Foppery, with your other Tripkets thereunto belqng- 


Beau. Sure ſhe cannot know I love La Nuche. [Aide 
The Devil take me, ſp-il'd ! What Raſcal has inveagled thee ? 


into this Lewdneſs ? Pox, thou art hardly worth the loving 
now, that canſt be ſuch fool, to wiſh me Chaſte, or love me 
for that Vertue: or that wouldſt have me a Ceremonious Whelp, 
one that makes handſom Legs ro Knights without laughing, or 
with a ſneaking modeſt Squiriſh Countenence, aſſure you, I 
have my Maidenhead : A Curſe upon thee, the very conch 


Aria. 1 muſt diſſemble, or he'll ſtay all day to make his peace 
ain hy, have you nere Miſtreſs then? 
Beau. A hundred, by this day, as many as I like, rhey are 
my Mirth, the buſineſs of my looſe and wanton Hours; but 
thou art my Devotion: The prave, the ſolemn Pleaſure of my 
Soul——P3x, world I were handſomly rid of thee too. 
Come, I have huſinels,——ſend me pleas d away. 
Aria. Would to Heaven thou wert gone————> — [ Aſide. 
You're going to ſome Woman now=—— }. - | 
. Beau. Oh damn the Sex, I hate em all—but thee — farewell 
my pretty jealous——ſullen——fool———— _ 7 
Avia. Farewel, believing Coxcomb——— [ite Lucia. 
Lucia. Madam, the Cloaths are ready in your bers 
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A C T. Il. SCENE L A Howe. © 
Enter Fetherfool and Blunt, ſtaring about, after them Shift, 


W EL L, Gentlemen this is the Doctor's Houſe, and 
pour fifty Piſtoles has made him intirely yours; 


the Ladies toò are here ip ſafe Cuſtod y Come, draw 
Lots who ſhall have the Dwarf, and who the Giant. 
| | | [.* Dr. 


Feth. I have the Giant. 
Blunt. And I the little uy Gentlewoman. . 
Shift. Well, you ſhall firſt ſee the Ladies, and then prepare 
for your Uncle Moſes, the old Few Guardian, before whom you 
muſt be very grave and ſententious! You know the old Law 
was full of Ceremony. = 
Feth, Well, I long to ſee the Ladies, and to have the firſt 
Onſet over. | 
Shift. Fll cauſe em to walk forth immediately. [Goes om. 
Feth. My Heart begins to fail me plaguily would I could 
ſee em a little at a Diſtance before they come flap daſh upon a 
Man, | | Peeping. 
. Hah! Mercy upon us — What's yoader!— 
Ah Ned, my Monſter as big as the Whore of Babjlon——— Oh 


Im in a cold Sweat | | 

RE - [ Blunt pulls him to peep, and both do ſos 
h Lord ſhe's as tall as the St. Chriſtopher in Notre» 
dam at Paris, and the little one looks like the Chriſto upon 
e IEEE: ſhall ne' re be able to ſtand the firſt 


Blunt. *Dſharrlikins whither a going? L Pulls him backg. 
r he only to—— ſay my Prayers a little 
Fll be with thee preſently. [ Offers to go, he pulls bim. 
Blunt. What a Pox art thou afraid of a Woman 
Feth. Not of a Woman, Ned, but of a She Garigantuas I 
am of a Hercules in Petticoats. 
Blunt. The leſs Reſemblance the better. Shartlikins, Fd ra-- 
er mine were a Centaure than a Woman: No, ſince my Naples 
adventure, I am clearly for your Monſter, | 
Feth. Prithee, Ned. there's Reaſon in all thing 
Blunt. But villanous Woman Dſnartlikins, ſtand 
your Ground, or T'Il nail ye tot: Whe, what a Pox are you ſo 
query 


410 The Rover; or, The Baniſh'd Cavaliers. 
2 r a Monſter wont down with you, with a hun: 

ouſand Pound to boot. Pulling bim, 

Pesh Nay, Ned, that mollifies ſomething; and I ſcorn it 
mould be laid of Nich. Fetherfool that he left his Friend in 
Danger, or did an ill thing: ogy hy thou fay'ſt, Nets tho? 


1 
ſhe were a Centaxre, Ill not budg an ‚ 
Blunt. Whe Goda Merey. | | 


© Enter the Giant ad Dwaif, with them Shift as an Operatur. 


Feth. h they come Pruheces, * advance 
. L Puts him forward. 
2 Shift Maſt beautiful Ladies. | | 
Feth. Whe, what a flatrering Son of a Whore's this? 
Shift. Theſe are the illuſtrious Perſons your Uncle deſigns ll © 
humble. are ra and who have ſo extraordinary a Paſſion 
your Seignioraſhips, 
3 Oh yes, a moſt damnable one: Wou d J were cleaulily WW © 
— had my Money again. 
2 . Rink of a Million, Rogue, and do not hang an arſe 
8 5 


Giant. What, does the Cavalier think III devour him? 


I DL To Shift, 
, | Feth. Something inclin'd to ſuch a Fear. 
© © Blunt. Go and ſalute her, or, Adfhartlikins, Il leave you to 
Her Mercy, 
Feth. Oh * Ned, have pity on me Hut as for alu; 
her, you ſpeak of more than may be * dear Heart, 
without a Scaling Ladder. | By Exit Shift, 
— Sure, Segnior - Harli iquin, theſe Gen emen arc 
Blunt. No, my lictle diminitive Miſtriſs, my. ſmall Epito- 
my of Womar-kind, we can prattle, when our Hands are in, 
but we are raw and baſhful, young Beginners, for this is the 
firſt time we ever were in Love: we are ſomething aukard, 
or fo, but we ſhall come on in time, and mend 0 Incou- 
ment. 
Feth. Pox on him, What a delicate Specch has he made 
now, Gad, I'd give a thouſand Pound a Year for Ned"s 
— cog Wit, but not a Groar for kis Judgment in, Woman 


Euter Shift with 4 Ladder, ſets it againſt the Giant, alt hey? th 
| 0 F etherfool. 


| SY Vere Segriior, Don, Approach, mount; * ſalure the 


* 
1 


%. 


: 


Lom her Shoulders But hang't, Gad, I will be brave 


4 and venture. [ Runs up the Ladder, ſalutes her, 
of and rms down again. _. 
a And Egad this was an Adventure and a bold one hur 
„ WH gnce f am come off with a whole Skin, I am fleſht for the 
next onſet. Madam——— has your Greatneſs any mind 
to marry—— \ { Goes to Her, ſpeaks, and runs back, 
| | Blunt claps him on the Back. 
_ Giant, What if I have? 


7 Ferb. Whe then, Madam, without inchanted Sword or Buck- 
N ler, I am your Man. 5 | 11 
Giant. My Man? my Mouſe. III marry none whoſe Perſory 
| and Courage ſhall not bear ſome rtion to mine. 
on Feth. Your Mightinefs, I fear will die a Maid then. 
Giant, I doubt you'll ſcarce ſecure me from that Fear, who 
ily court my Fortune, not my Beauty. , 
| Feth. Hu, how ſcornful ſhe is, I'll warrant you —whe, 1 
if WM muſt confeſs, your Perſon is ſomething Heroieal and Maſs 
culine, but I proteft to your Highneſs, 7 Love and Ho- 
| ROUr ye. | v | | 
Daof. Prithee, Siſter, be nor ſo coy, I like my Lover well 
vs of reaſonable Proportions, I think the Gentlemen my ſerve 
for Husbands. | t 4 


Aae to the Giants 
Giant, And if he do keep his Word, I ſhould make a better 


Choice, not that I would change this noble Frame of mine, 
cou'd I but meet ny and keep up the firſt Race of Man 
intire : But fince this ſcanty World affords none ſuch, I to be 
happy, muſt be new created, and then ſhall expect a wiſer Lover. 

Feth. Whe, what a peeviſn Titt's this; nay, look ye, Madam, 
a for that matter, your Extraordinarineſs may do what you 


when a Man has ſer his Heart upon you, to caſt him off 
Therefore I hope you'll pity a deſpairing Lover, and caft down 
an Eye of Conſolation upon me, for I vow, moſt Amazonian 

—_ F love ye as if Heaven and Earth wou'd come toge- 
ther | | 


Dwarf. My Siſter will do much, I'm ſure, to fave the Aan 
ps © I flat loves her ſo nn has a Heart. _ 
| Feth. And a ſwinger tis bud ſhe moves like the 


-the Royal Soyeraign, and is as long a Tacking about. [Aſide 


Giant, Then your Religion, Sir. | 
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Feth. Mount, whe, 'twou'd turn my Brains to look downs. 


enough, and if Seignior Mountebank keep his Word in making” 


Shift, Difſemble, or you betray your Love for us. tle 
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Feth. Nay, as for that, Madam, we are Engliſh, a Nation I 


_ thank God, that ſtand as little upon Religion as any Nation un- 


der the Sun, unleſs it be in Contradiction; and at this time, have 


10 many amongſt us, a Man knows not which to turn his Hand 
to neither will I ſtand with your Hugenſs for a ſmall mater 


of Faith or ſo—Religion ſhall break no ſquares. s 
Dwarf. I hope, Sir, you are of your Friends Opinion. 


Blum. My little Spark of a Diamond, I am, I was born a Few, 


nee, Well Sir, Tall huſten Scignior Dofor ro compl 
. Well, Sir, I : ignior to compleat 
wy Beauty, by ſame ſmall Addition, ro appear the more grate · 
to you. | 
Blunt. Lady, do not trouble your ſelf with tranſirory Parts, 
"Dſhartlikins chou'rt as handſom as needs be for a Wife. 

Dwarf. A little taller, Seignior, would not do amiſs, my youn- 
ger Siſter has got ſo much the Start of me. 


Blum. In troth ſhe has, and now I think on't, a little taller 


wou d do well for Propagation ; I ſhould be loch the Poſterity 


Wo. © of the Antient Family of the Blunts of Eſſex ſhould dwindle 


4 


Into Pigmies or Fayries. 
Giant. Well, Seigniors, fince you come with your Uncles li- 
king, we give ye leave to hope, hope——and be — 
# | | IIe 
Feth. Egad, and that's great and gracious ——- q / 
24 \. Enter Willmore and an Operator. 


Wil. Well, Gentlemen, and how like you the Ladies? 
' Blunt. Faith well enough for the firſt Courſe, Sire? 

Wil; The Uncle, by my indeavour, is intirely yours bur 
whilſt the Baths are preparing, *cwould be well if you would 
think of what Age, Shape, and Complexion you would have 

our Ladies form'd in. or} 
Feth. Why, may we chuſe, Mr. Doctor? | 

Will, What Beauties you pleaſe. | 

Feth. Then will I have my Giant, Ned, juſt ſuch another 
Gentlewoman as I ſaw at Church to day and about 
ſome fifteen. | | bo | 

Blunt. Hum, fifteen I begin to have a plaguy Itch about me 
too, towards a hanſom Damſel of fifteen, but firſt let's marry, leſt 


they — be boyled away in theſe Baths of Reformation. 
Fet 


_ Hut, Doctor, can you do all this without the 
help of the Devil? ; , | 1 
ill. Hum, ſome ſmall Hand he has in the Buſineſs: we make 


an Exchange with him, give him the clippings of the Giant for 


Lo much of his Store as will ſerve to build the Dwarf. 
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Blunt, Whe, then mine will be mare than three Pang Devil, 
Mr. Doctor. / | 
Wil. Not ſo, the Stock is only Devil, the Graft is your own 

little Wife inoculated. 
Blunt. Well, let che Devil and you agree about this matter as 
ſoon as you pleaſe, | 


Enter Shift at an Operator. 


Seift. Sir, there is without a Perſon of an extraordinary 
Size wou d ſpeak wich you. il. Admit him. 


Enter Narliquin, Uſhers in Hunt a; 4 Giant. 


tb. Hah——ſome o regrown Rival on my Life. | 
C Feth. gets from it. 
#1. What the Devil have we here ? Aſide. 
Hunt, Bezolos mano's, Seignior, I underſtand there is a Lady 
— Beauty and Proportion can only merit me; I'll ſay no 
but ſhall be grateful to you for your Aſfiftance—— 
wo Tis fo——— 
Hint. The Devil's ity if this does not fright em from a far- 


ther Courtſnip _ [ 4ſide. 
il. Fear nothing, Seignior——Sciguor, you may try your 
Chance, and viſit the : Ladies. { Talks to Wil 


Feth, Whe, where the Devil could this Monſter conceal him- 
ſelf po this while, that we ſhould neither ſee nor hear of him? 
Blunt. Oh—he lay diſguiz d; I have heard of an Ty, that 
has done ſo. 

Fth. Pox, no ſingle Houſe cou'd hold him. 
Blunt. N diſpos d himſelf in ſeveral parcels up and down 
the Town, here a 15. and there an Arm; and hearing of chis 
proper Match for him, put himſelf together to court his Fel- 

low Monſter. 

Rth. Good Lord! I wonder what Religion he's of. 

Blunt. Some Heathen Papiſt, by his notable Plots and Con- 
tnyances. 


Wil. Tis Hunt, that Rogue — Aſide. 
vir, I confeſs there is great Power in n ſimpathy—— nduct 
im to the Ladie { He tries to go in at the Door. 


II am ſorry you cannot enter at that low Door, 9 
Ill have it broken down 
Hunt. No, Seignior, I can go in at twice. 
Feth. How, at twice, 5.— a Pox can he mean? | 
Will, Oh, Sir, tis a frequent thing by way of Inchantment. 
| [ Hunt being all Doubler, ho off from another 
ONE who is all Britches, and goes out, Britches 


follows ou” 


Feth, Oh 
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Feth. Oh Pox, Mr. Doftor, this muſt be the Deyil. . - 
Jil. Oh fie, Sir, the Devil, no, tis all done by an inchany 
ed Girdle- —thefe damn'd Raſcals will ſpoil all by too 
groſs an Impoſition on the Fools. 
Feth This is the Devil, Ned, that's certain ut harkye, 
Mr. Docter, 7 hope I ſhall not have my Miftriſs inchanted from 
—y this inchanted Rival, hah? 
. Oh, no, Sir, the Inquiſition will never let em marry, 
fork four of a Race of Giants, 'twill be worfe than the Invafion of 
the Meors, or the French, bur go—think of your Miſtrifſes 


Ie GE RS 


* La Nuche, Aurelia, Will. bows to her. 


LA Ne. Sir, the Fame of your excellent Knowledge, and 
what you ſaid to me this day, has given me a Curioſity do learn 
my Fate, atleaſt that Fate you threatned. 

Wil, Madam, from the Oracle i in the Box you be reſol- 

ved any Queſtion—— Leads her to the Table where flands 
3 a Box full of Balls, flares on her. 
How lovely every abſent minute makes her— Ma Madam, 


be 12 to draw from out this Box what Ball you will, ' 


She Draws, he takes it, and gazes on her and on it 
Madam, upon little Globe | is character d your Fate and For- 
tune; che Hiſtory of your Life to come and paſt—ifif Ma- 
dam——youre——a Whore. 

La Nu. A very plain beginning. 

Will, My Art ſpeaks ſimple Truth; the Moon is your alen 
_ dant, that covetous Planer that borrows all Kis Light, nd; is in 
| oppoſition ſtill to Venus, and —Intereſt more prevails w ſud 
than Love! yet here I find a croſs——-intruding Line 
does inform me — you have an itch that way, but Intereſt ſtil 
oppoſes : you are a ſlaviſn mn Proſtiture, _ 

Lx Nu. Your Art is ſo, though call'd Divine! and all the U- 
niverſe is fway'd by Intereſt, and wou'd you wiſh this Beauty 
which aderns me, ſhould be diſpos d abo for Charity: Pro- 
ceed, and ſpeak more reaſon. 

Will But Venus here gets the Aſcent again, and —ſpight 
of—Jntereſt, ſpight of all Averſion, will make you doat pat 
a Man Y, 5: looking on, and — * the Bal. 
id, fickle — reſtleſs, {s.as the Wind 2 Man ol 
EAI by chis 2 ptain Hr 

Mars and Venus were in Conjunction at his Birth and 
Love and War's his buſineſꝭ 

La Nu. There thou haſt toucht my Heart! and ſpoke ſo true, 
thar all thou fay'ft I ſhall receive as Oracle. wen grant I Love, 

that ſhall not make me * f Wi 


* 
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1711. J muſt confeſs. you're ruin'd if yowyield, and yer not 
all your Pride, not all your Vows, your Wir, your Reſolution, 
or your Cunning, can hinder him from Conquering abſolutely, 
your Stars are fixr, and Fate irrevocable. - 

La Nu. No, — I will controul my Scars and Inclinations, and 

I love him more than Power or Intereſt, I will be Miſtriſs 
of my fixt Reſolves One Queſtion more — Does this ſame 
Captain, this wild happy Man love me? 

Will I do not find it here—only a poſſibility in- 
courag d by your love oh chat you cou'd refiſt — but you are 
deſtin d his, and to be ruin d 31 

8  [USighs, and looks on her, ſhegrows in 4 Rage. 

La Nu. Why do you tell me this—I am betray d, and every 
caution blows my kindling Flame hold — tell me no more. 
1 might have gueſt my Fate, from my own Soul have gueſt i. 
but yet J will be brave, I will refilt in ſpighe of Inclinacions, 
Stars, or Devils. 904 a ae F 

Will. Strive not, fair Creature, with the Net thgt holds you, 
yu but intangle more: Alas you muſt ſubmit, and be un- 

one. 55 
La Nu, Damn your falſe Art!. had he but lov d me too, 
it had excus d the malice of my Stars. 9 0 

ill. Indeed, his Love is doubtful; for here I trace him in 


a new purſuir— which if you cart this Night prevent, perhaps 


you fix him. TIF | | | 
Ia Nu, Hah, purſying a new Miſtriſs! there thou haſt mer 
the little reſolution I had left, and daſht ic into nothing — but I 
have vowed Allegiance to my Intereſt—— Curſe on my Stars, 
they could not give me love where that might be advance d 
: | . Exter Shift, x 

Shift. Sir, chere are ſeveral Strangers arriv'd, who talk of 
the old Oracle. How will yon receive em 
Vill. Pve buſineſs now and muſt be excugd a while, 
——thus far— Tm well, but I may tell my Tale fo often o te, 
till, like the trick of Love, I ſpoil the pleaſure by che gepetition, 
now Pl] uncaſe, and ſee what, Effects my Art has 
wrought on La Nuche, for ſhe's the promis d Good, the Philo- 
ſophick Treaſure that terminates my Toyl and Induſtry. Wai, 
you here. N Egt:17 E. Win 

Enter Ariadne in Mens Cloaths, with Lucia ſo Preſt, and other 

| Sager | .. -. 

Aria. — How now, Seignior Operator, where's this re- 

wrvned Man of Arts and Sciences, * Don of Wonders ay 
A k 
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hah! maya Wen Piſtols worth or two of his Tricks, will 


* 


he ſnow, Seignior? | 
Shift. Whatever you dare ſee, Sir. 

ho And I dare ſee the greateſt Bug- bear * can Conjure 

Miſtreſſes Face in a Glace excepted. 4 
17%. That he can ſhow, Sir, but 15 now buſied in weighty 
Affairs with a Grandee. 

Aria. Pox, muſt we wait the leiſure of formal Grandees and 
Stateſmen ha, who's this? —the lovely Conquereſs wy m 
Heart, La Nuche. Goes to her, ſhe is talking with Aud. 

La Nu. What fooliſh ching art thou? + 

© Aria. Nay, do not frown, nor fly, for if you do, I muſt Ar- 
reſt you, fair one. | 

La Nu. At whoſe Suit, pray? 

Aria. At Lores——you have ſtoln a Heart of mine, and us d 
it ſcurvily. 

La Nu. By what marks do you know the Toy, that I may be 
no longer troubled wirh ir ? 

Aria. By afreſh Wound, which. toucht by her that gave it 
bleeds anew, a Heart all over Kind and Amorous. . 
Ia Nu. When was this pretty Robbery committed? 

Aria. To day, moſt Sacrilegiouſly, at Church, where you de- 


| bauch'd my Teal, and when I wou'd have pray d, your Eyes had 


put the change upon my Tongue, and made it utter Railings, 
Heav'n forgive ye! 
La Nu. Lou are the gayeſt thing, witliout a Heart, I ever ſay. 
- Aria.” J ſcorn to flinch for a bare Wound or two; nor is he 
routed that has loſt the day, he may again Rally, renew the 
Fight and Vanquiſh, ” 
Lu Nu, You have a good Opinion of char Beauty which I find 
not ſo forcible,nor that fond prattle uttered with ſuch confidence. 
Aria. But I have Quality and Fortune too. 
f* La Nu. So you had need, I ſhould have gueſt the firſt by your 


pertneſs, for your fancy thing of Quality acts the Man as impu- 


dently at fourteen, as another at thirty; nor is there any thing 
ſo hateful as to hear it talk of Love, Women and Drinking; 
may, toſee it Marry too at that Age, and get it felt a Play- Hel 
low in its Son and Heir. 

Aria. This Satyr on my Youth-ſhalt never put me out of 
- countenance, or make me think you with me one day older; 
and Egad I'll warrant em that tire me, ſhall find me nere an 
hour coo young. 

La Nu. You miſtake my Humour, I hate the Perſon at a 


Fair conceited Boy. 


Eier Willmore Dreſs, Singing. 
— will. Pole Vole dans ceſte Cage, - s 

_e Petite Oyſo dans cet bocage. | / 
— How now, fool, Where's the Doctor Shift, 


a 
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Shift. A little buſie, Sir. | 
Will. Call him, I am in haſte, and come to cheapen the 
Price of Monſter. | 
Shift, As how, Sir? | 
ill. In an honourable way, I will lawfully marry one of em, 
and have pitcht upon the Giant; 711 bid as fair as any Man. 
| * No doubt but you will ſpeed, Sir, pleaſe you, Sir, to 
walk in. 5 
Will. Tl follow Vole Vole dans ceſte Cage, &c. 
, Luc. Whe, tis the Captain, Madam! { Aſide to Aria. 
La Nu. Hah—marry—harkey, Sir,—a word pray. 
| | [ As he is going out fhe pulls him. 
Mill. Your Servant, Madam, your Servant——Vole Vole, &c. 
( Puts his Hat off careleſly, and walks by, going out. 
Luc. And to be marry'd, mark that. | 
Ari a. Then there's one doubt over, I'm glad he is not married. 
La Nu, Come back——— Death, I ſhall burſt with Anger — 
this coldneſs blows my Flame, which if once viſible, makes 
him a Tyrant | 
Will. Fool, what's a Clock, fool, this noiſe hinders me from 
hearing it ſtrike. {| Shakes his Pockets, and walks up and down. 
La Nu. A bleſſed ſound, if no Hue and Cry purſue it. 
—ywhat—you are reſoly'd then upon this notable Exploit. 
Will, What Exploit, good Madam? 
La Nu. Whe, marrying of a Monſter, and an ugly Monſter. 
Will. Yes faith, Child, here ſtands the bold Knight that 
ſingly, and unarm'd, deſigns to enter the Liſt with Thogigand'ga 
the Giant; a good Sword will defend a worſe cauſe than an 
ugly Wife. I know no danger worſe than fighting for my Li- 
ving, and I have don't this dozen years for Bread. 
La Nu. This is the common trick of all Rogues, when they 
have done an ill thing to face it out. ; | 
Will, An ill thing — your Pardon, Sweet-heart, compare it 
but to Baniſhment, a frozen Centry with brown George and 


| Spaniſh Pay, and if it be not better ro be Maſter of a Monſter, 


than Slave to a damn'd Commonwealth — 7 ſubmir and 
ſinee my Fortune has thrown this good in my way- 

La Nu. You't not be ſo ungrateful to refuſe it; beſides then 
you may Hope to ſleep again, withoyr dreaming of Famine, or 
the Sword, two Plagues a Soldier of Fortune is fubjeR to. 

Will. Beſides Caſhiering, a third Plague. | | 

La Nu. Still unconcern'd!— you call me Mercenary, but I 
would ſtarve e're ſuffer my ſelf ro be poſſeſt by a thing of Horrour. 

Hill. You lie, you would by any thing of Horror; yet theſe 
things of Horror have Beauties too, Beauties thou canſt not boaſt 
of, Beauties that will not fade : Diamonds to ſupply the luſtyę 
ot cheir Eyes, and Gold the brightneſs of their Hair, a well got 
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Million co atone for Shape, and Orient Pearls, more white, more 
plump and ſmooth, than that fair Body Men to languiſh for, 


and thou haſt ſet a Price on. 


Avia. 1 like not this ſo well, tis a trick to inake her Jealous, 

Will. Their Hands too have their Beauties, whoſe very mark 
finds credit and reſpect, their Bills are currant ore the Univerſe, 
beũdes theſe you ſhall fee waiting at my Door, four Footmen, 
a Velvet Coach, with Six Flanders Beauties more: And are not 
theſe moſt comely Verrues in a Soldiers Wile, in this moſt wick: 
ed peaceable Age? 

Luc. He's poor too, chere s another comfort. [Afde. 

Aria. The moſt incouraging one I have met with yer. 

Will, Pox ont, I grew weary ofe of this verruous Poverty. There 
goes 2 gallant Fellow, ſays one, but gives him not an Onion; the 


Woman too, faith; *tis a handfom Gentleman, but the Devil Pl 


Kits he gets gratis. 
Aria. Of, how I long to undeceive him of that Error. 
La Nu. He ſpeaks not of me; ſure knows me not. [ Aſide, 
Will, No, Child, Money ſpeaks ſenſe in @ Lan- 
gnage all Nations underſtand, tis — 2 Wit, Cour 
ee the vertue 
Wager, char new Philoſophical way lately found out of — 
ding all hard Queſtions —— Socrates, without ready Money 


to lay down, mult yield. * 
Way Well, 7 muſt have this gallant Fellow. [Afide, 
a Nu. Sure he has forgot this trivial t 
Wl. Even thou who ſeeſt Sing unregarded 
wo't chen be fond and kind, and flatter me. ( Soft fore, 


By Heaven, I'll hate thee then; nay, will marry to be rich to 
hate thee: the worlt of that, is but to ſuffer nine Days Won- 
derment. Is not that better from Age of Scorn than 2 proud 


La Nu. Oh, there's Reſentment left- whe, * faith, 
ſuch a Wedding would give the Town — we ſhould 
have a lamentable Dirty made on it, Entituled, The Captains 
Wedding, with the doleful Relation of his being over - laid by 
an o'regrown Monſter, 

Wil. III warrant ye L eſcape chat as fare 25 cuckolding, for I 
would fain ſee that hardy Weight that dares attempt my Lady 


bright, either 85K Force or flattery. 


La Nu. $0, then you intend to Bed her? 

Wil Yes fach, and eee « Re of derags, he les 
ul the Fathers Qualities 

Fe Faxth fach a Brod may prove a pretty Livelihood for 
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ill. A proviſion old Carle cannot make for you againſt the 
abandon'd day. | | 
La Nu. He can ſupply the want of Iſſue a better way, and 
tho he be nor ſo fine a Fellow as your ſelf; He's a better Friend, 
he can keep a Miſtriſs: give me a Man can feed and cloath me, 
2s well as hug, and all to bekiſs me, and tho' his Sword be not ſo 
good as yours, his Bond's worth a thouſand Captains, This will 
not do, I'll try what Jealouſie will do. [ Aſide, 


Jour Servant Captain Jour Hand, Sir: 


Takes Ariadne by the Hand, 
ill. Hah, what new Coxcomb's that———hold Sir, 
| Takes her from him, 


Aria. What would you, Sir, ought, with this Lady? 

Will. Yes, that which thy Youth will only let thee gueſs at 
——this—(Child)is Mans Meat; there are other Toys for 
Children. | Offers. to lead her off. 

La Nu. Oh inſolent, and whither would'it thou lead me? 

Will, Only out of harms way, Child, here are pretty neat 
Conveniencres within: the Doctor will be civi tis part ofs 
Calling Tour Servant, Sir, Going off with her. 

Aria. I muſt huff now tho? I may chance to be beaten come 
back or I have ſomething here that will oblige ye to't. 

LP { his Sword, 

Will. Yes faith, thou'rt a pretty Youth; but at this time Ive 
more occaſion for a thing in Petticoats go home, and do 
not walk the Streets ſo much; that rempring Face of thine will 
debauch the grave men of buſineſs, and make the Magiftrates 
Luſt after Wickedneſs. | | . 

Aria. You are a ſcurvy Fellow, Sir. Going to draw, 
Vill. Reep in your Sword, tor fear it cut your Fingers,Child- 

Aria. So *ewill your Throat, Sir, —here's Company coming 
that will part us, and Ill venture to Draw. ¶ Draws, Will.Draws, 

Enter Beaumond. 

Beau. Hold, hold —hah, ill more thou Man of conſtant 
miſchief, What's the matter? 

La Nu. Beaumond ! undone. 

Aria Beaumond — | | 
Will. Whe, here's a young Spark will rake my Lady bright 
from me; the unmanner'd Hot-ſpur would not have parience till 
had finiſt d my ſmall Affair with her. Puts up his Sword; 

Aria, Death, he'll know me——Str, you ſce we are preven- 
ted. 5 * — him aſide, 
— — [ Seems to talk to him, Beau. gazes on 12 

Nuche, wh» has pull down her Veil, 


\ 


* 


| Bean, 'Tis ſhe; Madam, this Veil's too thin to hide the 


perjur'd Beauty underneath, Oh, have I been ſearching 115 
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with all the diligence: of impatient Love, and am I thus re. 
warded, to find thee here incompaſs d round with Strangers, 
fighting. who firſt ſhould rake my right away —— Gods! rake 
your reaſon back; take all your Love! for eaſie Man's unwor- 
thy of the Bleſſings. | 
Will. Harkye, Harry— the Woman==the almighty Whore— 
thou told ſt me of to day. ö 
Beau. Death, do'ſt thou mock my Griet — unhand me ſtrait, 
for tho' I cannot blame thee, I muſt hate thee, | Goes our, 
Vill. What the Devil ails he 
Aria. You will be ſure to come. 
Will. At Night in the Piazza; I have an Aſſignation with 2 
Woman, that once diſpazch'd, I will not fail ye, Sir. 
Luc. And will you leave him with her ? 
Aria. Oh, yes, he'lIl be neꝰer the worſe for my uſe when he 
has done with her. Ex. Luc. and Aria. Will. looks 
| with ſcorn on La Nuche. 
Pill. Now you may go o'ertake him, lye with him—and ruin 
him, the Fool was made for fuch a Deſtiny — if he eſcapes my 
Sword. Th He offers to go. 
Ja Nu. I muſt prevent his viſit to this Woman but dare not 
tell him ſo. | | | [ Aſide, 
I would not have ye meet this angry Youth. 
Will. Oh, you would preſerve him for a tarther uſe— 
La Nu. Stay — you mult not fight — by Heaven, I cannot 
ſee that Boſom—wounded—— Vins and weehs, 
ill. Hah! weep'ſt thou! curſe me when I refuſe a faith to 
that obliging Language of thy Eyes oh give me one proof 
more, and aſter that, thou conquereſt all my Soul: Thy Eyes 
ſpeak Love come, let us in my Dear! ere the bright Fire 


lays that warms my Heart. | [Goes to lead her ou, 
La Nu. Your Love grows rude, and ſaucily demands it. 
| Flings away, 


- Will, Love knows no Ceremony, no reſpe& when once ap- 
proacht fo near the happy minute. 

La Nu. What deſperate eaſineſs have you ſeen in me, or what 
miſtaken merit in your ſelf, ſhould make you fo ridiculouſly 
vain, to think Id give my ſelf to ſuch a Wretch, one ſaln even 
to the laſt degree of Poverty, whilſt all che World is proſtrate 
5 my Feet, whence Tmighr chuſe the Brave, the Great, the 
dien. < { He ſtands ſpight fully gazing at her, 
f Still as he fires, I find my Pride augment, and when he 

cools I burn. | [ Aſide, 


ill. Death, thou'rt a—vain, conceited, taudry Jilt, who'!t 
drawn me in as Rooks their Cullies do, to make me venture all 


And 


my ſtock of Lore, 
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And then you turn me out {> deſpis'd and poor [ Offers zo go. 
La Nu. Tn think you're gone now 

Wal. Nor all thy Arts nor Charms hold me longer. 

Lt Nu. I muſt ſubmit and can you part thus from me 

[ Pulls him. 

Will. I can—nay —— by Heaven, I will not turn,nor look at 
thee, No, when I do, or truſt that faichleſs Tongue again — 

may I be 
La Nu. Oh do not ſwear ——— 

Will. Ever curſt — [Breaks from her, ſhe hols 

La Nu. You ſhall not go — Plague |-—- of this needleſs Pride. 

ide. 
—ſtay— and Il follow—all the dictates of my 1858. 
Will. Oh never hope to flatter me to faith again. 
[ His back to ber, ſhe holding him. 

La Nu. I muſt, I will; what wou'd you have me do? 

(Will. turning ſoftly to ber Never deceive me more, it may 
be fatal to wind me up to an impatient height, then daſh my 
eager Hopes. [ Sighing. 
forgive my rou ghneſs—and be kind, Læ Nuche, I know thou 
wo'r 
La Nu. Will you then be ever kind and true? 

Will. Ask thy own Charms, and to confirm thee more, yield 
and difarm me quite. 

La Nu. Will you not marry then? for tho you never can be 
mine that way, I cannot think that you ſhould be anothers. 

Will. No more delays, by Heaven, twas but a trick——— 

La Nu. And will you never lee that Woman neither, whom 
you're this Night to viſit ? 

Will. Damn all che reſt of thy weak Sex, when thou lookſt 
thus, and art ſo ſoft and charming. L Offers to lead her out. 

La Nu. Sancho my Coach. { Turns in ſcorn, 

Will. Take heed, What mean ye? 

La Nu. Not to be polnted at by all the el Women ot 
the Town, who'l Laugh and cry, Is this the high priz d Lady, 
now fall'n fo low, to doat upon. a Captain, a poor disbanded 
Captain! defend me, from that Infamy. 

Will. Now all the Plagues—bur yer I will not curſe thee, tis 
loſt on thee, for thou art deſtin d damn'd. {Going out. 

Ta Nu. Whither fo faſt ? 

Will. Whe,—1 am ſo indifferent growx—that I can tell chee 
noW—tO a Woman, young, fair and honeſt, for ſhe'l! be kind 
and thankful—farewel Jit—now— ſhould'ſt thou die for one 
ſight more of me thou thould'ſt not hat; nay, ſhould'ſt thou 
Sacrifice all thou haſt couzen'd other Coxcombs ot, to buy = 
fingle viſit — I am fo proud, by Heaven, chou ſhould 


have 
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have ir=o grieve thee more, ſee here, inſatiate Woman. 
| [ Shews her a Purſe, er Hands full of Cold 
The Charm that makes me lovely in thine Eyes: t had all been 
thine hadſt thou not baſely bargain d with me, now tis the Prize 
of ſome well-meaning Whore, whoſe Modeſty will truſt my 
Ge neroſit x. . [ Goes out, 
La Ni. Now I cou'd rave, t've loſt any opportunity which in- 
duſtry nor chance can give again— when on the — point, 
2 curſed fir of Pride comes croſs my Soul, and ſtops the kind 
Careęr— III follow him—ycs, I will follow him, even to the 
Arms of her to whom he's gone. 8 | 
Aur; Madam, tis dark, and we may meet with Inſolence. 
La — No matter, Sancho, let the Coach go home, and do you 
w M 5 } 


omen may boaſt their Honour and their Pride, 
But Love ſoon lays theſe feebler Pom rs afide. 


_— 8 


Bade of the Plaza dt, 

E Buter Willmore dne. 
"Will. A pox upon this Woman that has Jilted me, and I for 
ba A being a fond believing Puppy to be in earneſt wich 
fo great a Devil; where be theſe Coxcombs too? this Blunt and 
Rater foe ; when a Man needs em not, they are plaguing him 
with their unſeaſonable Leah —— could I bur light on them, / 
would be very drunk to Night bur firſt Tl cry my Fortune 

with this Woman —let me-ſee—hereabouts is the Door 

* \ Gropes about for the Door, 


Enter Beaumond, follow'd by La Nuche, and Sancho. 4 


La Nv. Tis he, I know it by his often and uneafic pauſes — 
Beau. And ſhall 7 home and ſleep upon my injury-— whilſt 
this more happy Rover takes my right away—no,damn me then 
for a cold ſenſeleſs Coward! . D Pauſes ls out a KO. 
Will. This Damſel, by the part ot Town ſhe Hives in, ſnou d 
be of Quality, and therefore can have no diſhoneſt defign on 
me, it muſt he xight down ſubſtanual Love, that's certain. 
Beau. Yet Til in and Arm my felf for the Incounter, for 
cwill be rough between us, though we're Friends. 
TI 4 4.4, © [ Groping about, finds the Dov 
Will. Oh, tis this Im ſure, becauſe the Door is open. 60 


a 


Ti 
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— — 
Will. That Voice is of Authority, ſome Husband, Lover, or 


2 Brother, on my Life————this is a Nation of a word and 2 
blow, therefore ll betake me to Toledo [Draws, 


( Willmore in Drawing hits his Sword againſt that of 
Beaumond, who turns and fights, La Nuche 
runs into the Garden frighted. . 
Beau. Hah, are you there ? ; 
Sanc. Tl draw in defence of the Captain —— 
Sancho fights for Beau. and beats ont Will. 
Will. Hah, two to one Turns and goes in. 
Beau. The Garden Door clapt to; ſure he's got in; nay, then 
I have him ſure. | 


Tie SCENE changes to a Garden, La Nuche in it; to her Beau. 
| who takes hold of her Sleeve. . 


L Nu. Heavens, where am ? 3 
Beau. Hah a Woman! and by theſe Jewel 
ſhould be 4riadne—— { Feels. 

Tis ſo! Death, are all Women falſe ! 5. 
[Obe ſtruggles to get ama, be holds her. 
— Oh, tis in vain thou fly'ſt, thy Jnfamy will ſtay Bee 
hind thee ſtill. | þ 
La Nu. Hah, tis Beaurnmd's Voice! 
Now for an Art to turn the trick upon him; I muſt not loſe his 
Friendſhip. — 2 | (Ade. 
Will, —— What a Devil have we here, more Miſchief yet; 
——hah——my Woman with a Man I ſhall ſpoil all 1 
ne er had an excellent knack of doing fo. $4 
Bean. Oh Modeſty, where art thou! I this the effect of all 
your put on ealouſie, that Mask to hide your own new falſnood 
in? new by Heaven, I believe thou'rt old in cunning, that 
couldſt contrive, ſo near thy Wedding night, this, to deprive 
me of che Rights of Love! | | 
iz Nu. Hah, what ſays he? > Code: 
Will. How, a Maid, and young, and to be d roo; 4 
tare Wench this to contriye Matters fo cqnveniently: Oh, for 
fome Miſchief now to ſend him neatly off. Aide. 
Beau. Now you are fileht ; but you could talk to day loudly of 
Vertue! and upbraid my vice! oh how you hated a youttg ke 
ing Husband! whom neither Beauty nor Honour bob Wife cou 
Glige to reaſon—oh, damn your Honour, tis that's the fly pre- 
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tenee of all your domineering infolent Wives Death 
what didſt thou ſee in me, ſhould make thee think that I wonld 
be a tame contented Cuckold? Going, ſhe holds him. 
La Nu. 1 muſt not loſe this laviſh loving Foo [ fide, 
Will. So, I hope he will be civil and withdraw, and leave 
me in poſſeſſion— | 
Beau. No, my Fortune ſhould depend on thee; nay, 
ever hope of future happineſs by Heaven, I ſcorn to 
thee, unleſs thou couldſt convince me thou wer't ho- 
neft————2 Whore ! ——Death, how it cools my Blood 
Will. And fires mine extreamly 
La Nu. Nay, then Iam provok'd tho' I ſpoil all [ Aſide. 
and is a Whore a thing ſo much deſpisd? 
Turn het on _ forſworn turn back, and bluſh at 
| miftaken ivily ———— \ He ſtands 4. 
= — La Miche | * . 


= Enter Aria. peeping,advancing cautiouſly undreſt, Luc. following. 
\ " Mia. Oh, he is here Lucia, attend me in the Orange- 
——— [ Ex, Lucia 
Hah, a Woman with him! | 
Will. Hum — what have we here, another Damſel—ſhe's 
too, and ſeems young and handſom ſure one of theſe wi 
f ro my ſhare ; no matter which, ſo I am ſure of one. 
) La Nu. Who's ſilent now! are you ſtruck dumb with Guilt? | 
thou ſhame to noble Love! thou fcandal to all brave Debauche- W y 
ry, thou Fop of Fortune; thou ſhyiſh Heir to Eſtate and Ml 0. 
Wife, born rich and damn'd to Matrimony. 
Will. Egad a noble Wench I am divided yet. 
La Nu, Then formal Aſs diſguis'd in generous' Lewdnef, 
ſee when the Vizor's off 3 
How ſneakingly that empty form appear v 
Nay, tis thy own | | 
Make much onc, marry with it, and be damn'd. [Offers to gn. 
Wil. J hope ſhe'll beat him for ſuſpecting her. 0 
| [ He holds her, ſhe turns, 
Ariz. Hah who, the Devil can theſe be 
£2 Nu. What filly honeſt fool did you miſtake me for; what 
| Tenilefs modeſt thing? Death, am I grown ſo deſpicable, have 
T deſerv'd no better from thy Love than to be taken for a vertu- 
ous Changeling ? ? 4 | 
Vill. Egad twas an Affront. ; FER [ Aſide. 
La Nu. I'm glad I've found thee out tobe an errant Coxcomb, 
one thatefteems a Woman for being Chaſt, forſoorh! *Shearr, 
mall have thee call me pious ſhortly,a moſt—Religious Marron! | 
. Will. Egad ſhe has reaſon WY 3 25 a 
; N " Beau. | 
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Beau. Forgive me For I took ye——for another 
Ia Nu. Oh did you fo, it ſeems you keep fine Company the 
while——Death, that I ſhould ere be ſeen with ſuch a vile 
Diſſembler, with one fo vain, ſo dull and ſo impertinent, as cam 
be entertain'd by honeſt Women! K 
Will. A Heavenly Soul, and to my Wiſh, were I but ſure of 
her. / | | 
Beau. Oh you do wondrous well raccuſe me firſt ! yes, I am 
2 Coxcomb——a confounded one, to doat upon ſo falſe a Pro- 
ſticute ; nay to love ſeriouſly, and tell it too, yer ſuch an'amo-- 
rous Coxcomb I was born, to hate the Injoyment of che love- 
left Woman, without I have the Heart: the fond ſoft prattle, 
and the lolling dalliance, the Frowns, the little Quarrels, and 
the kind Degrees of making Peace again, — which I pre- 
fer to all the ſenſual, whilſt I endeavour to forget the Whore, 
and pay my Vows to Wit, ro Youth and Beauty. 
Aria. Now hang me, if it be not Beaumond . | 
Beau. Would any Devil leſs than common Woman have ſer wd 
me as thou didſt? ſay, was not this my Night? My paid for 
Night? My own by right of Bargain, and by Love? and halt 
not thou deceiv'd we for a Stranger? 
Wil. So——make me thanktul, then ſhe will be kind. 
/ | | | Hugs himyjelf. 
Beau, — Was not this done like a Whore of. Henour think 
ye, and would not ſuch an Injury make me forſwear all Joys 
of Womankind, and marry in meer ſpight? | 
La Nu; Why where had been the Crime had Ibeen kind ? 
Beau. Thou do'ſt confeſs it then. | ' 
La Ny. Why nor. | 
Beau. Thoſe Bills of Love the oftner paid and drawn, make 
Women better Merchants than Lovers. 2] 
La Nu. And tis the better Trade. 
Wil, Oh Pox, there ſhe daſnt all again. I find they calm 
upon'r, and will agree, therefore Ill bear up to this ſmall Fri- 
got and lay her abroad. [ Goes fo Ariadne. 
La Nu. However J am glad the Vizor's off; you might have 
fool'd me on, and ſworn I was the only Conqueror of your 
Heart, had not good Nature made me follow you, to undeceive 
your falſe Suſpicions of me: How have you ſworn never to mar- 
ry? How rail'd at Wives, and ſatyr'd Fools oblig d to Wedlock * 
And now at laſt, ro thy eternal Shame, thou haſt betrayd 
thy ſelf to be a moſt pernicious honourable Lover, à per- 
jur d honeſt—— nay, a very Husband. 
| 75 [ Tons away, be bulds ber. 
® 4: 5 : 
Aria. Hah, ſure tis the Captain. * 5 


* 
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Wil. Prichee, Child, lets leave em to themſelves, they! a. 
matters Pl! warrant them when they're alone, and let ug 
try how Love and good Nature will provide for us. 
ia. Sure he cannot know me—us—pray who are you, and 
am I ? | | 
Wil. Whe, look ye Child, I am a very honeſt civil Fellow, 
for my Part, and thou'rr a Woman for thine ; and I deſire to 
— know no more at preſent. | 
» via. Tis he, and knows not me to be the ſame he ap- 
pointed to 8 purſue that Path on your right Hand, 
chat Grove of Orange Trees, and Il! follow you immediately. 
Wil. Kind and Civil prithee make haſt, dear Child, 
$6245 6 Set 7 Ex. Will. 
Beau. And did you come to call me back . 2 © UL Lmvingh, 
Le Nu. No matter you are to he marry'd Sir | 
| Beau. No more, tis true, to pleaſe my Uncle, I have talk'd 
| of ſome-ſuch thing; but Tl purſue it no farther, ſo thou wilt 
| yet be mine, and mine intirely—— I hate this Ariadne. for 
2 Wife——by Heaven I do. | 
Aria. A very plain Confeſſion. [ Claps him on the back, 
Beau. Ariadne / ä I” 
La Nu. I'm glad of this, now I ſhall be riq of him. (Aſide 
how ist, Sir, I ſee you ſtruggle hard twixt Love and 
Honour, and Tl! refign my Placer 
| | ; Offers to go, Ariadne pulls her back, 
Aria. Hold, if ſhe take him not away I ſhall difappoint my 
Man faith Tl not be out- done in Generofity. 


—— 


Here Love deſerves him beſt and I reſign him 
Pox on't I'm honeſt, tho' that's no fault of mine; twas For- 
tune who has made a worſe Exchange, and you and I ſnould 
ſuir moſt damnably together. [To Beau. 
Beau. I am ſure there's ſomething in the Wind, ſhe being in 
the Garden, and the Door left open. | | Afade. 
Ses, I believe you are willing enough to part with me, 
| when you expect another you like better. 4 
' Aria. Im glad I was before: hand with you then. 
Beau. Very good, and the Door was leſt open to give admit- 
tance to a Lover. | 
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Aria. "Tis viſible it was to let one in to you, falſe as you are. 
La Nu. Faith, Madam, you miſtake my Conſtitution, my 
Beauty and my Buſineſs, is only to be belov d not to Love; Ileave 
that Slavery for yon Women of Quality, who muſt invite, or 
die without the Bleſſing; for likely the Fool you make choice 
of Wants Wir or Confidence to ask firſt ; you are fain to wh. 
ſtle before che Dogs will fetch and carry, and then too the) 


ap- 


{ Gives him to La Nuche. 
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a —— by ſtealth: and _ on uw Drudgery, the ſub- 
us iſſiye Curs are turn d our for fear ing your Apartment; 

or that che Mungrels ſhould ſcandalize — 25 | 
1d While'ſt all my Lovers of the noble Rind, throng to adore and 
— my Preſence daily, gay, as if cach were triumphing for 
W victory. . | 
to Aria. Ay this is ſomething; what a poor ſneaking thing an 
| honeſt Woman is. | | | 
p- IL Nu. — And if we chance to love ſtill, there's a difference, 
our Hours of Love are like the Deeds of Darknefs, and mine 
X like cheerful Birds in open Day. 
Aria. You may, you have no Honour to loſe. ; 
l. La Nu. Or it I had, why ſhould I double the Sin by Hypo- | 


ly. eriſie. Lucia ſqueaks within, crying, hel "i 
Aria. Heavens, that's . Voice. n f 

Pd Bear. Hah, more Caterwauling? , + 

ile Enter Lucia in haſte, * 

or Luc. Oh, Madam, we're undone, and, Sir, for Heavens Sake 


Beau. What's the matter? = I HIS 
Luc, Oh you have brought the moſt villainous mad Friend 
with ou he found me ſittting on a Bank and did 
o ruffle me. 
Aria, Death, ſhe takes Beaumond for the Scranger, and will - 
ruin me. | . 
Luci, Nay, made Love fo loud, that my Lord your Father - in- 
kla, who was in his Cabinet, heard us from the ety wy 
he, and has ſent to ſearch the Garden and ſhould he find a 
Stranger with you do but you retire, Sir, and all's wen. 
_— [To Beaumond. 
uld Arie. The Devil's in her Tongue. [Aſide 1 
au. Luci. For if Mr, Beaumond be in the Houſe, we ſhall have che 4 
n Devil to do with his Jealouſie. | 
de, Aria, So, there tis out. | 
ne, BY Beau. She takes me for another am jilted every where 
what friend I brought none with me. | 
———Madam, do you reti { To La Nuche, 


ut- La Nu. Glad of my freedom too | Goes our, 
A claſhing of Swords within. Enter Willm. fighting, preſt 
— 0 back by 3 er 4 Men, and Abevile, Aria. and Luc. run out. 


ave Beau. Hah, ſet on by odds; hold, tho chou be'ſt my Rival, 
„er will free thee, on Condition wilt meet me to marow 
dice W morning in the Figxzo by day break. | | | 
rh. [Et bimſelf between their Swords, and ſpeaks te Will. aſide. 
he) WW Hil. By Heaven Pl! do it. * 3 

| | 2 Beau. 
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Beau. Retire in ſafety then, you have your pal. ' 
Abev. Fall, fall on, the number is increas d. [Fall on Beau. 
Beau. Raſcals do you not know me. 

Falls in with em and beats em back, and Ex. with them, 
Wil. ** and you be fo well acquainted I'll leave you—un- 
fortunate ſtill I am; my own well meaning, but ill Management, 


is my eternal Foe : Plague on em, they have wounded me ( 
et not one drop of Blood's departed from me that warm'd my l 
art for Woman, and Tm not willing to quit this Fairy-ground n 
1 till ſome kind Devil have been civil to me. 


Enter Ariadne and Lucia. . 

© Aria. I ſay, tis he: thou'ſt made ſo many dull miſtakes ro fi 
I 

M 


Night, thou dareſt not truſt thy Senſes when they re true 
how do you, Sir | 
4 il. That Voice has Comfort in't, for 'tis a Womans : hah, 
more Interruption ? 
Ayia. A little this way, Sir. | | 
Ex. Aria. and Will. into the Garden, on 


Enter Beaumond, Abevile in a ſubmiſſrve Poſture. he 
Beau. No more excuſes— By all theſe Circumſtances, I know 
this Ariadne is a Gypſie. What difference then between a mo- fc: 
ney- taking Miftrifs and her that gives her Love? only perhaps | 
this fins the eloſer by t, and talks of Honour more: What Fool Spi 
wou'd be a Slave to empty Name, or value Woman for diſſem- 
bling well TIl ro Læ Miche the honeſter o'rh' two 
Abevile get me my Muſick ready, and attend me at Ly 
Nuche's. [ | Ex. ſeveralh. 
Luci. He's gone, and to his Miſtriſs too. 


57 Enter Ariadne purſu'4 by Willmore. | 
Wil, My little Daphne, tis in vain to fly, unleſs like her, 
cou'd be chang d into a Tree : Apollo's ſelf purſu'd not with 
more eager Fire than J. | {. Holds her, 
Aria. Will you not grant a Parly e're I yield 

Will. Pm better at a Storm. 

Aria. Beſides, you're wounded too. 

il. Oh leave thoſe Wounds of Honour to my Surgeon, thy * 
Buſineſs is co cure thoſe of Love: Your true bred Soldier ever 
fizhrs with the more heat for a Wound or two. | 

Aria. Hardly in Venus War s. 
IWil. Her ſelf ne're thought ſo when ſhe ſnatcht her Joys be- 
tween the rough Incounters of the God of War. Come, let's 
purſue the Buſineſs we came for : See the kind _ invites, 
and all the ruffling Winds are huſnt and ſtill, only the vet 
| 3 * P 
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phiers ſpread their render Wings,courting in gentle Murmurs the 
oy Boughs; twas in a Night like this, Diana taught the My- 
ſteries of Love to the fair Boy Endymion : I am plaguy full of 
Hiſtory and Simily to night— | OR 

Aria, You ſec bow weil he far'd for being modeſt. 

Wil. He might be modeſt, but cwas not over- civil ro put her 
Goddeſsſhip to asking firſt; thou ſeeſt Pm better bred— come 
lets haſte to ſilent Grots that attend- us, dark Groves where 
none can ſee—and murmuring Fountains. n 

Aria. Stay, let me confider firſt, you are a Stranger, incon- 
ſtant too as Iſland Winds, and every day are Fighting for your 
Miſtrifſes, of which you'ye had at leaſt four ſince I ſaw you 
firſt, which 1s not a whole day. 

Wil. I grant ye, before I was a Lover I ran at Random, but 
yl _ up now, be a patient Man, and keep to one Woman pl 
Month. . 5 | +/%: 

Aria., A Month! ** | 

Wil. And a fair Reaſon, Child; time was, I word have worn 
one Shirt, or one pair of Shoos ſo long as have let the Sun ſer 
twice upon the ſame Sin; but ſee the Power of Love: thou haſt 
bewirch'd me, that's certain. bets | 

Arid. Have a care of giving me the aſcendant over ye, for 
fear I make ye marry me. | 

Wil. Hold, I bar that caſt, Child; no, I'm none of thoſe 
Spirits thar can be conjur'd into a Wedding- ring, and dance in 
the dull matrimonial Circle all my Days. | 

Aria, But what think you of a hundred thouſand Crowns, 
and a Beauty of ſixteen? _ | 

Wil. As of moſt admirable Bleffings— but harkye, Child, I 
am plaguily afraid thou'rt ſome ſcurvy honeft thing of Quality 
by theſe odd Queſtions of. chine, and haſt ſome wicked Deſign 
upon my Body, | | 

Aria. What, to have and to hold I'll warrant. 

———  —No faith, Sir, Maids of my Quality expect better 
Jointures than a Buff-coar, Scarf and Feather: ſuch Portions as 
mine are better Ornaments in a Family than a Captain and his 


Commiſſion. =] 32 
Wil. Whe, well ſaid, now thou haſt explain'd thy ſelf like a 
Woman of Honour Come, come, let's away. 
Aria. Explain my ſelf! How mean ye? 
Wil. ——Thou ſay'ſt 1 am not fit to way thee—and I be- 
eve this Aſſignation was not made to tell me ſo, nor yet to hear 
me whiſtle to Birds. : 
Aria. Faith no, I ſaw you, lik d ye, and had a mind to ye. 
Wil. Ay Child—— | | | 
Aria, In ſhort, I took ye for _—_— Honour. 


Wi. 
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Wil. Nay, if 1 eil che Devil take me. | 
Aria. I am a Virgin in Diſtreſs | 
Wil. Poor heart. 

Aria. To be marryd within 2 Day or two to one I like 1 not. 

Wil. Hum and therefore woud'ſt diſpoſe of a ſmall Vir- 
vin Treaſure (too good for filly Husbands) in-a Friends Hands: 
faith,” Child— was ever a good Religious Charitable Chriſtian, 
and ſhall acquit*my felf as honeſtly and piouſly in this eure | 
becomes a Gentleman. — | 


Enter Abevile with Muſick. 


Ahev. Come away, are ye all arm'd for the Buſineſs? 

Aria. Hah, arm'd, we are ſurpriz'd again. 55 | 

Wil. Fear not. | | [braun. 
via. Oh God, Sir, dae, ou ive already wounded! | 
but I conjure you, as a Man of Honour, be here at the Garden - 
Gate to night again, and bring a Friend, in caſe of Danger, | 
with you, and poſſible P11 put my felt into your Hands, for 


chis $ Work has ruin'd me— [Speaking quick, and phfbing | 


bim ey lay runs 44 

Abev. —My Maſter ſure not gone yet | Peep 

Wil. Rafcals, cho you are odds, ll fi hoe Work inves 

quiſhing. Falls an en. 

ev. Hold, Sir, I am your Page. Do you ac know me! 

, And theſe the Mufick you commanded—ſhall I carry em where 

: ou order'd, Sir? 
„ 2m 2 They take me for ſome other, e lucky. 

O, Aye— tis well——PIF follow but 'whither ?— Fine 
of my dull Miſtakes, the Woman's gone—yer ſtay— [Calls en. 
For now f think on't, this Miſtake'may help me to another— 
ſtay——-1 muſt diſpoſe of this mad Fire about me, which all, WF | 
theſe Diſappointments cannot lay Oh for ſome young kind WM 

Sinner in the Nick——How I cou'd ſouſe upon her like a Bird MW 
F | 
0 Outs 


SCENE C hanges 7 La Nuche Honſe. 


Enter Petronella and Aurelia with Light. 


Aur. Well, che Stranger is in Bed, and moſt impatiently ex 
af our Patrona, who is not yet returned. 
Pet. Curſe of this Love! I know ſhe's in purſuit ol this ko- | 
ver, this Engliſh Piece of Impudence; Pox on em, I kao no- 
ching good in the whole Race of em, but giving all to their 
Shirrs when they're rang: Baſs Oat 6 00, Aurelia 2 This 


el 


1 1 A 2 _ 


F 
x 
* 


well bang'd, 


ging Fire of a proudamorous Heart. 


Stranger muſt not be put off, nor Carlo neither, who has find 
again as if for a new Maiden- head. | ca 

Aur. You are ſo covetous, you might have put em ccf, but 
now tis too late. k 1 

Pet. Put off! Are theſe Fools to be put off think ye, a ſine 
Fop Engliſh-man, and an old doating Grandee? no, 
I cou'd put the old trick on em ſtill, had ſhe been here but to 
have entertain d em: but hark, one knocks, «tis Carlo on my 


2 


Enter Carlo, gives Petronella Gold. 


Car, Let this plead for me ww. 

Pet. Sweet Don you are the moſt Eloquent Perſon=———- 
Carl. I would regale to Night I know it is not mine, 
bur Fve ſent five hundred Crowns to purchaſe it, becauſe I 


law another bargaining fort; and Perſons of my Qualicy muſt . 


not be reſus d: you apprehend me. 

Pet, Moſt rightiy that was the Reaſon ſhe came ſo our 
of Humour home and is gone to Bed in ſuch a ſullen Fir— 

Carl, To Bed, and all alone ?!!——7 wou'd ſurprize her there ? 
Oh how it pleaſes me to think of ſtealing into her Arms like a 
fine Dream, Wench, hah. - . 

Aur. Twill be a pleatant one no daubt. 0 

Pet. He lays the way out how he'l be couzen d Aſide. 


The Seignior perhaps may be angry, Sir, but I'll venture that 


to accommodate you, and that you may ſurpriſe her the more 
readliy, be pleas d to ſtay in my Chamber, till you think ſhe 
may be aſleep. | | 

Carl. Thou art a perfect Miſtriſs of thy Trade. "ITY 

Pet. So, now will I to the Seigniora's Bed my ſelf, dreſt and 
perfum'd, and finiſh two good Works at once ; earn five hun- 
dred Crowns, and keep up the Honour of the Houſe——fſottly 
ſweer Don. [Lights him out. 

Aur. And I will do two more good things, diſappoint your 
Expectations i ilt the young Engliſh Fool, and have old Carls 

if rother have any Courage. 

Enter La Nuche in Rage, and Sancho. 

La Nu. Aurelia, help, help me to be reveng'd upon this 
wretched unconſidering Heart. r 

Aur. Heavens, have you made the Rover happy, Madam 

L Nu. Oh wou'd I had, or that or any Sin wou d change this 
Rage into ſome eaſter Paſſion: Sickneſs and Poverty, Diſgrace 
and Pity, all met in one, were kinder than this Love, chis ra- 
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\ . . | a ; " 
| Enter Petronella. | | 
Pet. Heavens, what's the matter? 2 
Aur, Here's Petroneila, diſſemble but your rage a little. 
La Nu. Damn all diffembling now, it is too late the Tyrant 
Love reigns abſolute within, and Pm loſt, Aurelia. | 
Pet. How, Love! forbid it Heaven! will Love maintain ye? 
La Nu. Curſe on your Maxims, will they eaſe my Heart ? 
Can your wiſe Counſel fetch me back my Rover? | 
Pet. Hah, your Rover, a Pox upon him. | 
La Nu. He's gone ——'gone to the Arms of ſome gay gene- 
rous Maid, who nobly follows Love's divine Dictates, whilſt 1 


*o4inſt Nature ſtudying thy dull Precepts; and to be bafe and 
infamouſly rich, have barter'd all the Joys of humane Life— 


oh give me Love ! I will be poor and | 
Pet. She's loſt—————buc hear me | 
Ta Nu. I,won'c, from Child hoad thou haſt trained me up in 
cunning, read Lectures to me of the uſe of Man, but kept me. 
from the knowledge of the Right; taught me to Jilr, to flatter 
and deceive, and hard it was to learn thᷣ ungrateful Leſſons; but 
oh how ſoon plain Nature taught me Love! and ſhow'd me all 
the cheat of thy falſe Tenements 0 give me Love 
with any other Curſe. . * 
Pet. But who will give you that when you are poor? when 
you are wretchedly deſpis'd and poor — - * 
La Nu. Hah 4 ED? 
Pet, Do you not daily ſee— fine Cloaths, rich Furniture, 
Jewel? and Plate are more inviting than Beauty unadorn d; be 
old, diſeas d, deform d, be any thing, ſo you be rich and ſplen- 
didly attended, you'll find your ſelf lov'd and ader d by all— 
but Pm an old fool ſtill — well, Petronella, hadſt thou been half 


* 


as induſtrious in thy Youth as in thy Age thou hadft not 


come to this { VVeeps, 
La Nu: She's in the right; CY Ent AF 
Pet. What can this mad poor Captain do for you, love you 
whilſt you can buy him Britches, and then leave you; a Womai 
has a ſweet time on't with any Soldier-Lover of em all, with 
their Iron Minds, and Buff Hearts; feather'd Inamorato's have 
nothing that belongs to Love but his Wings, the Devil clip em 
for Petronell —— * 3 n 
La Nu. True he can ne re be conſtant. [ auſſnę. 
Pet. Heaven forbid he ſhould, no, ig are ſo * * 


that you muſt have him; give him a Night or two and pay 

ſor t and ſend him to ſeed again: But for your Heart, Sdeath, ! 
would as foon part with my Beauty, or Youth; and as neceſſary 
a Tool ci; for yaur Trade Courtezan and Love! — by 


- 
« | * 
2 . a 
- 1 1 
3 _—_ 
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all my Counſel's thrown away upon ye. VVeeps, 

La Nu. No more, I will be ruld —— I will be wiſe, 2 nah, 
and ſince I muſt yield ſomewhere, and ſome time, Beaumond 
ſhall be the Man, and this the Night; he's handſom, young, 
and laviſhly profuſe : This Night he comes, and I'll ſubmit to 
latereſt. Let the gilded Apartment be made ready, and ſtrew 
it o'er with Flowers, adorn my Bed of State; let all be ſine; 
perfume my Chamber like the Phoenix's Neſt, I'll be luxurious 
in = Pride to Night, and make the Amorous Prodigal Youth 
my Slave. | 

Pet. Nobly reſolv'd, and for theſe other two who wait your 


coming, let me alone to manage. | [Goes out. 
SCENE changes to 4 Chamber, diſcovers 
Fetherfool in Bed. 


Feth. This Gentlewoman is plaguy long in coming — ſome 
Nicety now; ſome perfum'd Smock, or Point Night-Cloaths to 
make her more lovely in my Eyes: Well, theſe Women are 
tight City Cooks, they ſtay 1o long to garniſn the Diſh, till the 
Meat be cold but hark, the Door open 


Euer Carlo foftly, half undreft. | 

Car. This Wench ſtays long, and Love's impatient ; this 
is the Chamber of LA Nuche, I take it: If ſhe be awake, 
Ill let her know who I am, if nor, I'll ſteal a Joy before 
ſhe thinks of it. | 

Feth. Sure tis ſhe, pretty modeſt Rogue, ſhe comes i'th 
dark, to hide her Blu hum, I'm plaguy Eloquent th! 
luddain Who's chere? [ VV hiſpering, 

Car. "Tis I, my Love—— | 2» al 

Feth. Hah, ſweet Soul, make haſte ; there 'rwas again. 

Car, So kind, ſure ſhe takes me for ſame other, or has ſome 
inkling of my Deſign { To himſelf. 
Where are you, Sweeteſt? _ 

Rth. Here my Love, give me your Hand — 

l Puts out his Hand, Carlo kneels and kiſſes it, 

Car, Here let me worſhip the fair Shrine before I dare 
approach ſo fair a Saint Kiſſes the Hand. 

Feth. Hah, what a Pox have we here—wou'd L were well our 


oth *rother ſide — perhaps tis her Husband, and then 'm a 


dead Man, if I'm diſcover'd. - 1 
emoxes to 'tother ſide, Carlo holds his Hand. 

Car. Nay, do not fly know you took me for ſome happier 
perſon | ([Feth. firuggles, Car. riſes, and takgs bim 
3 : in his Arms, and kiſſes him, 


* 
= 
* 
2 ** 
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1 
* 
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* 


- Feth. Nay, I can hold a Bearded Venus, 


Honour; a Stateſman's Reputation is a tender thing: Convey m 
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* Feth, What, will you raviſn me? E. a ferill Voice,” 


5 there, Lichts. 


ir, as well as any 
Man. 


, . las Carlo. 

Car. What art thou, Rogue, Villain, Slave? 

3 - ( They fall to Cuffs, and fight till they are bloody, 
| all from the Bed, and fight on the Floor, 


| Enter Petronella, Sancho, and Aurelia. 

Pet. Heaven, what noiſe is this we are undone, part em 
Sancho. 5 F ( They part em. 

Feth Give me my Sword; nay, give me but a Knite, that 7 
may cut yon Feliow's Throat— | ; 

Car. Sirra, Tm a Grandee, and a Spaniard, and will be re- 
. 22 ral 2 7 ts be 
F:th. And I'm an Engliſh-man, and a Juſtice, and will have 


Car. Hah, that Voice is not La e 


Lay, Sir. 


Pet. Say tis her Husband, or any thing to get him hence. 

| | (Aſide to Sancho, who whiſpers him. 
-cheſe Engliſh, Sir, are Devils, and on my Life *cis un- 
known to the Seigniora that he's i th Houſe. (To Carlo aſide. 
Car. Come, I'm abus'd, but I muſt put it up for fear of m 


out the back way. Fll be reveng d. (Goes o. 


Feth, (Aurelia whiſpers to him afide) How, her Husband ! Pri- 
thee convey me out; my Cloaths, my Cloaths, quickly 

Aur. Our, Sir, he has lock d the Door, and defigns to have 
ye murder d. ” 4.00 

th. Oh gentle Soul take pity on me — where, oh what 
{hall 7 do my Cloaths, my Sword and Money. 


' Aur. Quickly, Sancho, tie a Sheet to the Window, and let 


him ſlide down by that —— be ſpeedy, and we'll throw your 


Cloaths out after ye. Here, follow me to the Window. 


Feth. Oh, any whither, any whither ; that 7 could not be 


- - _ warn'd from Whoring in a ſtrange Country, by my Friend, 


Ned Blunt's Example if I can but keep it ſecret 97 
J care no | ( (Exentt 


SCENE, the Street, a Sheet tyd to the Bal- 


-Þ 


Hays. Where can this Raſcal, my Page, be all rhjg 


_. cony, and Feth. ſitting croſs to ſlide domn. 
Ferb. S0————now your Neck, or your Throat, chuſe ye 

either, wiſe Mr. Nicholas Fetherfool — but ſtay, J hear 

Company. Now dare not I budg an Inc. 
EE Enter Beaumond alone. 


while 51 
Waited 


{ 


4 
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1 the Nagel long, that I believe he has miſtock 1 
| | any Ort, ane and gone direftly co Li Nuche's Houſe — bur here's ; 
p no O 2 
| l Kn hear seg, Ill venture down. * 

n ( Goes half way down and flops. 
ö Enter Abevile; Myſick, and Willmore, 


vil. Whither will chis Boy conduct me — but ſince to a Wo- 
man, no matter which tis. 
Erb. Hah, more Company; ; now dare not 1 ſtir up nor 
| down, 8422 may be Bravoes to cut my Throat. 
ſure theſe are they 
ill. Come, my Heart, lofe no time, but tune your Pipes. 
( Harliquin pls on his Guirtar, and ſings. 
| Rea How, ſure this is ne Rival. (Goes near and liſtens, 
d. Parkes, Child, haſt thou ne er an Amorous Dirry,ſhorr 
and 410 


| Abeu, Shall 7 nor fi you gave ve me, Sir 

. ill. I ſhall ſpoil und ha — — Child—char 

cha (The Boy ſings, Beaus liſtens, and ſcewns 
- 
4 x ang thewhile, 

4 | 
[ ; N x | 8 ON G. 
, 
£ A Pox upon this needleſs Scorn, 3 
| Silvia Een ame the Cheat give re, > > 
a | The end to Genre the fair are born, 
V ner to keeptheir Charms in ſtore, 
t Bi eee in haſte, 
| Of Foys which none but Touth improve; . 
* Foys which decay when Beauty's paſt : 1 
N | And who when Beauty's paſt will Love, ; 
0 When Ae thoſe Glories ſhall deface, a 
F Revenging all your cold difdain, | 8 
f | And Silvia ſhall negletted paſs, | 
y » By every once admiring Swain, 
| And we canonly Pity pay, 
* | Whenyou in vain too late ſhall burn : 
If Love increaſe, and Touth delay, * 
f Ab, Silvia, who will make return : PF. . 
* Then haſte, my Silvia, to the Grave, | — — 
Where all the Sweets % = ging : - be: 4 
na err 

1 And raiſe our chem 47 P. Fee, A 1 
d x Whers 
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* . 


2336 The Rover or; The Belp va Cele, 


Ae whit imbracing, weiſhould lie 5: nh 2 
_Loyſely in Shades; on Banks of Flowers:  _ 0 

Toe auller World whilſt we gefie, 238 
Tears will be Minutes, Ages Hours. 114 = 
Ben. Sdeath, cher s my Page's Voice : Who the Devil id c 1 
that Ploughs with my Heifer!!⁰ Or 
Aur. Don Henrick, Don Henriche—— To 
| ( The Door opens, Beau. goes up to; Will. 2 in by Up 
and offers to go in, hepulls him back. To 
i. How now, what intruding Slave art thou! #4 
Beau. What Thief art thou that baſely, and by dark, fob'ſt w. 
8 me of all my Bent! os — 
| [Strikes him, they fight, and Blows light on ; 
Fethertool who hangs down. (ol 


Cure throws Feth. Cloaths out, Harliquin takes em up in | 
confuſion; they fight out Beaumond, all go off, but Will, ca 


ens into the Houſe : Harliquin and Ferh. remain. Feth. Ha: 
gets down, runs againſt Harliquin in the 4 both you 1 
frighted. | 


Harl. Que queſto, 
Feth. Ay, un pouer dead Home, murder d, kill'd. 
Harl. (In Italian) You, are the firſt dead Man I ever law 


walk. 

Frkxth. Hah, Seignior Harliquin ! 
Harl. Seigniore Nicholas . 5 
--Feth. A Pox Nicholas ye, I have been mail and beaten with. 

in doors, and hang d and baſtinado'd without doors, loſt my ; 
Cloaths, my Money, and all my Moveables ; but this is nothing I ret 
ro the Secret taking Air. Ah, dear Seignior, convey me to the 
* there I may have n and Cure under one — 


tc. th... = —_— wu. ä 8 „ 


- — — — f 
/ 5 P me 
ACTIV. SCENE I. . Wk. 

A Chamber, La Nuche on a Couch in an Undrgſs, Yo 

| Willmore ar her Feet, on his Knees, all unbracd: An 
his Hat, Sword, &c. on the Table at which ſhe # [h 


ard 

| dreſſing ber Head, N * f 
Wil. H Gods! no more! ind Thi 
I fee a yielding in thy Charming Eyes, | 

The Bluſhes on thy Face, thy trembling Arms, Tis 
Thy Brea, and fhorr breath d Sighs IDY Inn 


Thou wo't be mine, in r of f Art. 


148 * 
= 
? {4 ; - 4. 
b * . 
* 


I Ne 


S 


m Eyes you can ſo * interpret, 
9 Bowing down her head to him, and ſigbing. 
r if it muſt diſpoſe me as you pleaſe 


Will. Heaven, I thank thee! [ Riſes with Toy. 


ho wou'd not Plough an Age 1 in Winter Seas, 

or wade ſeven long Years in ruder Camps, 5 
To find out this Reſt at laſt 3 on, and kiſſes her Bom. 
Upon thy tender Boſom to repo 


To gaze _—_ thy E 8 nd-raſte thy balmy Kiſſes, [Kiſſes ber. 
eve | 


Sweeter rlaſting Groves of Spices, 
When the ſoft Winds _ the opening Buds: 
Come, haſte, my Soul, to Bed 


La Nu. You can be kat! find, when you wou'd Conquer bs 


ſolute! 
Wi 4 Not Infant Angels, not young ſighing Cupids 
Can be more; this raviſhing Joy that thou haſt promis mis'd me, 
Has form'd my Soul to ſuch a calm of Love, | 
I melts even at my Eyes 
La Nu. What have I done? that Promiſe will undo me: 
his Chamber was prepar'd; and I was dreſt, 
To give admitrance to another Lover. : 
ill. But Love and Fortune both were on my ſide 
Come, come to Bed conſider nought but Love 


They going out, one knocks, 
Le Nu, Hark! 
(Beau. without) Heav'n 1 will have entrance 


La Ny. Tis he whom I expect; un Life and me, 


tire a little into this Cloſer 
Mil. Hah, retire= 
La Nu. He's the moſt fiercely jealous of his Sex, 
And Diſappointment will inrage him more. 


Will. Death, let him rage whoe'er he be; doſt chink III hide | 


me from him, and leave thee to his Love? p 

Shall I pent up through the thin Wainſcot, hear 

Your Sighs, your amorous Words, and ſound of Kifles ? 
No, if * canſt couzen me, dot, but diſcreetly, 

and I ſhall think thee true: 


| have thee now, and when I tamely part with thee, may cow. 
ards Huff and Bully me [ Knocks gain, 


La Nu, And muſt I be undone becauſe I love ye? 
This is the Mine from whence I fetcht my Gold! 


Will. Damn the baſe Traſh, I'll have poor, and mine; 


Tis nobler far, to ſtarve with him thou lov'ſt, 
Than gay without, and pining all within. 
[Koc king, breath 
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' La Nu. What nes you, urge my Tongue then to repeat whar : 


ing the Door, WAL par b Sw. | 


La Nu. 
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Tae Nu, Heavens, here vil be murder done — he muſt not 


| tym. 

* Beau. * the Door, ſhe runs a with the Candle 
—__ * thy are by Beau. emers with his Sword drawn. 
Will. What art thou? 


Beau. A Man. 1 [Tho fight. 
Exer Perron. with Light, — Ben rawp br. 


h thou falſe Woman, falſer than thy Smiles, 
Which ſerve but to fm 4 5 natur d Man, ME 
And when thou haſt im betray ſt his Heart. 
ill. Beaumond! © 

Beau. Willmore ! Is it with thee that 1 muſt tug for Empire? 
For 1 lay claim to all tkis World of 

Tales La Nuche, looking with ſcurn on Willmore, 

Le Nu. Heavens, how got this Ruffian in 

ill. Hold, hold, dear Harry, lay no 3 thou 
eunanſt make thy Pong ara 

Beau, She's mine, by Bargain mine, and that's ſufficient. 

Will. In Law perhaps, it may for ought 1 know, but is not 
ſo in Love; but thou tt my Friend, and Tl therefore give thee 
A lay—if thou canſt win. her take her; But a Sword and a 

are nor to beloſt, if a Mancan keep 'em. 

— I cannot blame thee, thou but acts thy "By 
But thou fair Hypocrite, to whom I gave my es | 
And this exception made of 
Why would'ſt thou, as in malice to my Lo 
Give it * only Wound chat cou'd deſtroy 15 

Re , it chou didſt forbid ber ring ms, Ile ke 


= I yield him many Charms; hes nobly Born, 
Has Wit, Youth, Courage, all chat takes the Heart, 
And only wants what pleaſes Women's _ 6 
_ the only good that I can boaſt, 
We that I ſacrifice to buy thy Smiles. 
L Nu. See, Sir——here'sa much fairer Chapman—you e 
be gone [To Wi 
Wal, Faith, and fo there is, Child, for me, Icarry be abour 
me, and that, by Heaven, is thine: PI ſettle all upon thee, hut 
my Sword, and that will buy us bread, Ive two led Horſes too, 
one thou ſhalt manage, and follow me through Dangers. 
La Ny. A very hapefd! comfortable Life ; | 
No, I was mae for better Exerciſes. 
2 Whe, every thing in its turn, Child, but a 
Beau. No more, but if thou valueſt her, 


| Nr eee, 


Man's bur Man, 


u. 
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ill. Leave her to love, my Dear; one hour of right-down 
Love, is worth an Age of living dully on : 2 
What is't to be adorn'd and ſhine with Gold, 
Dreſt like a God, but never know the Pleaſure. | 
No, no, Thave much finer chings in ſtore for thee. [ Hugs her. 

La Nu. What ſnall J do? here's powerful N proſtrate at 
ny Feet, | Lan to Beau. 
tory, and all that Vanity can boaſt ; | 
ut there—Love unadorn'd, no covering but his Wings, 


: 4 ö To Will. 
No Wealth, bur a full Quiver to do miſchiefs, C , 
Laughs at thoſe meaner Trifles——— | (Aue. 
Beau. Mute as thou art, are not theſe minutes minee? 
Bur thou ah falſe——haſt dealt em out already, 
With all thy Charms of Love, to this unknown—— 
dlence and guilty bluſhes ſay thou haſt: | 
fe all diſorder d too, looſe and undreſt, 
With Love and Pleaſure dancing in his Eyes, 
Tell me too plainly how thou haſt deceid d me. 
La Nu. Or if I have not, tis a trick ſoon dqon, — 
And this ungrate ful Jealouſie wou d pur it in my Head [ Angrily. 
Beau. Wou'd! by Heaven thou haſt—he is not to be food, 
te ſooth'd into belief of diſtant Joys, as cafic as I have been; 
Ive loſt ſo kind an opportunity, ve” 
Where night and ſilence both conſpire with Love, _ 
Had made him rage like Waves blown up by Storms: * 5 
— No more I know he has oh what, La Nuche / 
Robb'd me of all that T have languiſtd or 
La Nu. If it were fo, you ſhould not dare believe i. 
Angry turns away, he Heels and holds her, 
Beau. Forgive me; oh ſo very well I love: 
Did I not know that thou hadſt been a Whore, 
Id give thee the laſt proof of Love—and marry thee— 
ill. The laſt indeed for there's an end of Loving. 
—— Do, marry him, and be curſt by all his Family: Tx 
Marry him, and ruig him, that he may curſe thee too. 
But harkye, Friend, this is not fair; tis drawing Sharps on 
a Man thatð only arm'd with the defenſive Cudgel, I'm for no 
ſuch dead-doing Arguments; it thou art for me, Child, it muſt 
be without the folly, for better for worſe, there's a. kind of 
Nonſence in that Vow Fools only ſwallow. 2870 
La Nu. But when 7've worn out all my Youch and Beauty,, 
and ſuffer d every ill of Poverty, I ſhall be compelld to begin 
the World again without a Stock to ſet up with; no faith, Em 
or a ſubſtantial Merchant ia Love, who can repay the loſs of 
Tine and Beauty; with hom to make one thriving Voyage ſets 
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me up for ever, and I need never put to Sea again. 
5 8 2 59 Beau. 
Beau. Nor be expos d to ſtorms of Poverty, the Indies ſhall 
come to thee — ſee here—this is the Merchandiſe my Love af. 
fords, - Gives her Pearl, and Pendants of Diamond, 
La Nu. Look ye, Sir, will not theſe Pearls do better round 
my Neck, thzn thoſe kind Arms af yours? Theſe Pendants in 
my Ears, than all the tales of Love you can whiſper there? 
Will. So -I am deceivꝰ deal on for traſh——and ber. 
ter all thy Joys of Life for Baubles this Night preſents me one 
Adventure more — Tl try thee once again inconſtant Fortune, 
and if thou fail'ſt me then—I will forſwear thee— - [ 4ſ;de. 
beach, hadſt thou loy'd my Friend for his own Value, I had 
eſteem'd thee ; but when thisYourh and Beauty cou'd not plead, 
to be the mercenary Conqueſt of his-Preſents, was poor, beloy 
thy Wit: I cou'd have conquer'd ſo, but I ſcorn "thee at that 
rate—my Purſe ſhall never be my Pimp—farewel, Har 
Beau. Thou'ſt ſham'd me out of Folly=————ſtayy— ' 
Will. Faith—T havean Aſſignation with a Woman 
Woman - friend! young as the infant day, and ſweet as Roſes 
cer the Morning Sun — have kiſs d their Dew away — ſhe will 
not ask me Money neither. STR (4 
I Nu. Hah! ftay——— . {| Holds him, and looks on him, 
Beau. She loves him, and her Eyes betray her Heart. 
Wilt.” Jam not for your turn, Child Death, I ſhall loſe my 
Miſtriſs fooling here———1 be gone | 
| [ She holds him, be ſhakes his Head and Sings. 
| . 


No, no, I will not hire your Bed, 
Vor Tenant to your Fuuours be ;+ 
Iwill not farm your White and Red, 
Du fhall not let your Love to me: 
2 I Court a Miſtriſs—not a Landlady. / [Bis 


Beau. He's in the right; and ſnall I waſte my Y outh and Pon. 
erful Fortune on one who all this while has Jilted me, ſeeing I 
was a laviſh loving Fool! —— no —— this Soul and Body ſhall 
not be divided [ier ber to Wil. 

Will. I am fo much thy Friend, another time I might be drawn 
to take a bad Bargain off thy Hands — bur I have other buſinels 
ar preſent: woꝰt do a kind thing, Harry —lend me thy aid to 
carry off my Woman to Night, tis hard by in the Piazza, per- 
haps we may find Reſiſtance. e 

Beau. My ſelf and Sword are yours. I have a Chair -waits 
below too, may do you ſervice. N . 
9 thank ye Madam your N 

** | 


* 


n 
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La Nu. Left by both ! NT | 
Beau. You ſee our Affairs are preſſing 2 

N on and ſmiles careleſly; Ex. Will. ſinging. 

La Nu. Gone! Where's all your Power, ye poor deluded Eyes? 


Curſe on your feeble Fires that cannot warm a Heart which e- 
very common Beauty kindles. Oh-—he is gone for ever 


Enter Petronella. 


Pet. Yes, he is gone, to your eternal ruin, not all the race of 
Man cou d have produc'd ſo bountiful and credulous a Fool—— - 

La Nu. No, never, fetch him back my Petronella: 

Bring me my wild Inconſtant, or I die | Puts her out. 

Pet. The Devil fetch him back for Petronella, ist he you 
mean, you've had roo much of him; a Curſe upon him, he's 
ruin'd you. | | 

La Nu. He has, ke ſhall, he muſt compleat my ruin. 

Pet. She raves, the Rogue has given her a Spaniſh Philtre. 

La Nu. My Coach, my Veil——or let em all alone; undreſt 
thus looſely ro the Winds commit me to darkneſs, and no guide 
but pitrying Cupid. [ Going out, Pet. holds s 

Pet. What, are you mad? | —— a 

La Nu. As Winds ler looſe, or Storms when they rage high. 

| Goes out 

Pet. She's loſt, and I'll ſhift for my ſelf, ſeize all 155 Money 
and Jewels, of which I have the Keys; and if Seignior Mounte- 
bank keeps his word, be transform d to Youth and Beauty again, 
and undo this Læ Nuche at her own Trade — — [Goes in. 


SCENE, The Street. 

Enter Willmore, Beaumond, Chair following. 

Will, Set down the Chair; you're now within call, ll to the 
Garden-Door, and ſee it any Lady brigh pan pre] Beaumond 
= = a minute, and if. 1 find occaſion, III give you the 
A I | BR. i= 180 
Beau. Tis hard by my Lodgings, if you want Conveniences, 
have the Rey of the Back- way through the Garden, whither 
you may carry your Miſtriſs. 8 . 
Will, Ithank thee let me firſt ſecure my Woman 


3 ** | f Goes out, * * 
Beau. — I thought I'd lov'd this falſe, this jilting 5 , even 
above my Friendſhip ; but I find I can forgive this Rogue, th& 
am ſure he's rob d me of my Joys. | * 
tter Ariadne with a Cacket of Jewels: 
Aria. Not yet, a Devil on him, he's Dear-hearting ic with ſame 
other kind Damſel faith, tis moſt wickedly done of me to 
> 8 venture 


"3 I 


142 p< or, * — 


à longing Maid expect thus. What Woman has detain'd you ? 


here ith Piazza, he has a Cure for all chin ns, even for * 
5 on. 


0 wicked World! 4 


* 


⁊ ſweet time ont, if you're always ſo tedious. - 


Courage, ſtay, where ſhall I carry her? not to my own 


burns like a Centinel, all thi 


> von not ſeen Le Nuche 2 
Fil. Læ Nuche 


venture my Body with a mad unknown Fellow ; thus a little 


more Delay will put me into ſerious Conſideration, and! ſhall 


E home again; ſleep and be ſober. [She walks aboy, 
Bean, Hah, a Woman! Perhaps the fame he looks for 
Tl counterfeit his Voice and try my Chance———Facrune may 


fer us even. 
ia. Hah, is not chat a Man? Les and a Chair waiting, 


n She sf, 
Beau. Who's there? | * 0 ky 
© Aria. A Maid. 4 
Beau. A Miracle Oh art wh come, Child? © » 
Aris. Tis he, you are a civil Captain, are you not, to make 


Bed. Faith, my dear, tho Fleſh and Blood be frail, yet the 
dear Hopes of thee has made me hold our with a Herculean 


Apartment; Ariadne may ſurpriſe me: I'll to the Mountebank 


Love, and for a Piſtole or two will do Rea 
Company : Here ſtep into this Chair. 
[ She goes in, they go off juſt as Will. enters, 
- Wil. Hum, 2 Woman © Quality and Jilt me Egad 
that's ſtrange mr Heſs who ſhall a Man cruſt in this 


* * 


Enter La Nuche as before. 

Za Nu. This ſhould be he, he gre about like an e 2 
ing Lover. il. peeping and appro 

Wil. By this Light a Woman, if he be the righr—bur right 

or wrong ſo ſhe be Feminine: harkye, Child, I fancy thee ſome 
kind thing that belongs rome. 

La Nu. Who are you Ls (t 4 low te. 

Wil. A. wandering Lover that haſt loſt his Heart, and I have 
a ſhrewd Gueſs tis in thy dear Boſom, Child. 
_ Ta Nu. Oh you re a pretty Lover, a Woman's like to haye 


8 S8 AB. 8 = BT Seng 2 2 
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Wil. By yon bright og REL, Chil, I walk'd here in ſhor: 
ve long Evening, and was juſt go 

ing (Gad forgive me) to mens EN. 
La Nu. I rather think ſome Beauty has detain'd you: Har 


whe, ſhe's a Whore—I Fea, you 
tube me for a civiller Perſou, chan to throw my ſelf away on 
Whores. Na, Child, I lyc with none but honeſt Women 

but no diſputing now, come to my Lodging, my 
dear——here' s a Chair waits + hard — | 3221 


STENE 


* n * 


. . 
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SCENE Willmore's Lodging. 


Enter Harliquin with Fetherfool's Cloaths on his Shoulder, leading 


him halting by one Hand, Blunt (drunk_) by the other b decks 
Fetherfool bloody, his Coat put over bis Shoulders, 


' Feth, Peano, Pæuns, Seignior, Reel ood Edward PO 
Ni nor halt before a Cripple; I have a grear part of my 
agil Faculties. 
Blunt. Ah+— ſee the inconſtaney of fickle Fortune, Nichs- 
IA Man to day, and beaten to morrow: but take comfort, 


there's many 2 hg has been robb'd and beaten. on 
this Highway 5 by * * X 


Feth. Ay Ned, thou teak Experi 
thar I ſhould miſcarry ter thy wholſom Documents; but we 
- all mortal as thou ſay'ſt, Ned=-would I had never croſt the 
Ferry from Croydon; a few ſuch Nights as theſe wou d 


Man Experience cnough to be a Wizard, ir he have bur he 
ill luck to eſcape hang! 


n 
Blunt. Dſhartlikins, kin f. wonder in what Country our kinder 
Stars rule? In England plunder'd, 1 3 impriſon d and 
baniſh'd ; in. France, ſtary d, walking like the Sign of the naked 
L with Plimonth Cloaks in our Hands : In Italy and Spain 
'd, beaten, and thrown out at Windows. 


Feth, Well—how happy am I——in having ſo true a Friend 
3 me hither to the Mountebank's, 
— 1 not _— conceal this Cataſtrophe from thoſe for- 
tunate Rogues our Comrades, but procure a little Album Gre- 
nior—un Portavera Poco palanea, {Dreſſes him 

Harl. r. 

Arth. Entende vos Signoria Engleſa ? 

. Feth. Per quelq arts, Did your Scignorſhip ye Cudgel- 

1 La art de transfarmatin. 

Harl. No, Scignior, un vieule Famme. 

Feth, How, born an old Woman? 

Blunt, Good Lord! born an old VVoman ! And ſo by cranf- 
Ferb. Ay—in—invulnerable— what would I give to be in- 
vulnerable : And egad I am almoſt weary of being a Man, and 
ſubject to beating: wou'd 1 were a VVoman, a Man has but an 


to «op me in nn [ Weeps. I am oblig'd to Seig- 
cum for my Backſide. Come =” IE | 
Harl. Em Poco, em Poco, Seignior. 
Feth. Transformativ=——Whe, _ thounor born a Man? 2 
formation became invulnerable. 
Ine ons, if he has a mind to a Wench, the * —_— 
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zs fo plaguy tedious then paying is to my Soul inſupportable 
burt co — Woman, to be ned with Preſents „and Have both 
the Pleaſure and the Profit——to be without a Beard, and ſing 
a fine Treble and ſqueak if the Men but kiſs me twere 
fine——and what's better, I am ſure never to be beaten again, 
Blum. Pox on'r, do not uſe an old Friend fo ſcurvily; con- 
fider the Miſery thou'r indure to have theHeart and Mind of a jil- 


* | eng Whore pofleſs thee : What a Fit of the Devil muſt he 
| ſuffer who acts her Part from fourteen to fourſcore! no, tis re- 
4 ſlolyd thou remain Nicholas Fetberfool fill, ſhalt marry the Mon- 


ſter, and laugh at Fortune. | W 
Feth. Tis true, ſhquld I turn Whore to the Diſgrace of my 
Family — what would the World fay, who wou'd have thought 
it, cries. one; I cou'd never have believ'd, cries another ; no, 
2s thou ſay'ſt: I'll remain as I am—marry and live honeſtly. 
Blum. Well refoly'd, Ill leave you, for I was juſt going to 
Serenade my Fairy Queen, when I met thee at the Door 
ſome Deeds of Gallantry muſt be perform'd, Seignior, Bow 


Nochus . . [ Ex. Blunt. * 

: - ir -+ Enter Shift with Light. = — 
Feth. Hah, a Light, undone! 3 ' » Wee 
Harl. Patientia, Patientia, Seignior. | | who 


- Shift. Where the Devil can. this Rogue Munt be; juſt now IM Bird 
all things are ready for marrying theſe two Monſters ; they” MW Sauce 
Wait, the Houſe is huſnt, and in the lucky Minute to have him ſewe 


dt of the way, ſure the Devil owes me a Spighlt. H; 
| Ke. [ Runs againſt Harliquin, puts out his Candle; WF, Fet 


Har ; Que et la RJ 
| Shift. "Tis Harliquin, Pox ont, ist you?? Wh 
Harl. Peace, here's Fetherfool, I'll ave im, whilſt you go . #t 
about your Affair. I [ Þx, Shift. Han 
Frtb. Oh, I hear a Noife, dear Harliquin ſecure me, if I am 
diſcover'd I am undone hold, hold here's a Door—— 
SCENE Changes to a Chamber, diſcovers the 
Hbe-Oiant aſſeep in a great Chair. 
: Enter Fetherfool and Harliquin. © | 
Feth. Hah—my Lady Monſter,have I to avoid Scyl/4 run upon 
Caribdishah ſhe ſleeps 3 now wou'd ſome magnanimous 
Lover make good Liſe of this Opportunity, take Fortune by the 
|.  Fore-Lock, put her tot, and make ſure Work————but Read 
be muſt have a better Heart, or a better Miſtriſs than I. 
Hari. Try your Strength, | I'll be civil and leave you. 
13 r * 


[ 


- 
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Reth. Exeuſe | Seisnior, 1 ſhould crackle like a '*: 4243 
Bottle in Her no, Seipnior, chere no 2 Withdüur 
2 prare between us; the Devil won d not ge her due Beneye 
ene no) when Im marry d, Til e' en thow her a fair 3 pair 


8 carry her, rhat's to be fear d, $3 I. have Cock and 
and feed, and yentur'd all this w, tte for nothing. 

Hur. Faith, Scignidr, it 1 were ve wou d make ſure of 
ſomething,” ſee how-rich ſhe is in Jems. 

 Rth, Right, ds thou fay'ſt, I ought to make ſure of init. 
ching, and ſhe is rich in jems: How 1 N looks that Neck 
with chat delicious row of Pearls about i . 

Har. She ſleeps. 

Ferh. Ay, the flees: 2s twere her laſt, What if I made 0 : 
to unrig her? fo if I miſs the, Lady, I have at leaſt my Charges 
pad, n Lover can refiſf'her Cr —— a 

=, | Looks on her. 9 
Bur ſhon'd ſhe'wake and miſs i it, and find it abour 75 1 ſhox,” 
be- hang'd 47 4 5 1 
——ſo then, Tloſe my Lady too but Fleſh ind Bod cann or 
teſiſt What if Tlefr the gon? then I loſe my Lady ſtil, ayd 
who wou'd loſe a Hog forthe reſt of the Prover — and Wo | 
Bird in Hand, Friend Nicholas — yet ſweet Meat may have 1d | 
Sauce — and yet refuſe when Fortune: offers — yet Honeſtys 4 
ſenel—bur-#Pox upon Pride, when Folks go naked—— *- * 


Har. Well ſaid. * [ Incolof aging him by. Fine, 
3 — l do' ——bur Bs Remedy now iu Dif 1 
nd Reftirution | 


"He. Oh, Sir, ke nocare, ou ſhall——fivallow em. | 
Frith. How, ſwallow ? em; 1 Mile re be able to dot. 

Har. Fil ſhow you, Seignior, tis eaſie. | 

Feth. Gad that may be, twere excellent if I cou d dot; ; but 
in. your lea ve. 1 VUnties the Necklace, wes the String, 

| and Har. ſwallows one tb ſhow him. 5 

Har, Look ye, that's al | 

Feth, Held, hold, Seignior, an yon be ſo nimble, Iſhall 4 
dear for my Learning — let me ſee—»Friend Nicholas, thou ha 
ſwallow'd many a Pill for the Piſeale of rhe Boy, y, let's ſee whar 
thou canſt perform for that of tlie Purſe, [Swallows * "RS 
—fo---4' comfortable buſineſs this---three or four 1 pound 
in Cordial- Pearl: Sbud, Mark Anthony was ne ver ſo treated by 
bis Egyptian Crocodile — hah, what noiſe is that? * 

Har, Operator, Operator, Seignior. .. 

Feth. How, an Operator, whe, ha the Devil —— he here? | 
ſome Plot upon my Lady's Chaſlity; were I given to be Jealous 
dow, danger wou'd Rome: un hes entring, I wou _ 


\ 


— * 


Heels, her Porrion will pay Poſtage: e what it the _ 1 


—— 
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ſeen for all rhe work.” Oh, ſome place of ſet 15 
| Looking about; 


Har. I know of none. | « F 

_ Fth, Hah, what's this———a Clock: Caſe E 
Har. Good, good —— look you, Sir, do you do thus, and Pri 
is impoſſible ro diſcover ye. Ty 

4 ( oes into the Caſe and ſhows him how to fland; then Fether. Ger 
© 2 goes in, pulls off his Periwig, his Head out turning for the =p 


Minutes o top ; bis Hand "00 and his "Ow pointing ' hav 


41 a Figure. . viel 
eee Shift end e, I as 
55 2 rw ie - here. 2 a B 

Shift. See where ſhe ſleeps; get you about your u neſs ſee Sun 

your own little Marmoſet and the Prieſt be ready, that we may J 


Marry.and Conſummate before Day; and in the Morning our mig 
Friends ſnall ſee us abed together, give us the good Morrow, and 


. Bed, what'a Helliſh Plots hore de a 
Feth. Oh Traytor to my what a He ot's here dif. che 
cover d! * wakes the Giant, my 
| Giant. Oh, are you come, my Sweete B 


- Feth. Hah, the NMiſtriſs of my Boſom falſe too; ah, who WM — 
wou'd truſt faithleſs Beaury——oh that I durſt ſpe ak- 
Shift. Come let's away, your Uncle and the reſt. of the Houſe ¶ but 
are faſt aſleep, let's away e re che two F ools, * and ow! Fort 


fool arrive. ,- 137 
> Giant, Hang*em Pigeon-flearted Sarde bs B 
Shift. A Clock——ler's ſee what hour tis ing 
| [ Lifts up the. Light to ſee, Feth. bows it it out, 
——how! betray'd——TI kill the Villain. Dran, p 
F?th. Say you ſo, chen tis time for me to e Ne 11 
Shift. Have you your Lovers hid? 1 


0 [ Gets out, all groping in the dot, Feth. & of 
' the Giant by the Hand. | 
Gi jant. Softly, or we're undone ; give me your Hand and be Cg 
undeceiv'd. 5 
Feth. Tis ſhe, now ſhall I be reyeng d. [Leads ber au, © 
Shift. What tone! Death, has this Monſter oh 3 Arts of 


Woman. Harl. meets him i in the dark and plays tricks with him, ws 

| | LE 4b, ha 
v. 
Enter Willmore and La Nuche by dark, \ | I 


un. Now we. are ſafe and free, lets in my Soul, and grate- 4 B. 
fully firſt” Sacrifice to Love, then to the Gods of Mirth d 5 
Wine, 228 Dear, * e bg pang over the Stag 


Enid 


* 


ing couzen 
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with Petrddellt, imbracing her, his Sword in his 

Hund, and a Box of Jewels. n 
Pet. I was damnably afraid I was purſu'd. [ Aſide. 
Blunt. Something in the Fray Ive got, pray Heaven it prove a 

Prize, after my curſed ill luck of loſing my Lady Dwarf: Wh 

do you tremble fair one? you're in the Hands of an honeſt 

Gentleman, Adſhartlikins. 4 

Pet. Alas, Sir, juſt as I approacht Seignior Doctor's Door, to 


Enter Blunt 


"have my ſelf ſurrounded with naked Weapons, then to drop 


with the fear my Casket of Jewels, which had nor you by chance 
ſtumbled on and taken up, I had loſt a hundred thoutand 
Crowns with it. | 

Blunt. Ha uma hundred thouſand Crowns—a pretty trifling 
Sum Ill marry her out of hand. 1 

Pet. This is an Engliſh-mang of a dull honeſt Nation, and 
might be manag d to advantage, were but 7 transform'd 2455 

| e. 
1 hope you are a Man of Honour, Sir, I am a Virgin, fled from 
the rage of an incens'd Brother; cou'd you bur ſecure me with 
my Treaſure, I wou'd be devoted yours. * 

Blunt. Secure thee, by this light, ſweer Soul, 71! marry thee ; 
-»—Bellvile's Lady ran juſt ſoaway with him — this muſt be a 
Prize 3 i: 4088 { Aſide, 
but hark—prichee, my Dear, ſtep in a little, Tll keep my good 


Fortune to my ſelf. 


Pet, See what truſt Trepoſe in your Hands, thoſe Jewels, Sir. / 


Blunt. So—there can be no Jilting here, am ſecur'd from be- 


3 


d however. $44 
Enter Fetherfool. 


Reb. A Pox on all Fools, I ſay, and a double Pox on all fight- 
ing Fools; juſt when I had miraculouſly got my. Monſter by a 
miſtake in the dark, conyey'd her out, and within a moment 
of marrying her, to have my Friend fer upon me, and occaſion 


| Ex. Pet. 


my loſing her, was a Catoſtrophe which none but thy termagant 


Courage (which never did any Man good) cou'd have procur d. 
Blunt, *Dſhartlikins, I cou'd kill my ſel.— 
Feth, To fight away a couple of ſuch hopeful Monſters, and 
two Miltons—'owns, was ever Valour fo improvident ? 
Blunt. Your fighting made me miſtake---for who the Pox wou'd 
have look d for Nicholas Fetherfool in the perton of a Hero? 
feth. Fight, Sbud a Million of Money woud have provok'd 
4 Bully; beſides, I took you for the damn d Rogue my Rival. 
Blunt. Juſt as I had finuth?d my Serenade, and had put up my 


Pipes to be gone, our-ſtalk'd me your two handed Lady, with 4 


Man at her Girdle like a bunch of Keys, whom I taking for no- 
3 r L 2 thing 
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thing leſs than ſome one who had ſome foul deſign upon the Gen- 
tlewoman, like a true Knight-Errant, did my beſt to reſcue her. 

Feth. Yes, yes, I feel you did, a Pox of your heavy hand, 
Blunt. So whilſt we two were lovingly cuffing each other, 
comes the Rival, I fuppoſe, and carries off the Prize. ; 
Feth. Who muſt be Seignior Lucifer himfelf, he cou'd never 
have vaniſnt with that Celerity elſe with ſuch a Carriage — but 
come, all we have to do is to raiſe the Mountebank and the Guar. 


dian, purſue rhe Rogues, have em hang'd by Law, tor a Rape, 


and Theft, and then we ſtand fair again, | 
Blunt. Faith, you may, if pou pleaſe, but Fortune has provi- 
ded otherwiſe for me. [Aſiule. Ex. Blu. and Feth. 


Enter Beaumond and Ariadne. 


Blunt. Sure none lives here, or Thieves are broken | in; the | 


Doors are all left open. ] | 55 
Aria. Pray Heaven this Stranger prove bur honeſt now. ¶ Aſide. 
Beau. Now my dear Creature every thing conſpires to make 

| | (408 


us happy, let us not defer it. 


. 


Aria. Hold, dear Captain, I vield but on Conditions, which 


are theſe Tgive you up a Maid of Youth arid Beauty, ten 
. thouſand Pound in ready Jewels here — three times the value 

in Eſtate to come, of which here be the Writings, you deliver- 
ing me a handſom proper fellow, Heart-whole and ſound, that's 
all——your Name I ask not till the Prieſt declare it, who is to 


ſeal the Bargain. I cannot deceive, for I let you know I am 


Daughter- in- law to the Engliſh Ambaſſador. 
Beau, Ariadne. "TY PER 
How vain is all Man's induſtry and care 
To make him accompliſt'd; | 
When the gay fluttering Fool, 1 
Or the half- wirted rough unmanner'd Brute, 
Who in plain terms comes right down to the buſineſs, © - 
Out-Rivals him in all his Love and Fortunes. 3 
Aria. —Merhinks you cool upon't Captain. 
Beau. Yes, Ariadne. A 
Aria. Beaumond / eee 
Beau. Oh what a World of time have I miſpent for want of 
being a Blockhead——'Sdeath and Hell, * | 
Wou'd I had been fome brawny ruffting Fool, | 
Some forward impudent unthinking Sloven, 3 
A Woman's Tool; for all befides unmanageable. | 
come, ſwear that all this while you thought twas IJ. 
The Devil has taught ye tricks to bring your falſnood off. 
Aria. Know twas you? ne, Faith, I took you for as errant a 
right· down Captain as ever Woman wiſhr for; and twas uncivil 
Egad, to undeceive me, I tell you that ngy'. . Enter 


i 
- . 
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Enter Willmore and La Nuche by dark, 


Will. Thou art all Charms, a Heaven of Sweets all over, plump 

ſmooth round Limbs, ſmall rifing Breaſts, a Boſom ſoſt and pant- 

ing long to wound each Senſe. Lights there—who waits — 

there yet remains a Pleaſure unpoſſeſt, the ſight of that dear 

Face—Lights there—where are my Vermin ? | Ex. Will. 

Avia. My Captain with a Woman and is it 6 
Enter Will. with Lights, ſees Aria. and goes to her. 

Will. By Heaven, a glorious Beauty! now a Bleſſing on thee 
for. ſhowing me ſo dear a Face come, Child, let's retire, 
and begin where we left, ofl. | 

La Nu. A Woman! | 
© Aria, Where we left off, pray, where was that good Captain ? 

— Within upon the Bed, Child come L'Ilſhow 

e | 

Beau. Hold, Sir. £ 
Will. Beaumond come fit to celebrate my Happineſs ; ah ſuch 


a Woman-friend ! , 

* Do ye know her ? 

Will. All ore, to be the ſofteſt ſweateſt Creature 

Beau. L mean, do ye know who ſhe is? ü 

Will. Nor care; tis the laſt Queſtion I ever ask a fine Wo- 
man,. a 

Beau. And you axe ſure you are thus well acquainted. 

Will. I cannot boaſt of much acquaintance bur I have 
pluckr a Roſe from her Boſom or ſo and given it her a+ 
gain - we've paſt the hour of the Berjere together, thats all 


Beau. And do you know this Lady is my Wife? | Draw. 


Will. "Hah! hum, hum, hum, hum 

| [ Turns and ſings, ſees La Nuche, and returns 

| -quick, with an uneaſie Grimace. 

Beau, Did you not hear me Draw. 

Will. Draw, Sir what——on my Friend. 

Beau. On your Cuckold, Sit, for ſo you've doubly made me: 
Draw, or III kill the. , [Paſſes at him, he fences with his 

Es. Hat, La Nu. holds Beau, 


| Will, Hold, pritttee hold 
Ja Nu. Put up your Sword, this Lady's innocent, at leaſt in 


what concerns this Eyenings buſineſs: I own —— with Pride 1 


own 1am the Woman that pleas'd fo wel! to Night. | 
Will. La Nuche! kind Soul to bring me off with ſo handſom 
a lye; how lucky 'cwas ſhe happen d to be here. 
Beau, Falſe as thou art, why ſhou'd I credit chee ? 
{4 Nu. By Heaven, tis true, I will not loſe the glory owe. 
{—% K L 5 . WHT , 
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Will. Oh the dear perjur'd Creature, how I love thee for this 
dear lying Verrue——harkye, Child, haſt thou nothing to fay 
for thy ſelf, to help us out withall '—— Io Aria. aſide, 

Aria. 1! I renounce ye falſe Man. 1" PERM 
Beau. Yes, yes, I know ſhe's innocent of this, for which I 
owe no thanks to either of you, but to my ſelf who miſtook 
her in the dark. IT | | 


La Ny. And you it ſeems miſtook me for this Lady; I fa-. 
? 


vour'd your Deſign to gain your Heart, for I was told, that if 
this Night I loft you, I ſnou d never regain you; now I am 
yours, and oer the habitable World will follow you, and live 
and ſtarve by turns, as Fortune pleales. | | - 


Will. Nay, by this light, Child, I knew when once thou'Iſt 
try d me, chou'dft ne er part with me ꝑive me ſe no 


Poverty ſhall part us. Kiſſes her, 
o noi here's a Bargain made withont 

Foppery of Marriage. | 
Ia Nu. Nay, faith Captain, ſne that will not take thy word 
af ſoon as the Parſon's of the Pariſh, deſerves not the Bleſſing, 


Mill. Thou art reformd, and I adore the Change. 

| Enter the Guardian, Blunt, and Ferherfool,  _ _ 
Guar. My Niece's ſtol'n, and by a couple of the Seignior's 

Men! the Seignior fled roo, undone, undone. | 

© Will. Hah, now's my Cue, I muſt finiſh this Jeſt. [Goes ou, 
| Enter Shift and Giant, Hunt and Dwark,” 


* 


Gunar. Oh impudence, my Nieces, and the Villains with em; 


I charge ye Gentlemen to lay hold on em. 
Dwarf: For what, good Uncle, tor being fo couragious to 
marry us. | | . 1 
Guar. How, married to Rogues, Raſcals, John Potages / 
Blunt. Who the Devil wou'd have look'd for Jilting in ſuch 
Hobgoblings? - : 


Feth. And haſt thou deceiv'd me, chou foul- filthy Synagogue 2 


Enter Willmore like a Mountebank as before. 
Blunt. The Mountebank! oh thou cheating Quack, thou ſo- 
| phiſticated adulterated Villain. 8 | | 

_ Thou couzening, lying, Fortune - telling Fee-taking 
R 4 ; * 5 4G ; kb, 
Blunt. Thou Jugling, Conjuring, Canting Rogue! 
ill. What's the matter; Gentlemen? : 

Blunt. Haſt thou the Impudence to ask who took my Money 

to marry me to this ill- favour d Baboon. 
Feth. And me to this foul filthy o regrown Chronacle. 
Blunt. And haſt ſuffered Rogues, thy Seryants, to marry em. 


e formal 


__ Sura 


- 


| _ | K N , ; 
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Sirra, I will bear thee paſt Cure of all thy hard- nam d Drugs, 
„ peh Gap of ly hardy Nr, 
Feth. Nay, Yll Pe him in the Inquiſition for a Wizard, 
and have him hang d for a Witten. a . 
Shift. Sir, we ate Gentlemen, and you ſhall have the thirds * 
of their Portion, what wou'd you more? {| Aſide to the Mir. 
Look ye, Sir. | { Pulls e their Diſgilſe. 
Blunt. Hunt! * | : 50 
Feth, Shift / We are betray d all? all will out to the Captain. 


Will, He ſhall know no more of it chan he does already for me, 
a 6 k. 


Gentlemen. | "hg [Pls off bis Diſguiſ 
Blunt, Willmore ! 8 2 
Feth. Ay, ay, tis he. — = 


5 Blunt. Draw, Sir you know me — 
il. For one that tis impoſſible to couzen, [Al Laugh. 
- Bean. Have a care, Sir, we are all for the Captain. 
Feth. As for that, Sir, we fear ye not, dye ſee, were you 
Hercules and all his Mermidons. rams, but gets behind. 
Will. Fools, put up your Swords, Fools, and do nor publiſh 


the Jeſt Money you ſhall have again, on condition you 
Jeſt, your * 1 ea p 


never pretend to be your other Men, but modeſtly =. all 
believe you may be couzen'd as well as your Neighbours, | | 
| [The Guardian talking with Hunt and ; 


| Shift and Giant this while. 
Feth. La you, Ned, why ſhou'd Friends fall out? 
Blunt. Couzen d, it may be not, Sir, for look ye, Sir, the 
Eſſex Fool, the couzen d dull Rogue can ſhow Moveables or ſo— 
nay, they are right oo - [Shows his Jewels, 
This is no Naples Adventure, Gentlemen, no Copper Chains; 
all ſubſtantial Diamonds, Pearls and Rubie ; 
3 | (Will, takes the Casket and looks in its 

La Nu. Hah, do not Tknow that Casker, and thoſe Jewels, 

Feth, Ho the Pox came this Rogue by thete ? 

Will. Hum, Edward, I confeſs you have redeem'd your * 4 
tation, and ſhall hereaſter paſs for a Wit by what good for- 
tune came you by this Treaſure : hat Lady. | 

Blunt: Lady, Sir! alas no, I am a Fool, a Country Fop, an As, I; 
but that you may perceive your ſelves miſtaken, Gentlemen, this 
is but an earneſt of what's to come, a ſmall token of remem- 

brance, or ſo and yet I ha no Charms, I; rhe fine Captain has 
all the Wit and Beauty - but thou rt my Friend, and Ill impart. 3 
25 . 1 [Brings out Petronella Veil d. 1 
wi Daʃahiter Aurelia and Sanclio, _ 
* Aur, Hither we trac'd her, and ſee ſhe's yonder, 

San. Sir, in the King's Name F hold of this old Cheat; — 
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has this Might robo our Patronz of 'a fundred dane 
Crowns in Money and Jeuels. 5 ” 0 i 
Blunt. Hah ! Tce from ber. 
La Ny. Nou are miſtaken F 895 Sancho, ſhe only ſeiz'd em 
my uſe, and has deliver d em in . to my Friend the 
tain. = 
* Hah, LA Nuche ! "4 
Blunt. How! couzen d again! 
„, Look e, Sir, ſhe's ſo Beautiſul, you need no Portion, 
that alone's ſufficient tor Wit. 
Feth. Much good may do you with your rich Lady, Edward, 
Blunt. Death, this Fool laugh at me toc— well, I am an er- 
rant right-down Logerhead, a dull conceited couzen'd filly Fool, 
and he that ever takes me for any other,  *Dſhartlikins, III beat 
him: 1 forgive you all, and will henceforth be gocd narurd: 
wo'r borrow any Money, Pox ont, I'll lend as far as ere wil 
go, for I am now reclaimd. 
_ Guar. Here is a Nexklace of Pear! loſt, which, Sir, I lay to 
your Charge, { To Fethertool, 


was mine — who I, if © re 1 faw a Necklace cf Pearl, I with 
twere in my Belly. 

Blunt. How, a Necklace, unconſcionable Rom. not to let 
me ſhare, well, there 1 is no Friendſhip in the World; I hope 
_ they! hang him. 

Shift. He'll ne er confeſs without the Rack—come, we'll rols 

in! in a, Blanket. 

Feth. Hah, toſs me in a Blanket, that will turn my Stomach 
moſt villainouſly, and J ſhall difumbogue and diſcover all. 
Shift. Come, come, the Blanket. [ They lay hold on him. 

Feth. Hold, hold, I do confeſs, I do conteſs..— 

Sbift. Reſtore, and have your Pardon 

Feth. That is not in Nature at r, for Gentlemen, I have 
eat em. | 

” Shift, *Sdeath, Fll diflect ye. e. {Goes to Draw. 

Will. Let me redeem him ; here Boy, tale him to my Cham. 
ber, and let the — 4575 Glyſter him band, and * warrant 
Vou your. Pearl a 
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Innd again, take the Covenant, get 4 Sequeſtrator" 5 Place, grow 
tich, and defic all Cavaliering. 1 

© Bean: Tis Morning, let's home, Ariadne, and try, it poſſible, 

eo love ſo well to be content to marry; it we find that amend- 

ment in our Hearts, to ſay we dare believe and 8 other, 

N let it be a Match. 

2 Au. With all my art, 


” : * 
9 
i : * 


Feth. Hum, I was bewiccht. I did not rub off with it when it 


Feth. If this . end of Travelling, Til ene to old Eng- 
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ill. You have a hankering after Marriage ſtill, but I am for 

e eee 4M 5 Ta | 
Fs though by ſeveral ways we gain our End, . 
| Love itil, Ike Death, does 05 one Center tend. 
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 EFPILOGUE, 
Spoken by Mis. BARRY 


Oets are Kings of Wit, and 500 appear 
J Parliament, by Play-Bill, ſummon'd here; 
When & re in want, to you for aid they fly, | 
And a new Plays the Speech that begs ſupply : 
But N0Wp————— 207 * ' 
The ſcanted Tribute is ſo ſhwly paid, 
Our Poets muſt find out another ade 
They ve try d all ways the inſatiate Clan to pleaſe, 
Have parted with their old Prerogatives : + 
Their Birth-right Satyring, and their juſt pretence 
Of judging, even their own Wit and Senſe, 
And write againſt their Conſciences, to ſhaw 
How dull they can be to comply with you, | 
They ve flatter d all the Mutineers ith' Nation, 
Groſſer than ere was done in Dedication. 
Pleas d your fich Palats with Fantaſtick Wit, 
Such as was nere a treat before to th Pit; 
Giznts, fat Cardinals, Pope Joans and Fryers, 
To entertain Right Worſhipſuls and Squires : 
Who laugh, and cry Ads Nigs, tis woundy good, 
When the fuger's all the Jeſt that's underſtood. | 
And yet you'll come but one, unleſs by ſtaalth, 
Except the Author be for Commonwealth; 
Then half Crown more you nobly throw away, 
And though my Lady ſeldom ſee a Play, 7 
Sbe, with her Eldeſt Daughter, ſpall be boxtt hat day. 
Then Prologue comes, Ads-lightikins, crys Sir John, 
Tou ſhall hear notable Conceits anon + 
Vm neatly, Sir, hell bob the Court and French King, 
And tickle away—you know whoa—for Wenching— 
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ANobleman of Spain, 
eb. His Son. 
Silui Suppoſed Baſtard Son to Ambroſia; 
Antoni, 7 A German that has debauch'd Hippolyta. - 
Alongey, * A Faunders Colonel contracted to Hippolya, 
| and newly arrived at Madrid. 
Lic, His Friend. | 
Carla, Father to Huis and Eupbemia. 
Hume van Exel, A Dutch Fop contracted to Exphenie, newly 
arrived at Madrid, 
Ghad, _ His Cafh-keeper. 
Fed, An old Servant ro Alonxo. 
4 . tm O-M E N. * . Uu. 
Euphemia, e W by 
Hipp, In love with Antonio. | Daughters to a 
Cleorte, 5 In love with Silvi. | Ambroſiv. | — 
Clæinda, Siſter unknown to Alonzo, in love with Al 
2 Marcel. next 
Dormida, Her Governeſs. | L 
Franciſca, Woman to Cleonte. | 9 chat 
Olinda, &r 2 . | _ 
| - > wo Maids to Zuphemia. 
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ACT IL. SCENE. I. 
Enter Alonzo and Lovis in travelling Habits, attended by 


Liv. Ear Alonzo! I ſhall love a Church the better this Month; 
| DD for giving me a Sighr of thee, whom I ſo little ex 
| pected in this Part of the World, and leſs in fo 

nftify'd a Place. What affair could be powerful enough to 


| draw thee from the kind obliging Ladies of Brabant? 


Alon. Firſt the ſudden Orders of my Prince Don John, and 
next a fair Lady, _. 
Lov, A Lady! Can any 


that has been us d to the Freedom of thoſe of Bruxels, from 


whence I ſuppoſe you are now arriv'd ? 

Alon. This morning landed, from ſuch a Storm, as ſer us all 
to making Vows of Converſion, (upon good Conditions) and 
that indeed brought me to Church. - L 

Lov. In that very Storm I landed too, but with leſs Senſe of 
Danger than vou, being diverted with a pleaſant Fellow that 


came along with me, and who is defign'd to marry a Sifter of. 


mine againſt my Wi And now I think of him, Gload, 
where haſt chou left this Maſter of thine? | 
Glo. At the Inn, Sir, in as lamentable'a Pickle, as if he 
were ſtill in the Storm; recruiting his emptyed Stomach with 
Brandy, and railing againſt all Women-kind for your Siſters 
Sake, who has made him undertake this Voyage. 
Lov. Well, Vll come to him, go home before. | Exit Gload. 
Aon, Prithee what thing is this? | 


- of this Country reliſh with a Man 
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Tu. Why, tis the Caſhier to this — I ſpoke of, a Man ure 
of buſmeſs, and as wiſe as his Maſter, but che graver Coxcomb U 
of the two. But this Lady, Alenzo, who is this Lady thou ve 
Apeakiſt of? ſhall not I know her ? we were wont ro divide the 4 
Spoils of Beauty, as well as choſe of War between us. ady 
Alon. O bur this is no. ſuch Priſe, chou wouldſt hardly ſhare 
this with the Danger, there's Matrimony in the Caſe, » 
Lov. Nay, then keep her to thy ſelf, only let me know who 0 
tis that can debauch thee to that ſcaudalous way of Life; -isſhe 0 
fair? will ſhe recompence the Fol? Sir, 
Aon. Faith I know not, I never ſaw her yet, but tis the 8. £ 
ſtar of Marcell, whom we both knew laſt, Summer in Flanders, Wl - C 
and where he and I contracted ſuch a Friendſhip, that without the 
other Conſideratien he promis d me Hippolyta, for that's his S-. 
ſters Name. r 14 
Lv. But wo'r' thou really magry her? | REA you 
Alon. I conſider my Advantage in being allied to fo confide. 0 
rable a Man as Ambroſio, her Father; I being now ſo unhappy Wl. | 4 
as not to know my Birth or Parents. | C 
Lou. T have oſten heard of fome ſuch thing, but durſt not ak but 
the Truth of it. 2 4h | . kno 
Alon. Tis fo, all that 1 know of my ſelf is, that a Spaniſh MW. Lad 
' Souldier, who brough- me up in the Army, dying, conteſt I W Hot 
Was not his Son, (which till then I believ d) and at the Ae 
of twelve left me to ſhift for my. felf; the Fortune he inrich'd 14 
we with, was his Horſe zud - Arms, with à few Documents 1 
how to uſe them, as I had ſeen. him do with good ſuc C 
ceſs: This Servant, and a Crucifix of Value. | Points to Pedro, chu 
And from one Degree to another, I arriv'd to what you knew 1 
me, Colonel of the Prince's Regiment, and the Glory of his 4 
Favour, - | | 1 wth and 
Lou. is the Child of Vertue, and finds: an Owner e. os 
Were. 55 N 
Alon. Oh, Sir, you are a Courtier, and have much the Odds M. _ < 
of # Souldier in Parlies of this Nature: But hither I am 4 
come — ten 5 
I. To be undone; faith thou look ſt ill upon t. by « 


Aon. I confeſs Jam not altogether fo brisk as I fhould have ©: 3 
been upon another Occaſion; you know Louis I have been usd Ml +4 
ro Chriſtizn Liberty, and hate this formal Gourtſhip. | Pox ont ! 
-wolrd *twero over, | hg | 

Lv. Where all Parties are agreed, there's little need of chat; 4 
andthe Ladies of Spain, whatever Gravity they aſſume, arc a for 


realy as any you ever met withal, - | 1 
Alon. But there's a damn d Cuſtom that does not at all agree IM tis 


with Men fo F--* and gay as thou and I; there's a deal 01 


Pang 
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Danger in the Atchievement, which ſome ſay hightens the Plez- 
ſure, bur I am of another Opinion. 
Ped. Sir, there is a Female in a Vail has follow d us ever ** 


ye came from Church. 


Alon. Some amorous adventure: See ſne [ Enter Olindz. 
advances : Pretlice retire, there may be Danger in it. 
_ | Puts Lovis back. 
IL. Oh then, 1 muſt by no means leave you. 


Lovis advances. 


Olin. Which of theſe two ſhall I Shale! She looks. on baths. 


Sir, you appear a Stranger. * 0 Lovis. 
Alm. We are both\ſo, Lady. 4 
Olin. I ſhall ſpoil all, and bring [She looks again on totk. 
the wrong. Sir, you ſhould be a Cavalier, that _— ,- 


Alon. Would gladly - obey your Orders. 
Lo. Nay, 1 find tis 1 to you, which you a chu, " 
you have _ of us; but would not both do better? 
lin. No, Sir, my Commiſſion's but to one. ai 
Alon. Fix and proceed then, let me be the Man. | 


' Olin. What ſhall I do? They are both wel? [ Aſide, 


bur T'll een chuſe, as cwere, for my ſelf; and hang me it 1 
know which that ſhall be. > Looks © on boths] Sir, there is a 
Lady of Quality and Beauty, who Sueſſing you to de Men of 
Honour, has feat me to one of you. 57 
+ Alon. Me I am ſure. 
Lov. Me, me, he's ingag'd already. 
Alon. Tliar s foul Play, Lovis. | 
Olin, Well, I muſt have but one, and therefore I'll w ink {and 


* 


chuſe. 


Lou. III not truſt blind Fortune. 
2 Prethee, Lovis, let thee and Iagree upon the matter, 
2 I find the Lady will be nende; croſs or pile une 
80. ; 
Lou. Go, Sir, whither! 
Alon. To the Lady that 


{ 


Lu. Sent for neither of us that I can hear of yer. 


Olin. You will not hear me out, but Fll end the Difference 
by chuſing you, Sir; and if you'll follow me { To Alonzo. 
ar a Diſtance, I will conduct yon where this Lady is. 

Alon. Fair Guide march on, Fll follow thee.  { Offers 70 2% 

Lov. Lou are not mad, Sir, tis tome abuſe, and dangerous. 

hap him backs 
Aon. Be not envious of my Happineſs: Forbear a Wench, 
for fear of Danger! 

Lov. Have a care, tis ſome Plot. ¶ Holds bim.] Where did 
this 27 fee us, we are hoch Strangers in the City? 

Alon. Ne 
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Alon. No matter where. n 
Olin. At Church, Sir, juſt now. "4: > 1 Bar 
Alon. I, I at Church, at Church, enough- wet” Mu! 
Lov. Whar's her Name ? No, 
Alon. Away, thou arr fuller of Queſtions than 2 6 tel · Or 

ler: Come lets be gone. | j 

Tov. Sure you do not mean to keep your Word, Sir? Ma 
Alon. Not keep my Word, Lovis? What wicked Life haſt 8 


thou known me lead, ” ſhould thee ſuſpect I ſhould not. ge 
When I have made an Intereſt in her, and find her worth com- ſr 


municating, I will be juſt upon Hogour——Go, go. | Ani 


Lov. Well, go your ways, if. Marriage do not tame you, you He 
are paſt all Hon? but — Sir, let me ſee you at my Log: 
ings, the Golden Fleece here at the Gate. mu 

Alon. Fil attend thee here, and tell thee my -Advewiire, : pet 
Farewel. [Exit Lovis.] Pedro, go yowand inquire for che Houſe WM the 
of Don Ambroſio, and tell him I will wait on him in the Even. cel 


ing, ann ger my ſelf in Order. . 

| (Exe unt Alonzo and Olinda: Pedro the other —_ the 

| wh 

: 'F CE NE 1. Houſe of Ambroſio. Run Fa 

| 2 Enter Silvio, . | " „ | 
Silv. - Miſt remove Marcel, for his Honour - | £01 

| Will ne'r permit chat I ſhould court my bor; + f 
My Paſſion will admit of no Reſtraint, | | Th 
Tis grown ſo violent; and fair Cleonte's Charms 8 = 


Each Day increaſe to uch killing Number, 

That I muſl ſpeak or dye. | 
Enter Franciſca, . 1 

Franc, What, ſtill with folded Armand dom caſt Look? Is 


. 


Silv. Oh Franciſca = E 
= Brothers Preſence now afflicts me more . 5 Oy 8 In 

Than all my Fears of Cruelry from'Cleonte, 328 II 
She is the beſt, the ſweeteſt, kindeſt Siſter l B 


Franc, I, vir, but ſhe will never make the kindeſt Miſtreſs. 
Siu. At leaſt ſhe ſhould permit me to adore her, 
Were but Marcell away. | 
Haſt thou no Stratagem to ger him abſent? 


WH, 


7 1 * 
: F 3 * 


For I can think of nothing but my Siſter. D Sig. 
Franc. I know of one, nor other Remedy for you than loy- I 
Ing leſs. T 
Sitv. Oh tis impoſſible, —_ Pc 
Thou know 'ſt I've try'd all ways, made my Addreſſes © + | O1 
To all the faireſt Virgins in Madrid; | w 
Nay, and at laſt jet to the worſt Debauchery, l That * 


| 5 6 
The Dutch Lover. 
That of frequenting every common Houle : 
But Souls — feed ſo high on Love as mine 
Muſt nauſeate courſer Diet: | 
No, I muſt ſtill love on, and rell her ſo, 
or I'muſt live no longer. 
Franc. That methinks you mighr do even in the Preſence of 
Marcell. A Brother 1s al ow'd to love a Siſter, 
Silv. Bur I ſhall do'r in ſuch a way Franciſca, 
Be ſo tranſported, and fo paſſionate, 
I ſhall betray what he will ne'er indure. 
And fince our other Siſter Iooſe Hippolyta was loſt, 
He does — rd and watch the fair Cleonte. | 
Franc: Why, quarrel with him, Sir, you know you are fo 
much dearer to my Lord your Father than he is, that ſhow he 
perceive a Difference * Keaton he would ſoon diſimiſs kim 
the Houſe ; and twere bur Reaſon, Sir, for I am ſure Don Mar- 
cel loves you not. 
Site, Thar 1 excuſe, PEA he the lawful Heir to alf my Fa- 
thers Fürtunes, ſees it every Day ready to be facrific'd to me, 
who can pretend no Title 1 tot, but the unaccauntable Love my 
Father bears me. 
Franc. Can you dilemble, 1 
Silu. The worſt of any Man, but would indeavour i, ö 11 it 
could any ways advance my Love. 
Franc. Which I muſt find ſome way to Ruine. L Afide, 
Then Court his Miſtreſs. RC 
Silu. The rich Flavia ? 
Franc. That would nor incenſe him, for her he is to m; 
but tis the fair Clarinda has his Heart. 
Silu- To acta ſeigned 122 and hide a real one, 
Is what I have already N in vain. 
courted too, 


* — 


— 
* 


x 
* 
Lhd 


þ = 
AB. —— — -& eee er 


= 
— — K —ꝛ——ͤ— 


Even fair Clarinda T ha 
In hope that way to baniſh from my Soul 
The hopeleſs Flame Cleonte kindled there; 
But 'was a Shame ro-ſee how ill I did did difſemble. 
Franc. won, Sir, here comes Marcell. I'll leave you. 


[ Exi# Franciſce. 


Enter Marcell with a Letter open in bis Hand which he Filer. 


Mar. Kind Meſſenger of Love ! Thus, thus a e timez | 
I bid thee welcome from my fair Clarinda. 
Thus joytul Bridegrooms after long Deſpairs 
Poſſeſs the yielding Treaſure in their Arms; 
Only thus much the happier Lover I, 
Who gather all the Sweets of this fair Maid 
Without the cerelonious Tyeot Marriage; 
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That tye that aka but nauſeate the delight, 
Be far from happy Lovers; well imbrace 
As unconfin'd and free as whiſpering Air 
Thar mingles wanronly with ſpreading FIoWerk. 
Siu. What's all this? 
Mar. Silvio, che Victory's won. 
The Heart thar nicely ſtood it out fo long, 
Now yields upon Conditions. 
Silo, What Victory? or what Heart? 
Mar. I am all Rapture, cannot ſpeak i it out; Se 9 77 
Ny Senſes have carous d too much of ſoys; 
And like young Drunkards, proud of their new oy een, 
Have made. my Pleaſure leſs by the excels. 8 

- Sitv. This is wondrous. | oY 
Impart ſome of your over. charge to me, | 
The burthen lightned will be more ſupporrable. . . 

Mar. Read here, and change . wonders when thou —. | © 
How happy Man can be. -Þ Lee him a Litter 


e reads.] - * * 1 | % 1 * 0 A — 8 a k + | 


£4 * 


Marcel, 1 mn 


Jormida will have me tell you what 2 your Vows 15 

made, and how [eaſily they haue drawn from me a conſent to ſee 

Jun a you deſir d this Night in my Chamber © you habe ſworn to marry 

and Love will have me credit you; and then. methinks' I "er, 

= to deny you any thing, nor queſtion your Vetue. © Dotmida' will * 

wait to throw you down the e 9, are _ are OTE nr will con- 
duct qu to 


Silv. Damn her for 4 Diſlembler,” os wn N. el 
Is chis the Chaſte, the excellent Clare. e * br ia 44:5 
Whom whilſt I courted was as cold and nice, | 
As a young Nun the day ſhe is inveſtd. W 5! 
Mar. How now drachen what Gilpleaſed with it? 
[Takes og Letter." 
Silu. A little, Sir, ro ſee another 8 Happineſs, | 
"Whilſt I where. ere I pay my Vows and Sighs © 
Get nothing but Diſdain, and yet this ſhape .- 
And Face I never thought unhandſome. 3 
Mar. Theſe be the leaſt approaches to a Heart; 
Tis not dull looking well will do the feat, £70 
There is a knack in Love, a cretical minute: 
And Women muſt be watcht as Witches are 
Ere they confeſs, and then wy yield a pace. 


EN Enfer 
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Buer 4 By. 


By. Sir, there's withour a Servant of Don Alonza's, who fays 
his Maſter will be here to Night. | 
| { Marcel i fiopriz'd. 


Mar. Alonzo * now I begin to wake 

From Love; like one from ſome delightful Dream, 

To reaſſume my wonted Cares and Shame. 

I will not ſpeak with him. [ Exit Boy. 

Oh Hippolyta / thou poor loſt thing Hippolyta 
How art thou fallen from Honour, and from Vertue, | 
And liveſt in Whoredom, with an impious Villain? 

Who in revenge to me has thus betray'd rhee. 

Keep thy ſelf cloſer than thou ſt done thy fin ; 

For if I find thee out, by all that's good, 

Thou hadſt more mercy on thy ſlaughter'd Honour, 

Than I will have for thee. 

And thou Antonio, that haſt betray'd her, .. | 
Who till prophan'd by thee, was chaſte as Shrines, OI 2. 
And pure as are the Vows are offer d there, ä | 
That Rape which thou'ſt commitred on her Innocence, 

I will revenge as ſhall become her Brother. 


[ Offers to go out in rage. 
Lilu. Stay Marcel, | n 
Ican inform you where theſe Lovers are. > 


Mar, Oh tell me quickly then, 
That I may take them in their foul Embraces, 
And ſend their Souls to Hell.” 

' Sitv. Laſt Night I made a youthful Sally to 
One of thoſe Houſes where Love and Pleaſure 7 
Are ſold at deareſt Rates. | 

Sil. A Bordello; forwards pray. | 

Silv. Yes, at the corner of St. Ferom's ;, where after ſeeing 
many Faces which pleas'd me not, I would have took my leave; 
but the Matron of the Houſe, a kind of obliging Lady, ſeeing 
me ſo nice, and of Quality, (though diſguis d) told me ſhe 
tad a Beauty, ſuch an one, as had Counte d Oliveris in his 
height of Power ſeen, he would have purchas d at any rate. I 
grew impatient to ſee this fine thing, and promis'd largely; then 
eading me into a Reom as gay, and as perfum d as an Altar up- 
on a Holy-day, I ſaw ſeated upon a Couch of ſlate ——— 

Mar. Hippolyta ! | a | 

Silv. Hiypolita our Siſter, dreſt like a Venice Courtezan, 
= all L-, — — — — 

nging and playing to her ravi er, & 1 
Who I perceiv'd affſted to a” . 1 
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Mar. Well, Sir, what follow'd ? 
Selv. Surpris d at fight of this, I did with-dray, 
And left them laughing at my litrle Confidence. 5 
Aar. How! left them? and left them living too? 
Silv. If a young Wench will be gadding, 
W can help it: 
| A TN m_ 1 u that half her Brother, 
Which my Father too doating ieves you. rag . 
Siu. Now! do you 1 beers yo arcel ? L wh 
Mar. I ne'er cofider'd i it; be gone and leave me. > 
Silu. Am a Fry tf thus you bid me mn axe: 
What mean you by this Language ? [ Comes up Fo him, 
And how rl you upbraid me with my 
Which know, Marcel, 15 more duties f far 
Than thine, being begot when love was in his reign, 
With all his Youthand Heat about him? 
T like Birds of braveſt kind was hatchr 
In the hot Sun-ſhine of delight, whilſt . 
Thou, Marcel, wer't poorly ed 
In the cold Neſt of Wedlock. | 
+ Mar. Thy Mother was ſome baſe notorious 
And by her Witchcraft, reduc'd my Fathers Soul, 
And in return ſhe pay d him n 
Which was thou. 
Silv. Marcel, thou lyſt \ jo bim. 


Mar. Though ewere no point of Valour but of raſnneſs to 
fight thee, yet I'll dot. 
Sv. By . I will not put chis mint up. | | 
| They fight, 95101 is wounded, 
[ Fight again. Enter Ambroſio, and Cleonte between; 
Silvio falls into the Arms of Cleonte. * 5% 
Amb. Hold! I command you hold; 
Ah Traytor to my Blood, what haſt thou done ? * 
I darcel, " who kneels and Lays his Sword at his Fett 
2 HEE c_ s Arms? 
OT could kits the Hand that me Death, 
So I might thus expire. * 1 
Mar. Pray hear me, Sir, before you do condemn me. 
Amb. I will hear nothing bur thy Death prenounc'd, 
Since thou haſt wounded him, if it be mortal. | 
Have I not charged thee on thy Life, Marcel, | 
Thou ſhouldſt not hold diſcourſe with him of any lind? 2 
Mar. I did foreſee my Fate, but could nor ſnun it. 


Tales bis Sword and goer wt: 
Amb. What ho! Biſcay, Surgeon ; on your Lives a Surgeon : 
where be cheſe Baſcals ? Cees am. 


Sifu 
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Silu. I would not have a Surgeon ſearch my Wound, 
wich rude and heavy Hands; 
Yours, fair Cleonte, can apply the Balſam 
Far more ſucceſsfully. 
For they are ſofr and white as down of Swan, 
And every touch is Sovereign. 
Cleo. But I ſhould die with looking on your Wounds, 
Silv. And I ſhall die unleſs you cure them, Siſter. 
Cleo. With the expence of mine to fave your Life, 
Is both my Wiſh and Dury. - 
Siu. I thank you pretty Innocence. [ Leads him in. 


SCENE II. A Grow. 


« Diſcovers Euphemia Vail d alone walking. 


* Euph. Olinda ſtays long, I hope The has overrook the Cavalier, 
Lord, how I am concern'd ! if this ſhould be Love now, I 
were in a fine condition, at leaſt if he be marry'd, or a Lover : 
Oh thar I fear! hang me, if it has not diforder'd me all over. 
Bur ſee, where ſhe comes with him too. 


Enter Olinda and Alonzo. 


Olin. Here he is, Madam, I hope tis the right Man. 
Alon. Madam, you ſee what haſte I make to obey your kind 
OR The as kitty deg, 6; bart or when you hve 
„ "Twas as ki one, Sir; but I fear when you know. 
to what end tis, you'll r nt your haſte. | 
Alon. Tis very likely; but 1t I do, you are nor the firſt of 


your Sex that has put me to Repentance : Bur lift up your Vail, 
and if your Face be good —— [ Offers to lift up her Vail. 
Euph, Stay; you're too haſty, | 


Alon. Nay, let's have fair Play on both fides, TIl hide nothing 
from you. [ Offers again. 

Euph. I have a ion or two to ask you firſt. 

Alon. I can promiſe nothing till I ſee my Reward, Iam a 
baſe Barterer, here's one for t other; you ſaw your Man and 
like him, and if I like you when I ſee you 

Offers again, 


Euph. But if you do not, muſt all my liking be caſt away? 
Alon, As for that, truſt to my good Nature; a frank Wench 
has hitherto taken me as much as Beauty. And one proof you 
have already given of that, in this kind Invitation; come, come, 
do not loſe my little new-gotten good Opinion of thee, by bes 
ing coy and peeviſh. 2 [ Offers again. 
Euph. You're ſtrangely impatient, Sir. | 
Aon. O you ſhould like me the better for that, tis a fign of 
Youth and Fire, M2 _ 


— 


% 
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i 2 1 err — 
I muſt nor promiſe you to like it. 
258. We dar were tov unreaſonable; bur 1 muſt know 
. 2 you are a Lover. 
” Alon. What an idle Queſtion's chat to brisk young Fellow? 
a Lover, and that as often as I ice a new Face. 
Euph. Eh, Tha: TII allow. 
"Alon. That's kindly ſaid; and now do I find I ſhall be in le 
. with thine, as ſoon. fer. tor J am half fo with thy humour 


already, | f 
Euph. Are you not married, Sir? | | 
Alen. Married! e 

 Euph. Now I dread his Anſwer. Cad. Yes married. a 

Alon. Why, J hope you make 15 ſcruple of Conſcience, to 


be kind to a married Man. 5 * 
© Eupb. do I find, you hope Iam a Courtizan that come 
x Night or tuo; but if I poſſeſs you ir muſt be 
for ever. 


to bargain 
Alm. For ever let it be then come let's begin on any 
terms. | 
Euph. I cannot blame you, Sir, for this miſtake, ſince 
what I've .raſbly done, has given you cauſe ro think 1 am 
not vertuous. 
Alon. Faith, Madam, Man is a ſtrange ungovern'd thing ; j 
I in the whole courſe of my Lite have taken the beſt care 
| could, to make as few es as poſſible, and treati 
all Women kind alike, we ſeldom err; for where we 
one as. you profeſs to be, we happily Light on 2 hundred of , 
rhe ſociable and reaſonable ſort. | 1 
© - Euph. But ſure you are ſo much a Gendleman, chat you may. a 
be convinc'd? : 
Alon. Faith, if 1 be miſtaken, Icannor deviſe whar other uſe 
you can make of me. | 
— In ſhort this; I muſt leave you inſtantly; aud will 
2 cell you I am the ſole Daughter of a rich Parent, young, ] 
as I * told not unhandſome; 1 am contracted to a Man I | 
| never ſaw, nor I am ſure ſhall nor like when I do ſee, he ha- 
ving more Vice and Folly than his = wt will excuſe, though 
a great one ; and I had rather die than marry him. 
To 1 underſtand you, ad jou would have me diſparch 
| 4s _ 2 
Dub. I am not yet fo wicked. The Church i is the only place | 
1am allowed to go to, and till now could never ſec the Man 
that — T.N agrecable ro me : Thus vailed, Fl venture to 


you 
AE» What the bert will this come w0? her mien - 
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Shape are ſtrangely graceful, and her Diſcourſe is free and na- 
tural: Whas e n that ſhe ſhould be honeſt 

now? Afide. 

Eupb. Well, Sir, what Anſwer ? I ſee he is uneafie | Afide. 

Alon. 2 as I was ſaying, Madam, I am a Stranger. 

. the better for chat. ö 

23 adam, I un g Man unknown, unown'd in the 

World; and much unworthy the Honour you do me 
Would I were well rid of her, and yet I find à damnable In 
clination to ſtay too. [ 4ſiae. 
7 nothing but Matrimony * your turn, Madam? Pray uſe 

a young Lover as kindly as you can. 

Euph. Nothing but that will do, and that muſt be done: 

Alon. Muſt! life this was the firſt of her Sex that ever vat 
before-hand wich me, and yet that I ſhould be fore d to deny, 
her too "HE .. [Laue 
Eipb. I fear his Anſwer, Olinda, : ade. 

Olin. At leaſt tis but making a Diſcovery of your , 
and then you haye him ſure, 

Alon. Madam, tis a matter of Moment, and requires Delibe- 
ration ; beſides I have made a kind of Promiſe———= Nh, 

Euph. Never to marry ? : 
Alan. No faith, tis not ſo well: Bur fince non I find we are 
both in haſte, I am to be marryed. 

- - Euph. This Iam fure is an Excyſe; but PI! fit him fort. LA. 
To be marry ſaid you? That Word has kill d me, oh I feel 
Tad : 
Through the deep Wound his Eyes haye lately made ; > 
P much unkind to make me hope ſo long. 
| | {She leans on Olinda, « as if ſhe ſounded, who jul 
off her Vail; he ſtands gazing at a Diſtance. Y 

Olin. Sure ſhe does but counterfeit, and now III play my 
part. Madam, Madam! 

| Alon. What, wonderous thing is chat! 1 ſnould not voc up- 
on, it changes Nature in me. 

Olin. Have you no pity, Sir? come nearer pray. 

Sure there's witchcraft i in chat Face, it neyer could "a 
ſe d me-chus elſe, I have'loy'd a thouſand times, yet never 
felt ſuch joyful Pains before. 

Olin. She does it rarely. What mean you, Sir? 

Alon. I never was a Captive to this Hour, 


1171 in her Death ſuch certain Wounds ſhe give. i x i 
What Miſchiefs ſhe would do, it ſhe LOR] . 

Let ſhe muſt live, and live that 22 

Whether this ſtrange Diſorder here be be 171 Heart. 

Divine, divineſt Maid. . Kneels. 


N 3 blind. Cone 
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Olind. Come 1251 *% LIC 0.8 Lady no good at that 


Diſtance. Speak | to her 
La nd cams o er gr Wl, 
4 Alon. I know wor mh to a | 
am unus'd ro this age; 
But if there be a Charm 100 Words, and ſuch 
| 3 thing, do any ching, 
ee me in y any 
and ſuffer all the Wounds her Her cin sive. * 
Eupb. Sure he is real. [ Aſide. 
. Jam diſcover d; how came my Vail off? 
She pretends to recover, and wonder that her Vail is off. 
Aus. That you have let me ſee that loyely Face, 
* — move 2 Pity, not your Anger, Madam ; 
. 4 Wounds it has made, pity the Slave, 
till this Moment boaſted of his Freedom. 
3 3 I believe all this? for that we eaſily do in things 
we 
: Aon. Comland me- things impoſſible, to all Senſe but a 
Lovers: I will de't: ro ſhew the Truth of this, I could even 
E. 7 r and take you en o 


2 0 wonderous Reformation! marry me! [Lats 
How db you mock my Grief ! | 


Eiph. .What a ſtrange difſerabling ching is Man To pur me 


off too, you were to be 1 3 
Aen. Hah, 1 had forgot Hippolyta art; 1 
 Ewph. See Olinda, the bs Miracle increaſes, he can be un 1 

; too. How do you, Sir? A 
Alon, 'Tis you have-tobb'd me of my native Humoue; T 
ory. now. Y - 
to what purpoſe was it now 
Alon. Why, Love and Honour were at odds within me, P 
e Peace berween them. 0% Wha : 
. How fell that out, Sir? . 408 ng 
An. About a Pair of Beauties; Women, 5 
Thar ſer the whole World r odds- "ot 14 1 
She that is Honoms Choice I never ſaw, „ 25 1 
And Love has taught me new Obedience here. a 
Euph. What means he Idee * which Got l 
5 r but 2 Averſion to marriage, whi moſt by 
young en dread now-a- | 

Za, 3 ſk 0 this * 77 12 ba F f 

ver Face u am ne in Love, bu 
„ oy Alte. | 
el, fine i hare an in Ain, you hl never my 

Death; 


* i 0 . 
» . * 


| | he Nl Los 1 
Death; Fll caft my Gif o es the net handſome young 
Fellow I meer, chough LG fr'e and fo eee ou, Joys 
Sir. © ers #0 go. 0. 
im. Say, do dat an u br Eſteem the L * 
that ſhall poſſeſs you. 227 

Euph. Sure you will not kill him. 
Alon. By Heaven I will. 

Euph. O FI truſt you, Sir: as, frond. .. 

Am. You ſhall nor go in triumph chus, 
Unleſs you rake me with you. 
 Euph. Well, ſinee you are ſo reſoly'd (and ſo in bre) III 
give you leave to ſee me once more at a Houſe at the Corner 
of St. Ferome s, . 
Alen. Why, thats generouſly ſaid. q 
Euph, As bon 2s ris dark you may venture. . 
er an Age, tarewel fair Saint, 
To an 1 


"& 


ACT. I. SCENEL The Streak. 


| Enter Marcel in a chał alone. _ 
Aar. an Wt e end ee 
The leaſt of which would make another bleſt; 11 
| Love and Revenge, but I, whilſt I diſpute 
Which Hap ineſs to chuſe neglect them both, 
The greateſt Bliſs chat Mankind can pofleſs, 
Perſwades me this way, 96 | 
Bur tyrannick. Honour £12447 
Preſents the Credit of my Houſe beſore me, + 
And bids me firſt redeem its fading Glory, | 
B facrificing that falſe Womans Heart . n 
That has undone his Fame. 2 \ — 
But ſtay Oh Conſcience, when 1 look within, "kid; 
And lay my Anger by, I find that Sinn 
Which I would in Antonio's Soul, 
Lye nouriſh'd up in mine without Contr | 
, To fair Clarinda ſuch à Siege vs 14 > 
As did thar Traytor to OR 
Only Hippolyza a Brother has, 
Clarinda none to puniſh her viſer grace: 
And ris more Glory the defene'd to win, 
Than . eu o. 1 
| 4 | 
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1 either muſt my ſhameful Love reſign, 


or my more brave and juſt Revenge decline; 8 


Enter Alonzo dxeſt, with Lovis. Marcel figs 5 9M 


Alon. But to be thus in Love, ist not a Wonder Louis ? _. 
Lov. No, Sir, it had been much a greater, if you had ſtay'd 


2 Night in Town without being ſo; and I ſhall ſee this Wonder 


as often as you ſee a new Face of 2 pretty Woman. 
Alon. I do not fay that I ſhall loſe all Paſſion for the fair 


Sex hereafter; but on my Conſcience this amiable Stranger has 


Foes: me a deeper Wound than ever I received W any 


Lov. well, you remember the Bargain. — 
| Alon What Bargain? eB $\ 
Lou. To communicate; you underſtand, 


| Alon. There's the Devil ont, ſhe is not ſuch a Priſe : Oh 


were ſhe not honeſt ! Friend. { Hugs bim. 
Lov. Is it fo to do? what, you pretend to be a Loyer, and 
=: oY now only to deprive me of oy Part, remember 
$ 
Mar. Did not I hear Alonzo mam d! ul. 
Au. By all that's good J am in earneſt, Friend, | 
. Nay thy own Eyes ſhall convince thee ' 
Of the Power of hers. \._. 
Her Vail fell off, and ſhe appear'd to me, 
Like unexpected Day from out a Cloud; 
The loſt benighted Traveller Nr! 
Sees not 2 Ap Wort of next Morning sun , 
With more tranſported Joy 
Than 7 this raviſhing an 
Lov. Hey day What Stuffs here ? Nay, now I ſee hoy art 
quite gone indeed, | 
Alon. 1 fear ir, Oh w me toe bech bone. 
What Joy !. what Heaven of Joys ſhe would diſtribute! 
With ſuch a Face, and Shape, a Wit, n 
But as fhe is, I know not what to do. 5 
. Lov. You cannot marry her. | 
Alon. I would not willingly | rhough I chink I'm "A For 
Pedro went to Marcel to cell 2 I was arriv'd; and would wait 
on him; but was treated more like a Spy, than a Meflenger of 
Love : They ſent no Anſwer back, which I tell you Lovis an- 
ers me: twas not the Entertainment I expected from my brave 


friend Marcel. But now 1 am for the fair Stranger who by | 


this expects me. 
Mar. "Tis Alamo, Oh how he nee my Rage! And rurns 
me 2 to Revenge, upon Hppobra and her talſe Lover, 2 


\ 


Ir 


f th 


Al 


. 2 


* 


Toe Duc Loder. 169 


Tov. Who's this that walks before us? * £0 olife 
- Alon. No matter who. | 

Mar. I am follow'd. . . 

Lov. See he ſtops. © Orell ts — 


Aon. Let him do what he pleaſe, we will out-go him. 


[769 pour, 
Lou. This Man who e'er he be ſtill follows us. 
Alon. I care not, nothing fhall - as my Deſign, Tl go tho. 


thro 
1 * 8 lows. 


Lov, See he advances, pray ſtand by a little. [They ſtand by. 
| Mar. Sure there's ſome Trick in this, but I'll nor fear it. 
This is the Street, and hereabour's the Houſe, {| Looks abqut. 
This muſt be it, if I can ger Admittance now. { Knocks. 


Enter Olinda with a Light. 


Olin. O, Sir, are you come ? ? My Lady grew Me 
go in. 

Mar. She takes me for ſome ocher This is happy. [Afide. 
Alon. Gods! is not that the Maid that lt con led me to 
the fair thing that rob d me of my Heart? 

Tov, I think i it is. 

Alon; She gives admittance to another Man. 
All Women Kind are falſe, Tl in and tell her fo. [Offers 0 gu. 

Lov. You are too raſh, tis dangerous. ; 

Aon. 1 do deſpiſe thy Counſel, let me go. 

Lov. 1 you are reſoly'd 711 run the Hazard wich you, 


SCENE 1 


They both go in, the Scene changes to a Chamber : Enter from 
one ſi 4c Ms lighting in Maxcel muffled as before in his Cloak, 
from the other Antonio leading in — vai d. 


Mar. N Heavens tis ſhe: Vile Scrum a 
[ Throws off his Cloak, Fatt ber from him. 
Eid Alas, G5 is not he whom 7 expected. 
Anto. Marcel I had rather have incounter d my evil Angel 
chan thee. U Drams. 
A. I do believe thee, baſe ungenerous Coward. | Draws. 
[They fight, Marcel diſarms Antonio by wounding hs Hand. 
Enter Alonzo, goes betwixt them, and with his Sword 
dan oppoſes Marcel, who is going to kill Antonio; 
Lovis follows him. 
Alen. Take Courage, Sir. wy Antonio, who gres out mad. 
Mar. Prevented! whoe'r thou 
& was unjuſtly done, 


\ 


To 


LIES 
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To fave his Life who merits Death, 
By a more ſhameful way. 
But thank ye Gods ſhe ſtill remains to meer 
That P . 
5 .C Offers to run at her, Alonzo gees between; 
Alon. Tis this way you muſt make your Paſlage then. 
Afar. What art thou, that thus a ſecond time l 
Dar ſt interpoſe between Revenge and me? | 
Alon. Tis Marcel What can this mean? "'% lie 
Doſt not thou know me friend? look on me well. 
Aar. Alamo here! Ah I fhall dye with Shame. (Aue. 
As thou art my Friend, remove from that bad Woman, 
Whaſe Sins Herve no ſanctuary. 
Euph. What can he mean ? I dare not ſhow my Face. Call. 
Alon. 1 do beleive this Woman is a falſe one, | 
But ſtill ſhe is a Woman, and a fair one - | | 
And would nor ſuffer thee to injure her, $ — A | Pl; 
Thelieve top fu undone thy quiere. 
As ſhe has lately mine * Ew, | 
Mar. Why doſt * 2 know is chen? 95 
Stand by, 7 ſhall forget thou art my Friend elſe, | 
And through thy Heart reach hers. J 
Alon. Nothing bur love could animate him thus, | 
He is my Rival. C Aſide. - | 
Marcel, I will nöt quit one inch of Ground ; : 
Do what thou dar ſt, for know I do adore her, \ 
And thus am bound by Love to her Defence. 
f n who rerires h wonder, 
Eubb. Hold noble Stranger, hold 
Mar. Have you S on your Lover, there? 
C Of 10 oa her, Alonzo fl. 
Ewph. Help, help. | (Aer Vail 207 0 


Bier Hippolyta dreſt ite a Curtin; Sees Marcel. 
Hip. Oh Gods, my Brother! in pity, Sir, defend me, 
From the juſt Rage of that bole | Ion | 

(Runs behind Lovis, whilft I flands 
gaxing on both with w | 
* DoD not the meaning of all this, but ; 
| eK III dep the Log in Diftreſs, | 1354 
Madam, you're whilſt J am. your Protector. (Leads her out. 

Mar, Te loſt the Power, of . fang where 1 ought, ' | - 
. Since my miſguided Hand fo lately err d. / 

Oh Rage, dull ſenceleſs Rage, how blind and 
Rude it makes us. r 
Pardon fair Creature my unruly Paſſion, 
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And only blame that Vail which hid that Face, 
Whoſe ce and Beauty had di ſarm d it: 
Itook you for the moſt perſidious Woman, 8 
The loofeſt thing. + | 
Alon. How! are you a Stranger to her? 
Mar. Yes I am, have you forgiven me, Madam? © | 
Euph. Sir; I have. Marcel bows and offers to go out; 
Alon. Stay Friend, and let me know your Quarrel, - | 
Mar. Not for the World, Alonzo. 3 $0 
Alon. This is unfriendly, Sir. FN 
Mar. Thou doſt delay me from the nobleſt Deed, 
On which the Honour of my Houſe depends, ﬀ>Þ|© 
A Deed which thou wilt curſe thy ſelf for hindring. a 
Fare wel. | | L Goes wut: 
Alon, What can the meaning of this be? 
2 Oh do not ask, but let us quickly leave this dangerous 
e. : . 1 | 
Alon, Does'r not belong eo you? 
Mr No, but you would like me the better if it did: for, 
r, it is a | F. | | 
Alon. Upon my Life a Baudy-houſe. 
Euph; So they call it. g a 6 
Alon. Lou do amaze me. : 
Euph. Truth is, not daring to truſt my Friends or Relations 
wich a Secret that ſo nearly concern d me, as the meeting you, 
and hearing of a new come Curtizan living in this Houſe, I 
ſent her word I would make her a viſit, knowing ſhe would 
gladly receive it from a Maid of my Qualicy : When I came, I 


. 


told her my Buſineſs, and very frankly Ihe offer d me her Houſe 


and Service, 275 | 
Perhaps you'll like me the worſe for. this bold Venture, but 
when you conſider my promis d Husband is every Day expected, 


. you will think it but juſt to ſecure my felt 12 9 4 


Alon. You could not give me a greater 
what you ſay, you bleſs me with your Love. $ 
Rap. I will not queſtion but you are in earneſt ; at leaſt if 
any doubt remain, theſe will reſolve ir. ¶ Gives him a Letter. 
Alon. What are theſe, Madam? | 
Euph. Letters, Sir, Aſtercepted from the Father of my de- 
ſign d Husband out of Flanders to mine. | 


Alon. What uſe can I make of them? _— 2 
Euph. Only this : Put your ſelf into an Equipage very ridi- 
culous, and pretend you are my fooliſh Lover arriv d from 
Flanders, call your ſelf Hance dan Kxel, and give my Father 


Aon. 


theſe, as for the reſt Ill cruſt your Wit. 


— 
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Aon. What ſhall I ſay or do now? | TR 

Euph. Come, come, no ſtudy, Sir, this muſt be ane 
And quickly too, or you will loſe me. 


Aon, Two great Exils, it I had but the Grace to chuſe the 


leaſt now, that is, loſe her. 22 
Enph, III give you but to night to conſider it. 


Alan. Short warning this: bur I am damnably in love, and 


tannot wi Temptation. | Kiſſes her Hand, 

Thad forgot to tell you my Name's Euphemia, my Fa- 

— ig wm on the Letters, and pray ſhow your Love in 
1 Thanks, 

Alon. Stay fair Euphemia, et me pay m and 
tell you that I muſt obey you. F 

Euph. I give a Credit where I give a Heart. 

Go inquire my Birth and Fortune, as for you 
I am content with what I ſee about you. 

Alm. That's bravely ſaid, nor will I ask one Queſtion about 
you,, not only to return the Bounty, but to avoid all things that 
look like the Approaches to a marryed Life. If Fortune will 
put us together, ler her e en provide for us. 

Eyph. I muſt be gone: Farewel, n make haſte. 

Looks kindly on him, 

Alon. There s no reſiſting thoſe Looks, : One more 

to fortifie me well wales cha need 0 every Aid in this 


Cafe. "rey 755 [ Look. f one another and go, 


SCENE UL 


Enter a in haſte with Hippolyta; weeding, a Ne 
over the Stage. 8 
Ar. Nome let us haſte, I fear we are purſu d. 
Hip. Ah whither ſhall we fly ? 
Ant. We are near the Gate, and muſt ſecure our ſelves 5 
the Darkneſs of the Night in St. hats OW we dare not ven. 
ure into any Houſe. | ea. 


Enter Clarinda and Dormida * in the Balcone. 


; 8 Can ſt thou not ſee him jet? 
Dorm. Good lack- a- day Mat an neut thing is 2 young 


Girl in love? 


Flar. Nay, nere Dormida, ler not want of Sleep make thee 


teſty. 
Darm. In good time, are you my Governeſs, or I yours? ? that 
you are giving- me Infiruftions ; 3 89 get you in, or I n 
down my Office. 

Clar. Nay, wait a litle long ger, Im ſure he will come. 


i 


1 


R Scr. 


are ſure. I am a little the elder of the two, and have manag d as 
mauy intrigues of this kind as any Woman, and never 
a 1 as they ſay, of a thouſand, and yet you 
ae ure. . TK. 
Clar. Why is it poſſible Marcel ſhould be falſe ? 
Dorm. Marcel No, no, Sweet-heart, he is that Man of 2 
thouſand, 255 | * 
Clar. But if he ſhould, you have undone me, by telling me 
{ many pretty things of him. | 
Dom. Still you queſtion my Ability, which by no means Þ 
tan indure; get you in I ſay. * 


Clar. Do nor ſpeak ſo loud, you will wake my Mother, + 


Dorm. At your Inſtructions again; do you queſtion my Con- 
duct and Management of this Affair: Go watch for him your 
ſelf : Il have no more to do with you back nor edge. 

Clar. Will you be ſo barbarous to leave me to my ſelf, after 
having made it your Byfineſs this three Months to ſollicit a 
Heart which was but too ready to yield before; after having 
ſworn ro me how honourable all his Intents were; nay, made 
me write to him to come to night? And now when I have 


done this, and am all trembling with fear and ſhame (nd Joe. | 


an infinite Deſire to ſee him too) (Sighs.) thou wilt on 


me: go, when ſuch as you oblige, tis but to be inſolent with 
the more freedom. 


Dorm. What, you are Tl warrant ? ['Smiles. 
Clar. I will puniſh my ſelf to pay thee back, and will not 
ſee Marcel. | "<5. 


- 


Donn. What a pertſh Foo! ba Maid in love at fiſceen! 
ow unmanageable ? but I'll forgive all, go get you in, I'll watc 
for your Lover; I would nor have you diſoblige a Man of 
his Fretenſions and Quality for all the World. 


Clarinda ger in, 
Enter Alonzo below. 0 


Jon. Now do I want Louis extremely, to conſult with him 


about this Buſineſs : For I am afraid the Devil, or Love, or 
both are ſo great with me, that I muſt marry this fair Inchan- 
treſs, which is very unluckily; but, fince Ambroſio and Marcel 
. refuſe ro ſee me, I hold my ſelf no longer ingag'd in Honour 
to Hippolyta. Mie | | | 
Dorm. above. | Whiſt, whiſt, Sir, Sir. 
Alon, Whoſe there? 


Der. 'Tis 
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Dorm. You are ſure ! you have wondrous Skill indeed in the 
Humours of Men: how came you to be ſo well acquainted with 
them? you ſcarce ever ſaw any but Don Marcel, and him roo 
but through a Grate or Window, or at Church, and yet you + 


i . pai | — Sa 
"'s . Alm. Who's there? 4 "INH LE 596 , 
Dor. "Tis I, your Servant, Sir; oh you are a fine Spark, are 
you nor, to make ſo fair a Creature wait fo long for you? 
there, there's rhe Rey, 8 ſoftly and come in. 
* Rn  (Thrwws him down @ Key in a Handkerchief, 
Alen. What's this? Bur Ill skno Queſtions; ſo fair a Creature 
faidſhe? Now if 'ewere to fave my Lite cannot I ſorbear, I muſt 
go in: Should Eupbemia know this, ſhe would call i Levity and 
Inconſtancy; bur I plead Neceſſity, and will be judg'd by the 
- amorous Men, and not the jealous Women: For certain this 
Lady, who ere ſhe be, deſigns me a more \ Favour than 
IT can 4 . — Euphemia, and on eaſier Terms too. This is 


Door that muſt conduct to the languiſhing Vemes, | | 
| | (Opens the Door and goes in, leaving it unſbut. 
Enter Marcel with his Sword drawn. pity £ 
© Mat. Thus far I have purſu d the Fugitives, XN voy 
Who by the help of haſty fear and night, . 
Are got beyond my Power; unlucky Accident! 
Had I but kill?d Antonio, or Hippolyta : 
Either had made my Shame e. 1 525 
But though I have miſt the Pleaſure qf Revenge, 
7 will not that of Love. | NEL DL» 
One look from fair Clarinda will appeaſe 
The madneſs which this Diſappoi 


rais d. 


None appears yet: Dormidz was to throw me down the Rey. 
Ade Door is open, left ſo to give me entrance. Js 
0 e | Goes to the Dov, 
SCENE IVV. Changes to a dark Hall, © 
Diſcovers Alonzo groaping about in the Mall. 


Alon. Now I am in. a worſe Condition than before, can nei · 


ther advance nor retreat; I do not like this groping alone in 
the Dark thus; whereabouts. am 7; I dare not call: were this 
fair rhing ſhe ſpoke of but now, half ſo impatient as I ſhe 
would bring a Light and conduct me. | SK 


Mar. Tis wondrous dax. 

Alon. Hah! a Mans Voice that way; that's not ſo well, it 
may be ſome Lover, Husband, or Brother; none of which are 
to be truſted in this Cafe, therefore Tl ſtand upon my Guard. 


Ai. Who's there ? 
Aon. A Man. 


N Halle looking towards the Winds, 


[ Draws : Marcel coming towards jufiles him. 


ew Þ. . 


Owe N fl AR T2 


Mr. A Man, none ſuch inhabit here. | 
Thy Buſineſs? _. | 

Alon. This ſhall anſwer you, ſince there's no other way. 

{ They fight, Alonzo wounds Marcel, who fights him ta 

| - the Door"; Alonzo gres out, Marcel gropes to follow. 
Mar. This is not juſt, ye Gods, to puniſh me, and let the Tra 
tor "ſcape own too: Methought 'twas Silvio's Voice, or e 
2 ſudden ae Jealouſie come into my Head would make 


C 


Dress. 


me | e | 
ruer Clarinda and Dormida with Light. 
Clar. I tell you I did hear the noiſe of fighting, 
Dor. Why, * whom ſhould it r ſworn Mar- 
ce! came in alone. : | | 
Clay. Marcel / and wounded too, oh Tm loſt, 
5 Sees him, weeps, 
| Mar. Keep yourfalſe Tears to bath your 10061 woe | 
For I 2 have given ſome ——— Thou old Aſſiſtant to 
her Luſt, whoſe greateſt Sin is wiſhing, tell me who twas thou 


- 


Dorm. Alas! I cannot imagine who it ſſiould be, unleſs Don 
Silvio, who has ſometimes made Addreſſes ta her: But oh the 
Houſe is up, Madam, we are undone; let's fly for Heavens ſake. 
Clar. Oh Marcel, can you believe al Noiſe. 

. Dorm. Come, come, III not be undone for your Fidle fadles, 
7.l-lay it all on you, if I be taken. { Pulls ous Clarinda. 
Mar. Sox that I was, I could nor gueſs at this to day, by his 
Anger at the Letter I fooliſhly ſhew'd him, he is my Rival, and 
tis with him ſhe's fled; and Fl endeayour to purſue them. 


| e (aten, ta ge- 
But oh my ſtrength complies with theirJ\ Leaning 1 his Sword ] 
Deſign, and ſhametully retires to give them leave to play their 
amorous Game out. * | | Goes fanth out. 
SCENE V. Changes to the Street. Diſcovers Alonzo alone. 


Alen. This AR of mine was raſh, and ill - natur'd, 
And I cannot leave the Street with a good Conſcience, 
Till 7 know what miſchief I have done. 


Enter Dormida and Clarinda. | 


Hah, Ladies from the ſame Houſe ! theſe are Birds that 7 have 


frighted-from their Nefts I am ſure: 71! proffer my Service to 


m. | | 
Dorm. Why do not you make more haſte ? 

Car. How can ſhe/go, whole Life is left behind? 

Befides, I know not whether we ſhould go, 


ie Dub Lor. 1g 


didſt procure for her, | {In rage to Dormida. 


a. Ha 


U 


o 
7 „ - 
; 1 76 
- * 
* 


nd of my Brother Silvio 2 


B Eee.” 


Y Powers that guard the Mabel Erber uk - hs 
"Alm. Theſe muſt be ſome whom I have ra 


Ladies you ſeem as in diftreſs. 


Dorm. Oh, Sir, as you are a Genrleman, affiſt apairof Virg 
Alon. Whar's this, a. mumping Matron ? 7 hope the 25 
ng, or I have offer d my Service to little purpoſe. 
Clar. Sir, if you will have the Charity to aſſiſt us, 
Do it — we ſhall be very =, to you. 4 | 
Alon. Mada m, 7 will, bur know not where to earry ye; my 
Lodging is in yo. Inn, and is neither ſafe nor honourable , but 


Fortune dares no lefs than protect the een venture my 
Life in your Protection and Service. _ , (Rea 


Enter Marcel faintly.) - | a 
Mar. Seay Traytor, ſtay, oh they are our of ag 9 


But may my Curie o retale them in their flight. (Exit. 


SCENE VI. Chanker of Cleome. 


e 
| Franciſca by her 0 


Cleo, Rade, thou art dull to Web | (ont : 


© Fran, You will not give me leave to tal. 
Cleo. Nor thy way ee, halt thou no ode br of Love, 


Fran. None that you wiſh to Lene! But 71l-do har you pleaſe 


ſo you will not oblige me to ſigh for vou. 


_ Cleo, Then prithee ſing to me. | 
| Fran, What Song, a merry, or a ſad? | 
Cleo, Pleaſe rhy own Humour, for then chou'l ſing beſt, 


Han. Well, _ Tuche you, and pleaſe oy ay 4 
SINGE* 


a— 
ßere all the Trees did ſhade'us; 
The Sun it ſelf, though it had ſtrove, 
Tet could not have betray d us. | 
De place ſecure from humane Eyes, ag 
N o other fear allows; „ 
But when the Winds that gently viſe _ 
| 4D" bj the yielding Bughs. ö 


| Dre we 2 4 the Maſs, 


Aae and wan "a "FL. #0 paſs 
The Heat of all the Day. 


j 


= | 
\= 


„ 
* 


A many Kiſſes he did give, 

And I return'd the Jame : 
Which made me willing to receive, 
Phat which J dare not name. 


His charming Eyes no aid requir d, 
To tell their amorous Tale; 

ber that was already fir d, 
'Twas eaſie to prevail. - 

He did but kiſs, and claſp me round, 

Whilſt they his thoughts expreſt, 

And laid me gently on the ground; 
4h! who can gueſs the reſi? 


- 
— 


After the Song, enter Silvio all undreſt, gazing wildly an Cleonte; 
his Arm ty'd up. | 


ings too ! How do you, Sir? are you not well ? 
Silv. Oh, why di 
Or why create me Brother to Cleonte ? 
Or give her Charms, and me the ſenſe to adore em? 


Cleo. Dear Brother [ Goes to him. 


1 


Cleo. What would you, Sir ? 

Silu. I am not well— 

Cleo. Sleep, Sir, will give you eaſe. 1 

Su. I cannot ſleep, my Wounds do rage and burn ſo, as 
they put me paſt all power of reſt. | 

Cleo. We'll call your Surgeon, Sir. | 
Silv. He can contribute nothing to my Cure, 
But I muſt owe ir all to thee, Cleonte. . 

Cleo. Inſtruct me in the way, give me your Arm, 


Silu. Ah Clente————— | Takes her by the Hand and gazes. 


And I will bath it in a thouſand Tears, Goes to untie his Arm. 


And breath ſo many Sighs into your Wound————— 
Silv, Let that flight hurt alone, and ſearch this—here. 


Cleo. How! are you wounded there ? 
And would not let us know it all this while. 

Silv. I durſt not tell you, but deſign d to ſuffer, 
Rather than trouble you with my Complaints; 
But now my Pain is greater than my Courage. 

Fran, Oh, he will tell her, that he loves her ſure, * [ Afde. 

Cleo, Sit down and let me ſee' t. , », _ | 


He ſit puts her Han! © © bis Boſe 
e ſits down, ſbe put by 753 


Fran. Oh fooliſh 


\ 
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| F Cleo. My Brother Sitvi, ar this late hour, and in my Lodg- 
id Nature give me being ? Ade. 


[To bis Heart. 
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Silv. Oh take away your Hand- . 1 
3 It does increafe my Pain, and wounds me deeper. | 
Wy Clzo. No, ſurely, Sir, my Hand is very — | 
_” |  Silv. Therefore it hurts me Siſter; the very thoughts 
3 Of touches by ſo ſoft and fair a Hand, 
1 Playing about = Heart are not to be | 
Indurd with Life. [Riſes in-poſſin, 
Cles. Alas, what means my Brother 2 oh 
Sitv, Can you not cſs fair Siſter? have my Eyes 
So ill expreſt my Soul? or has your Innocence 4 
Not ſuffer'd you to underftand m _ K 
| Have then a thouſand Tales whic ve told yon, 
1 Of broken Hearts, and Lover's Languiſhments, * 
1 Not ſerv d to tell you, that I did adore you ? . 
3 Cleo. Oh let me ſtill remain in Innocence, 258k 
Rather chan fin ſo much to underſtand you. 
T can endure no more ce s 018; 

Silu. Can you believe it Sin to love a Brother? i it is not ſo , 
2 in Nature. 1 Þ 
= _- Cles. Not as a Brother, Sir, but otherwiſe © * 

33 It is, by all the Laws of Men and Heaven. 
YZ Silv. Siſter, ſo tis that we ſhould do no Murder; 


And yet you daily kill, and I among rhe number 


Of your Victims, muſt charge you with the ſin f ) 
Rik me, a Lover, and a Brother. | | 

Cleo. What wou'd you have me do? = 4 
Sitv, Why would have thee do—7 know not mhat—= - 
| Still to be with me yet that will not ſatisſie; 8 


To let me look upon thee till that's not enough. 

I dare not ſay to: kiſs thee, and imbrace thee; 
Iuhat were to make me wiſn I dare not tell thee what 
1 „ Cleo. 7 muſt not hear this Language from a Brother. 


Sie. What a vile thing's a Brother? 
if | Stay, take this Dagger, and add one Wound more 
_ . [He kneels and offers 4 Dagger, .and holds 


3 2 her by the Coat. 
£ To thoſe your Eyes have given, and after that 
You'll find üble trom my Sighs and Tears, _ 
| Enter Franciſca. 
"—_ the underſtands him, curſe on her Innocence; | 
M 
C; 


| "Ti Fto his flame —— [Aſide.] Madam; there is-below 4 
Lady "who defires to ſpeak wich the Miftrifs of the Houſe, lh 
Ke Tier a9 ri ens g . 210 15 I; 
Fa. Tknow nor, kems 3 e les | 


»* 
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Cle. Is ſhe alone $597" IE 63+ ISLA. N | 
' Fran. Attended by a Grim, and an old Woman. | | 
Cleo. Perhaps ſome one that needs a Rind Aſſiſtance; ; my 
Father is in Bed, and PFll venture © know their Buſineſs bring 
her up. 4 

Fran. Tyers ood you mould FIT Sir. 
4 [Th bis, and Exit 


Silu. 1 will, but have a care of me, Cleonte, 


. Tfear I ſhall grow mad, and ſo undo the: 
| Love me but do not let me know t too much. [Gier'as out. 


ee 


Enter Eranciſca with Lights ; follon'd by Alonzo, Clarinda, 
and Dormida : Alonzo gazes on Cleonte awhile. 


Cleo. Ist me you would command? 1 Au M 
Clar. I know not what to fay, Im fo diſorder'd. 2 
Alon. What Troops of Beauties ſhe has ! unc 10 
whole Cities in. Madam, I beg 
iv _ [Takes Clarinda by the } Han „ and approaches Clege. 
Cleb. What, Sir? K 
8 That you would receive into rorcdion- nl \ 
Cleo. What pray, Sir!” © 
An. Would you would give me leave to ay a Heare that 
your fair Eyes have lately made -utifir for its old Quarters, , 
Cleo. T rather think you mean this Lady, Sir. ous? 
— [Alonzo looks with wonder on Clarinda. 
Alon. She's heavenly fair too, and has ſurpriz'd my He 
Juſt as *rwas going ing to the _other's Boſom, and rob d her ar 1 
of one half it. | [Afide; 
Clar. Madam, I am a Virgin in de 
And by misfortune forc d to ſeek a en, | 
And humbly beg it here. T | 
Cleo. Intreanes were not made for that fair Nog, 
Command and be obey'd. 
Bur, Sir, ro whom do you belong ? ? 


+ Alon. I belong to a very fair Perſon,” 


Bur ds not Know her Name. 8 Fre 
Cleo. But what are you, pray, Sir? 
1 ey" poor loſt ung tht non 


will own or pi 
{ indeed; but whoe'er you are, ſince you be- 


Cleo. That's 
long to this fair Maid, you'll find a Welcome FR where. 

Alon. And if I do not, Iam caſhier d. =_Y 
Madam, if telling you I am 2 IR 
Gay make me more Low» 7 

I ſhall be yer more prou e 

Cleo. What muſt 1 Tall your K Sir, ve Ted 
my a ? N 2 An, 
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A. There I am routed again with another hard Queſtion: | 


[Aſide 
1 Madam, Name: s Clarinda, _ 
Alon. Madam, I 12 my leave, and wiſh the Heart I leave 
with you to Nigh any perſwade 87 to ſuffer my Viſits to 
Morrow, till 4 r ſhall do m_—_ ut languiſn. 
_ Cleo. Iknow not what loſs you have ſuffer d to Night, but 
Fnce your fair Siſter's Preſence with us allows 1 it, you need not 
doubt a weleome. 
Alon. I humbly thank you, Madam. 
Kiſſes ber Hand, and looks amorouſly on Clarinda, 
Fran. Madam, pray retire, for Don Marcel is come into the 
Houſe all bloody, inrag'd 15 05 ſomebody. 


Clar. Tm N | Hurt, but cannot fear his Rape, 


Good Night, Sir. 7 | They £0 out. 
Alon. They are gone; nom had 1 as much mind to have 
kiſt the others Hand, bur that twas not a Ceremony due to a 
Siſter : What the Devil came into my Head, to ſay ſhe was fo ? 
nothing but the natural itch of talking and lying ; oy are 
very fair; bus what's that to me, Euphemia ſurpaſſes both: But 
a Pox on her terms of Marriage, III ſet ne” to her Beauty, 
and then theſe ger the Day, as far as natural Neceſſity goes: 
But TIl home and ſleep upon t, and yield to what's moſt pow- 
erful in the Morning. 
To Night theſe . angers do my Heart poſſeſs, » 
Ls which the greateſt ſhare, I cannot gueſs : 
w Fate in Love Fendt that in War, . | 
hen the rich Spoil falls ro the common ſhare, | | [6288 but. 


.SCENE VII. "The Street. 
Enter Alonzo, as out of the Houſe, gazing upon it. 
Alon, Sure 7 ſhall know this Houſe again to Morrow. 


[To him Lovis. 

| 6 Regt I a what ſhould be become. of Alonzo, I do not 

ze theſe Night-works of his. Whoſe Pet | 
Alon. Ions? © 


Louis. Al % | 

Alon. The Bane, where haſt thing ben ? 

Lov. In ſearch of you this two Hours. 9 

Alon. O, I have been taken up with new Ae ſinoe 
1 faw thee; bur prithee what became of thine ? for merhought 
| & was a like Woman. 
0 on. Faith, Sir, 7 thought 7 had ot a Prize; but a Pox 

dee when 7 came into the Fall, Ser the had recover d 
an wl me ee the Cavalier you reſcu'd from 


” ce), 


I 


— 


—ů— 1 2 
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Marcel, a thank d me 
and vaniſnt. T hope you "had better luck 5 — 
whoſe Face I had wo good fortune to ſee. 

Alon. Not ſo — as I could have wiſht, for the ſtands ful 
on her honourab ; 

Lov. Of Matrimony, ron Ti ha, a very Jilt, rl Warrant her; 
Come, come, you ſhall ſee her no more. 

Alon. Faith, I fear I muſt. 6 

Lov. To what purpoſe ? 


_ 


Alon. To perſwade her to Reaſon. · 


Lov. That you'll ſoon do, when he finds you will not r bes 
at other Bair. 

Alon. The worſt is, if I ſee her again, ir muſt be at her Fa- 
ther's Houſe; and ſo — ar from Man to Beaſt I muſt 
appear ſike a ridiculous Lover ſhe expetts'put of Handers, 
EO ROY LR © trick to draw thee in; be wiſe in 


"Aon. No, on my Canſelene ſhevin eric, he cu mehr o 
Name, and his I am to repreſent. 

Lov. What ist I pray? N 

Alen. Hance van Exel. 

Lou. Kah, her Name too, Tbeſcech you? -. "ci 

Alon. Euphemia ! and ſuch a Creature tis 

Lou. Sdeath, my Siſter all this wfüle : This has calf'd up all 
thar's $ Tyr, and makes me raging mad. Fer 
y 1 — beyond all Senſe or Ren 

on; Moſt deſperately, e or 

Lou. e r A 

Alon. Any thing but that But thou knowſt my ing 
ment elſewhere; and I have PS that yet en be wiſe, and 
yield on more leaſantfexms | 

Lov, I coul be angry now; but were unreaſonable” to 
blame gr * Eat 
Sir, I believe by your Treatment from Ambroſio and cel, 

you may come off there eaſily. 238 

Alon. That will not ſatisfie m Honour, though 'ewill my 
Love; that Thave ne E will owe to my own Incon- 
ſtancy, not theirs, beſides, this may de ad as you fay, 

2 But does Zuphemia love you ! | 
Alon. Faith, 1 i ſhe has e0 much Wirte diffemble, and 
too much Beauty to need that Art. nen 

Lov. Then you muſt mary her, 

Alon. Not it I can avoid it. 

Zov. I know this Lady, Sir, and now her to be worth 
your Love; I have it in my Power too, to ſerve you, if you 
FOTO ſuddenly, which you muſt do, or loſe her; for this 

| N 3 Randrian - 


* 


S * 


8 1 to Euphemia e, 
Pin. © he muſt not, not ſee 
au, How will you-higder him? © © | | 
10. With this. [To bis Sword. 
Where is this Rival? tell me: Condutt me to him 


"a Os 


find my Love above the common, rate, and cannot brook tis 


© Rival. 
Lu. 80, this blows the flame His Life will be no hin- 
drance to you in this Affair, if you deſign to love „ 
Alon. Do ſt know him 
Lou. Yes, he is a pleaſane Original 8 you to be 
It is che: ſame Fopp I told you was to n 8 
ho came along wirh me to Madrid, | 
Alan, How! Euphemig chy Siſter? __ 
Lon, Les, indeed ks and whom my Father defi 
2 away upon this half Man, 4 Fool; but I find —— 
0 Wit to make a better Choice; ſhe yet knows nothing of my 
Arrival, and till you reſolve What to 8 (hall not; and my 
Dutch man does nothing without me. 
21 If thou * nn of him, he's likely 70 


i But not in bis Amour, if you pleaſe: In ſhare, Sir, if 
yon dg really loye my Sifk 2 content D ious 
3 Child to contributa to che cheating my Father | this f ſame 
Hopeful Son he expe , and put you upon 5 what you 
do, "aſt be ſpeedily chen. 

Alon. Tam 4 thee for this frank Offer, and vill be 


Wag your wre e | Succeſs, ba. 
— J am re Ard! in in tpig ; of all my ' Inclinarions 
Wt + VIS 


Lou. Well, Sir, Tl get ou ſuch 4 Sure then, as chat our 
Here makes his firſt approach in, as are Bay 4 as. | bis Hu- 
mour, which you m aſſume too. K. 5 


N 


Alon. Content. | 
e To Night 1 ay my Duty. to my Father, and will 
s prepare your Way, and acquaint my Siſter with it; tis but a 
rollick if we ſucceed not. 
| poles God-a-mercyLad, let's about it then ere we ſleep, leſt 


change my Reſolution * Morning. . n * | 
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ACT m. SCENE. 
| Enten Alonzo dreft ridicumſh, meeting Loris; they la 


at each o 


Lov. Vo Haunce all over , the Taylor has play d his 
* play but yours as well, and I'll warrant you 


the Wenc 


Alon. Bur prichee, why need I act the Fool thus, ſince 


Hance was never ſeen here? p 


— 


I. Houſe of Carlo. 


\ 


Lov. To make good the Character I always gave of him to 
my Father; but here he comes, pray be very rude, and very 


umpertinent, - * 


Aen. Lord, Lord, how ſhall I look thus damnably ſet out, | 


and chus in Love! | 


5 Enter Don Carlo. | 125 
Lov, This, Sir, is Monſieur Haunce, your Son that muſt be. 
Aon. Beſo los manos ſignor: Is your Name Don Carlo! and are 
you the Gravity of this Houſe ? and the Father of Dona Eupbe- 


mia? and are you 


Car. In truth I have forgot them, 


Car. Sir, I pueſs by all theſe-your Demands at once ; 
Your Name to be Mn Huumce van Reit. 
Auen. Your Judgment's good; but to my Queſtions, pac 


there was ſo many, 


Aon. Are you he whois to be my Father? | 
Car. 'Tis ſo negotiated —— and if all Circumſtances con- 


cur 
fo grand a Conjunction 
Alon. Leſs of your Compliments, 


For, Sir, you muſt conceive, the Conſequence of 


Sir, and more of your 


Daughter, I beſeech you. Shart, what a formal Coxcomb tis. 


Lou. Prithee give him way. 


: Aſide. 


Alon, By this Light I'll loſe thy Siſter firſt ; wh who can 


indure the grave approaches to the 
have it as I would my Fate, ſudden and unexpected. 


Matter? Pſlife, I would 


Car. Pray, how long have you been landed? | 

Alon. So, now ſhall 7 be plagu'd with nothing but wiſe Que- _ 
ſtions, ro which I am able to make no Anſwer. [ Aſide. 
Sir, it is your Daughter that I defire to ſee impatiently. 

Car. Have you no Letters from my very good Friend your 


Farher ? 


Alon. What if I have not? cannot I be admitted to your | 


Daughter without a Paſs 7 12 
os * 


* 


; Car, 
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Car. O lack, Sir / „ 

Alon. But to let you ſee I come with full Power, ( though 1 | 
am old enough to recommend my ſelf ) here is my Commiſſion 
for what I do. | [ Gives him Letters. 

Car. I remember amongſt his other Faults, my Son writ me 
| word he had Courage: It ſo, I ſhall confider what to do. Reads. 
£- Sir, I find by theſe your. Father's Letters, you are not yetarriy'd. 
Auen. I know that, Sir, but I was told I ſhould expreſs my 

Love in my haſte ; therefore outſailing the Pacquer, I was the 
welcome Meſſenger my ſelf ; and ſince I am ſo forward, I be- 


' ſeech you, Sir - » [Carlo coming to imbrace him. 
Now dare not I proceed, he has ſo credulous a conſenting 
E . | BS [ Aſide. 


Car. Spare your Words, I underſtand their meaning, a pru- 
dent Man ſpeaks leaſt, as the Spaniard has it; and fince you are 
ſo forward, as you were ſaying, I ſhall not be backward, but as, . 
your Father adviſeth here, haſten the uniting of our Families, 
with all 82 ; for delay in theſe Affairs is but to prolong 
time, as the wiſe Man ſays. | | 
Alon. You are much in the right, Sir. But my Wife, I defire 
to he better acquainted with her. . 
Car. She ſhall be forth coming, Sir. Had you a good Paſſage? 
for the Seas and Winds regard no Man's neceſſity. 
Alon, No, no, a very ill one; your Daughter, Sir. 
Car. Pray, how long were you at Sea? 1 
Alon. Euphemia, Sir, Euphemia, your Daughter. This Don's 
Fuller of Queſtions than of Proverbs, and thats a Wonder. { Aſide. 
Car. They ſay Handers is a very fine Country, I never ſaw 5 
itz; but- — | | 
Alon. Nor tis no matter, Sir, if you never do, ſo I faw 
your Daughter. He'll catechiſe me home to my Dutch Pa- 
rents by and by, of which I can give him no more account 
Car. Are they as diſſatisfied with their new Governour, as 
they were with Don John? for they love change. CY 
or A Pox of their Government, I tell you I love your 
* | 2 
Car. I fear tis ſo, he is Valiant, and what a dangerous Qua- 
lity is that in Spain? tis well hes ric. bs ide. 
. Jv. Pray, Sir, keep him not long in Diſcourſe, the Sea has 
made him unfit for | | 


Alon. Any thing but ſeeing my Miſtriſs. W 

Dv. Pil have mercy upon thee, and fetch her to thee. Ex. Lovis. 

Car. Sir, you muſt know, that we ſuffer not our Women in 
Sein to converſe ſo 2 with your Sex, and that through 
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Alon. But, Sir, do you confider what an impatient thi 


a young Lover is? Or is it ſo long ſince you were one your ſelf, 
you have forgot it? Tis well he wanted Words: But yonder's 

Euphemia, whole | [ Enter Euphemia and Lovis. 
Beauty is ſufficient to, excuſe every Defect in the whole Fami- 


ly, — 4 a mortal fin; and new tis impoſſible to 
guar 


= ſelf longer from thoſe fair Eyes. | Afide. 


Car. I muſt not urge him to ſpeak much before 1 


leſt ſne diſcover he wants Wit by his much Tongue: { Ad * 


There's my Daughter, Sir, go ſalute her. 


Alon. Oh, I thank you for that, Sir. 


. 


T ftands ridiculouſly looking on ber. 


Car. You muſt be bold, Sir. 


Alan. Well, Sir, ſince you command me 


c. I did not mean kiſſing by ſaluting-. 


[ Goes rudely to kiſs ber. 


Alon, I cry you mercy, Sir, ſo I underſtood you. | 
Car. Fie upon t, that he ſhould be no more a Maſter of Ci- 


ilivy. | 


Lpv. 1 fear, Sir, my Siſter will never like this Humour in 


her Lover; he wants common Converſation. 


Car. Converſation 


ye fooliſh Boy, he has Money, and 


needs none of your Converſation. yet if I thought he 
were v | i 


. | [This while Alonzo and Euphemia make 
ſiens of Love with their Eyes. 


Lou. T hope, Sir, he does but boaſt of more of that than he 
really has. ; | 


Car. That Fault I my ſelf have been guilty of, and can ex- 


cuſe; but the thing it ſelf 7 ſhall never indure; you know I 
was forc'd to ſend you abroad, becauſe I thought you addicted 


to that. I ſhall never ſleep in quiet 
a ching tobe Rich, or Wile, and Valiant. 
| 


Valiant! thar's ſuch 


| | Goes to Euphemia. 
Lov. Colonel, pray to the buſineſs, for I E you will betray 


your ſelt. 


Car. But look upon his Wealch Euphemia, and you will find 


thoſe Advantages there which are wanting in his Perſon ; but F 


chink the Man's well. 

 Euph. I muſt not ſeem to yield too ſoon. [ Afide. 
Sir, there be many Spamards born that are as rich as he, and 
have Wit too. | \ | 


Car. She was ever very averſe to this Marriage. [ Aſide, 
This Man is half a Spaniard, his Mother was one, and my firſt 
Miſtriſs, and ſhe I can tell you, was a great Fortune 


* 


Ewph. I, Sir, but he is ſuch a Foo] | 


Cer. 


x86 8 He Dutch _ 
| "Ws, Von are a worls; to find fiat wich chit in 4 Hurbang, | 
n Stand afide, Sir, are you ta court your Daughter or I? ſ 
Cr. I was inclining h | t 
, You inclining her ! an old Man want's Rhetorick; ſer 0 
me dc her. « [ Goes to Euphemia. [ 
© "Car. This capricious Humour wat tolerable in him, whilſt 7 a 

beliey'd- it the Effects of Folly, but now tis that of Valour ; l 
5 Oh E tremble at the Si ht of him. . 

pb. Now I ſee you are a Cavalier of your Word. e 
Alon. Faith n 6- mi 1 have — and taken I 
"cr betrer Terms, 1 you 0 To marry ou is 

. Bin al il -favour'd Proof to give you of my Paſſion, | : 
Euph. Do you repent ir? ? - 

lon. Would to God twere come but to that, 7 was juſt 
upon the Point of it when bots enter d. But I know not what 
the Devil there is in that s, but it has debauch'd 
every ſober Thought about me: aith, do not let us marry 


e. if, ve bad fat proceeded oo fr to cet, hig | 
be content. 

Alm. What ſhall 7 come to? all on the ſudden to leave a 
delicious whoring, drinking and fighting,” and be condemm d to | 
.a dull honeft Wi well” if it be my ill Fortune, may this 
Curſe light on thee that has brought me to't : may 7love thee 
even after we are married to that troubleſome Degree, that! | 
may grow moſt damnable jcalous of thee, and keep thee from 
rhe Sighe of all Mankind, but thy own natural Husband, that 
ſo N may ſt be Ser ode d of the greateſt Pleaſure of this = 

ng of 
nr Euph. fm fry to find ſo much ill Nature in you, would 
a ave the cience to * nd ney Copa ire han : 

7 would you: INS © 

Alon. Nay, I do not think 7 ſhall be fo wickedly loving; but 
1 am reſolv'd to marry thee and try. 

- Enph. My Father, Sir, on with 7 Diſguiſe. To them 1 2 
Car. wel, Sir, how do you like my Daughter ? © _. 

Alon. So, ſo, ſhe'll ſerve for a Wife. 

Car. Bur do den nor find her willing to be fo? © - 

Aen. Tis not a half-peny matter for that, as ton as wy Fa- 

and you are agreed upon the matter. 
Car, Well Euphemia, ſetting all fooliſh- Modeſty afi aſide, how 


40 you like this Man? I 

eb. As one, whom in Obedience to you, J am content to 
 eaft my ſelf away upon. 

Caf; How fees this Humour to ous?s? 


Exph. Indifferent, Sir, he is not very court ag 
* OY YE 


. — 
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| Car. 1 fear ſhe has found his fl Quality of Valour too, and | 
ſince tis fertain ſo, why ſhould. it be ſaid that 7 ruin d a Child © 
to ſatisfiè my Appetite of Riches? (Ade. = 


Come- Daughter, can you love him, or can you not? For Fl 
make but ſhort Work ont; you are my Daughter, and have 
a Fortune great enough to inrich any Man; and Fm reſolv d 
to put no Force upon your Inclinations. 

Euph. How's this! nay, then tis time I left diſſembling. 22 
— this _ PF in you has ſtrangely overcome me, and makes 
ve withſtood your Will ſo long. 

"= Do nor diſſemble with me, I fay do not; for Law x6-- 
ſolv'd you ſhall be happy. 

* Eph. Sir, my Obedience ſhall | 

Car. No more of Ford wich your I ſay again do not A. 


ſemble, for I'm not pleas d with your Obedience. 
 Ewph, This Alterarion is very ſtrange and ſudden; pre Hea- 
ven he have not found the Cheat. — 


Love, Ar, they ſay will come after Marriage ; pray 


try it. 
Car. Few have found ir ſo; nor ſhall [you experience it at x 0 
dear a Rate as your Ruin. 
"Euph, But, Sir, merhinks Iam ron 20love hin more ing | 
he ſpoke to me, than before. * 2 4 
Car. The Effects of your Obedience again. 
Eupt'. This is a ſtrange Alteration, Sir; not all my Tears and 
Prayers before I ſaw him could prevail with you. Z beieech, 
you, Sir, believe me. o 
Car. Nor ſfiould now, had I not another Reaſon fort. | 
Euph. Oh, I fear———Bur, Sir — = | 
Car. Go to, Tl be better fatisfy'd- cer 'I proceed eben 2 
both of your Inclinations, and his Courage. LA : 
Do you conſider his Wealth, Sir ? 
Car. That ſhall not nowbetriend tum. 
Alon, Sir, I bar whiſpering tis not in my Bargain nor cn 
Il have fair Play for my Money 
Car. I am only knowing my n Pleaſure, ſhe is a lit - 
tle peeviſh, as Virgins uſe in ſuch Caſes, bur wou'd that were 6 
all, and I'd indeavour to reconcile her. 
Alan. I thank you, Sir; in the mean time Til take a Walk for 
an Hour or two, to ger me a better Stomach both to my Dinner 
and Miſtreſs. 
\ "Car. Do ſo, Sir. Come Euphenis, I will 2 ou. a Proof. 
of- 2 Indulgence, thou ſnalt marry no valiam ools, valiant 
| quoth ye. Ei, come . P hoon and. 
rich Come, come { Ex. with Euphemia. 
e Na aun LY ga Jook alien my Dutchman, f * 
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' Garpriſes us here, which muſt not be; where ſhall I find you? 


Aen. Fit wait upon my Prince, and then on you here. 
Lu. Do fo, and carry on this Humour. Adieu. 


SCENE H. A fut Grove, | 


Euer Haunce in 4 fantaſtical travelling Habit with 4 Bottle of © 
_ .- . Brandy in his Fand, as fiek.: Gload marches after. * 


Hu. Ah, ah, a pox of all Sea - Voyages. [Drinks 5 


Here Gload, take thee t other Sope and then let's home. 


| DL Glead drinks, 
ha, a pox of Sea-Voyages. | . 
load. Sir, if I may adviſe, take rorher turn in the Grove, 
for I find by my Noſe you want more airing. 
Hay. How Sirrah! by your Noſe ? have a Care, you know 
tis ill jeſting-with me when I'm angry. e 
Gload. Which is as often as you are drunk, 7 find it has the 
ſame Effects on me too; but wy Sir, I meant no other than 
chat you ſmell a little of the Veſſel, a certain ſour remains of a 


Storm abont you. 1 
Hau. Ah, ah, do not name a Storm to me, unleſs chou wilt 
have the Effects on't in thy Face. (Drinks. 


„load. Sha, ſha, bear up, Sir, bear up. 

Hau. Salerimente, a Sea phraſe too! Why ye Raſaal, I tell 
you I can indute nothing that puts me in mind of that Ele- 
ment. _ LT "1 Drinks, 

| Gload. The Sight of Dom Euphemia will—— | © © 
| [load drinks between whiles tos. 

Hu. Hold, hold, let me conſider whether I can indure to 
hear her nam'd or nor; for I think I am ſo throughly morrifyd, 
J ſhall , hardly reliſh Woman-kind again thi two 


' *Ghad. You a Man of Courage, and talk thus? 
Haw. Courage? Why what doſt thou call Courage? Hedor 

himſelf would not have chang'd his ten Years ſiege for our ten 

Days Storm at Sea— a Storm a hundred thouſand 


 fighring Men are nothing tot; City's ſackt by Fire nothing; 


tis a refiſtleſs Coward that attacques a Man at diſadvantage ; 
an unaccountable _ that firſt conjures down a Mans Cou- 
rage, and then plays the Devil over him. And in fine, it is a 
load. Good lack tliat ir ſhould be all theſe terrible things, 
E * ſhould out · brave it. bf _ 8 12 
* Hay, No god a mercy to our Courages though, I tell you 
that now 6482; but like an angry Wench, when it had Jus 
1 * 4 p | Aa | 
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and bluſter'd it ſelf weary, it lay ſtill again. (Drinks; 
'  Gload. Hold, hold, Sir, you know we are to make Viſits ro 
Ladies, Sir; and this repleniſhing of our Spirits, as you call it 
Sir, may put us out of Caſe, | ; | 

Hau. Thou art a Fool, I never made love fo well as when I 
was drunk, it improves my Parts, and makes me witty; that is, 
it makes me ſay any thing that comes next, which NOW-@- 
days for Wit; and when I am very drunk, 71! home and dreſs 
yt and the Devil's in't if ſhe reſiſt me ſo qualify'd and fo 
dre 'd. 0 2 £1 | 
Glo. Truly, Sir, thoſe are things that donor properly belong 
ro , 


— Your Reaſon, your Reaſon; we ſhall have thee witry 
too in thy Drink, hah? (Langhs. 
Gload, Why, I fay, Sir, none bur 'a Cavalier ought to be 
ſoundly or wear a Sword and Feather; and a Cloak and 
Band were fitter for a Merchant. B L103 
Hau. Salerimente, Il beat any Dan in Spain that does bur 
think he has more right to any fort of Debauchery, or Gallan- 
try than V Trell you that now. Gload. 
 Gload. Do you remember, Sir, how you were wont to go at 


home? when inſtead of a Periwig, you wore a ſlink, greaſie 


Hair of own, which a pair of large thin Sou- 
e co fopent a formal Hat, on end thus——— ' 
" 3 e ( Imitates him. 
Hau. Ha, ba, ha, the Rogue improves upon't. 
; | C Gies him By andy. 
Gload. A Collar in ſtead of a Cravat twelve inches high; 
with a blew, ſtiff, ſtarcht, lawn Band, ſer in print like your 
Whiskers; a Doublet with ſmall Skirts hookt to a pair of wide- 
kneed Britches, which dangled half way over Leg, all to be 
daſh'd and dirty'd as high as the gartering. | 
Hau. Ha, ha, ha, very well, proceed. (Drinks, 
_ Gload. Your Hands defil'd wich countling of damn d dirty 
Money, never made other uſe of Gloves, continually to 
draw them through thu till they were dwindled in- 
to the 3 0 * — 2 1 
Hau. Ha, ha, a ant b | Drinks. 
F Gload, A Cloak, ball a ard ſnorter than RR not 
through lin'd, bur fac'd as far as twas turn d back, with a pair 
of frugal Butter-hams, which was always manag'd— thus 
Hau. Well, Sir, have you done, that I may ſhow you this 
Merchant revers'd ?. | 
' Ghad. Preſently, Sir ; only a little touch ar your Debauche- 
ry, which unleſs it be in damn d Brandy, you dare not go to 
the Expence of. Perhaps at a Wedding, or ſome treat where 
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is o transform d from the Merchant to the Gallant in all 


N ſe is not concern d, you wofild moſt inſatiably Tipple; 

iſe your two Stivers-Club is the higheſt you dare go, 

_ you will be condemn'd for a Prodigal, (even by your 

own Conlvience ) if you add two more extraordinary to the 

and at Home fit in the Chimney-corner, curſing the Face 

Duke de Alva upon the Juggs, for laying an impoſition on 
And now, Sir, I have dene. 

5 Hance. And doſt thou not know when one of choſe thou 

haſt deſcribed, goes but half a League our of Town, that he 


Points, that his own Parents; nay, the Devil himſelf cannot 
know him: Not a young Engliſh Squire newly come to an 
Eſtate, above the management of his Wir, has better Horſes, 


a Aer * Swears, Drinks, and does every thing with 


e than he. Damns the ſtingy Cabal of the two 

Freue and puts the young King of Spain and his Mi- 
iſs together in a Romer of a Pottle, and in pure Gallantry | 
breaks che Glaſſes over his Head, ſcorning to drink twice in 
the ſame; and a thouſand ies. full as Heroick and Brave 1 
coud tell you of this ſame Holy-day Squire. But come, rother 


turn, and t other ſope, and then for Donna Euphemia. For 1 
ind I begin to be reconcil'd to the Sex. 


Elo. Bur, Sir, if I might adviſe, let's een ſleep firſt, * Phd 
 Haunce, Away you Fool, I hare the ſober Spaniſh way of 


Love, that's unattended with Wine and Mufick, give 


me a Wench that will out-drink the Dutch, curdance? the 
- French, and out out. kiſß the Engliſh. 


Glo, Sir, that's the Faſhon in Span. 5 
, Haunce. Hang the Faſhion; I manage her car muſt hey 


| Wie, as I pleaſe, or Ill beat 'her inro aſhion. 


_ Glo. What, beat a Woman, Sir? 6 
Haunce. Sha, all's 5 pne for thar, if [am provok'd, Anger r will 


8 Effects on whomſoe er it licht; ſo ſaid Nan Trump, 
when he took his Miſtriſs a Cuff o'th Ear, for finding faulr 
With an ill-fafhion'd Leg he made her; 7 lik'& his Humour well, 


therefore come thy — . ͤ ammes [Exent. 


SHEN E III. Draws off, di jcovers. ange ſleeping on the 
dg; kippolyza ſitting h. who Sings. 


— 4b fall Amyntas, can that Hour | 
\ ++... ©» 80 ſoon forgotten be, e Fe 
When firft I yielded up oy Power | n 

IJ. e te betray'd by thee? \ ** 

22 God knows with how much Tanocence —  '» FR. 
. 1 aan A. | . ers 
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Unto thy faithleſs Eloquence, STE 
| ind gov thee what was mine. 


I had mt e in flore, 
Bit at thy Feet Ilaid 4M 
Thoſe Arms which conquer d heretofore, 
Though now thy Trophies made. - 
Thy Eyes in ſilence told their Tale, 
of Love in ſuch a way, 
That 'twas as eaſie to prevail, 
As after to betray. 


wy comes farth, woch. 
Hip. My Grief's too great to be diverted this way. 
; [ Pointing to * 
why ſhould this Villain ſleep, this treacherous Man 
Who has for ever robb'd me of my reſt? * Ut 
Had T but kept my Innocence intire, na 
I had out- brav d my Fate, and broke m 2— 4 + 
Which now I bear like a poor guilty 8 —5 15 1 30 
Who ſadly crys, if I were free from thele * 
Iam not from my Crimes; ſo ſtill lives on, 2 
And drags his loathed Fetters after him. 
Why ſhould I fear to dye, or murther him? 
It is but adding one Sin more to th number. 
6 This—would ſoon do but where's the Hand to guide 152 
l [Draws @ Dagger, ſight. 
For erer | Lone away. 
But yet thus ing I might take chat Soul. OR 
Which waking all the Charm of Art and Nature 
Had not the Power reffeft.. - | 
Oh were J brave, I could remember that, Hz il 
And this way be the Miſtreſs of his Heart. big 440] 
But mine forbids ir ſhould be char wa „„ 
No, I muſt ſtill love on, in ſpight of me, TR 1-40; 
Aud wake him quickly, leſt one Moments thought [Wie 
Upon my Shame 2 urge me to undo him. 
Antonio, Amon. [He wakes riſes and * — fo 4 
. the Dagger in ber 
Art. Vile Woman, why that Dagger 1 in ty — : 
Hip. To've killd thee with; 
But chat my Love o'ereame my juſter f 4; 
And put it in thy Power to ſave thy ſelf, IP 
Thank char, and not my Reaſon. for chy Life. 
* ant. She's 1 wich that and n, 
* . am > Wounded and mm 


* 
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Ita, why all this Rage ro me?? Kindly (miles, 
"> Antonio, thou arr perjur d, falſe and baſe. 


Ant. What ſaid my faireſt Miſtreſs? [Goes to her looking ſoftly, 
| Hip. I ſaid that thou wert perjur'd, falſe and baſe. | 


| SM L Leſs in Rage. 
Au. My dear Hippolyta, ſpeak it again, Rig 
Ido not underſtand thee. L uabes ber by the Hand. 
Hip. I ſaid that thou wert perjur d my Antonio. L Sighs. 
Ant. Thou wert to blame, but twas thy Jealouſie, 
Which being a Fault of Love I will excuſe. | 
Give me thar Mark of Anger, prethee do, 
It miſ-becomes thy Hand. _ | 
Hip. Tve nothing left but this I can command, 
And do not raviſh this too. 1 
A1. It is unkind thus to ſuſpect my Love; 
Will you make no Allowance for my Humour? 
I am by Nature rough and cannot pleaſe 
With Eyes and Words all ſoft as others can, 
But ITcan love as truly my blunt way. * 
Hip. You were ſo ſoft when firſt you conquer'd me, ¶ Sighs; 
That but the Thoughts of that dear Face and Ey 1 © AN 8 
So manag d, and ſo ſer for Conqueſt out, | 
Would make me kind even to another Man; 
Could I but thus imbrace and hide my Eyes, 
And call him my Antonio. 7). 
che leant on his Boſom, he the while gets her Dagger, 
Ant. Stand off falſe Woman, I deſpiſe thy love, = 
Of which to every Man I know thou deal} [ok 
An equal ſhare, -- „ ee Af, 
Hip. I do not wonder that I am deceiv d. 
But that I ſhould believe thee, after all thy Treachery. 
Bur prethee tell me why thou treat ſt me thus? 
Why didſt thou with the ſacred Vows of Marriage, 
After a long and tedious Courtſnip to to me, 
RKaviſn me from my Parents and my Husbandꝰ 
For ſo the brave Alonzo was by promiſe. 
A. Why will tell thee; twas not love to thee, 
But hatred to thy Brother Don Marcel, 
Who made Addreſſes to the fair Clarinda, 
And by his Quality deſtroy'd my Hopes. A 
' Hip. And durſt you notRevenge you ſelf on him? 
Ant. His Life alone could nor appeaſe my Anger; 
And after ſtudying what I had to do | | 
Hip. The Devil taught thee this, WHOS 0 Ft 
3 Ant. Yes, and you I choſe, SOT 645 


* 
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In great Rage. 
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Becauſe you were contracted to Alongs, , 
That the Diſgrace might be more eminent. 
Hip. I do believe thee, for when I reflect | 
On all thy Uſage ſince thou haſt = tems 85 
I find thou haſt not paid me back one ſigh, 
Or ſmile for all that I have given tliee. 
Ant. Hear me out. r 
Hip. Moſt calmly. | ot p * 
Ant. From Town to Town you, know I did remove you, 
Under pretence to ſnun your Brother's anger: by 
But twas indeed to ſpread yqur Fame abroad. 
But being not ſatisſy d 'till in Madrid, r can 
Here in your native Town I had proclaim'd ycu. 4 1:37 
The Houſe from-whence your Brother's Fury chasd us * 
Was a Bordello, where twas given out IE 
Thou were a Venice Courtizan to hire, | yet; 
_ Whilſt you believ'd ic was your Nuptial Palace.  { Langhs. 
Hip. Doſt think I did not underſtand the Plot? my 
Yes, and was mad till ſome young Lovers came. mp 
But you had ſet a Price too high upon me, | 
No brisk young Man durſt venture, 
Ihad expoſed my ſelf at cheaper rates. N 
An. Your Price, I pray, young Sinner? "A away 
| [ Pulls off his Hat in ſcortte 
Hip. Thy Life; he that durſt ſay Antonio lives no more, 
Should have poſſeſt me gratis. | IV 
Ant. I would have taken care none ſhould have don t; 
To ſhow, and offer you to Sale, was equally as ſhametwl.. 
Hip. Well, what faſt thou more to do? this is no 
Place to inhabit in, nor ſnalt thou force me further; 
And back into the Town thou dar ſt not go. 
Ant. Perhaps I had been kinder to you, R 
Had you continu d ſtill to give me that 
Might have begot a Paſſion in me. It 
Hip. I have too much repentance for that fin 
To increaſe it, at the Price of being belov'd by thee. 
Ant. Conſider what you do, his place is ſilent, 
And far from any thing t hat may aſſiſt you. | 
Come lead me to the Covert of this Grove. [Takes her rudely. 


Enter Haunce and. Gload drunk; Haunce ſeeing them, offers 
n er rs $725 
Glo. Hold, hold, Sir, why do you run away? 
Haunce. Thou Fool, doſt not ſee the Reaſon? 


Elo. I ſee a Man and a Lady, Sir. | * 
Hiunce, Why, you Concomb, they are Lovers; — 


. MS. N 7 
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Or ſome that are going to do the deed of Love. 
Ant. How ! Men here? Yeur Buſineſs. £ 


Haunce. Prithee Friend do not trouble your ſelf with 


but follow your own ; ; my Man is u file faucy in his Drink is, 


deed, bur I am ſober enough to underſtand how things go. 
- Ant. Leave us then 
Haunce. Leave us then ——— good Words, good Words, 
Friend, for look ye, I am in a notable Humour ar preſent, and 
will be intreated. 
Glo. Yes, Sir, we will be intreated. 
ant. — 1 — , 0 harkye F $404 
Haunce, Thats ſomething ut rl a 
Man had a mind to pur in for a ſhare with you. \ : 
Ant. Rude Slaves leave us. | 


Haunce. Ha, Slaves! 8 
Glo, Slaves ſaid you, Sir? hah „ 
Hip. Oh, as you're a Gentleman aſſiſt me. [o Haunce, 


Haunce. Aſſiſt thee ? this Fellow looks as he would not have 
his Abilities call'd in queſtion; ; otherwiſe Tam amorous enough 


to do thee a kindneſs. - of FR fre bold 5 

| | till ts go, 

Hip. Sir, you miſtake me; c a Raviſher 

 Haunce. A Raviſher ! ha, ha, ha, doſt like him the worſe 
for that? No, no, I beg your Pardon, Madam. 

H. Have no Manhood, Sir? 

Glo. She is in earneſt; now if I durſt ſtay, how 1 would #52 
mineer over my Maſter ; I never try'd perhaps, I may be va- 
liant thus inſpir d. Lady, I am your n who dares Na- 

viſh you, or me either? * Fx 

Ant. Raſcvl, unhand her. WOT | 

[ He comes up to them, Gload 10 the Lady before him. 
* Haunce. How, how Gload, ingag d! Nay, I ſcorn to he out- 
done by my Man. Sirrah, march off wi i the Baggage, whilſt 
I ſecure tlie Enemy. | 
Ant. Raſh Man, what mean 8 | 
| Te: I fay, ſtand off, and fer him 80 quietly avay with the 
. Wench, or loo yOu. — 
Ant. Unmanner'd Fool, Fl chaſtiſe thy boldneſs. 
| [ Goer up w him with 94 Dagger 
"Heunce, How, how, haſt 4 no other Weapon? 
Ant. No, if I had, thou darſt not have incounterd me. 
Haunce. T ſcorn thy Words, and therefore there lies my 
Sword; and finceyou date me at my own Weapon, I tell you! 
| am as good as S un heb Donof-you 5.9; darn 
[Draws — Dutch Wife. 
. Can Tindure this Amen; NaN _ 7 
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Gl. The beſt way to make a Coward fight, is to leave him in 
Danger Come Lady: [ Goes our. 
Ant. Thou baſe unmanner'd Fool; how durſt thou offer ar 2 
2 wich ſo deſpis d a ching as chat? | 
Haunce. Deſpisd a thing? talk not ſo contempribly of this 
Weapon: I ſay, do nor, but come on if you dare. 
Anz. I can indure no longer | 
Ties at him, Haunce cuts his Face, and takes 4. 
way, after a while, his Dagger. 
injuſtice! can ſuch a Dog, and ſuch a Weapon vanquiſh me? 
Haunce. Beg your Life; for I ſcorn to ſtain my Victory in 
Blood that 7 learnt our of Pharamond. (ade. 
Ant. He does not merit Life, that could not defend ir apainſt 
ſo V and baſe a thing as thou Had but Marcel left me my 
S wor 
Haunce. O then 1 perceive you are us d to de yanquiſt'd, and 
therefore I ſcorn to kill thee, live, live, 
Ant. How the Raſcal triumphs over me, 
Haunce. And now like a generous Enemy, I will ited thee 
to my Tent, and have thy Wounds dreſt 


That too? had out of Pharamond. aſide. 
Ant. What if I take the offer of this Sar? ſo 1 may ſee 
Hippolyta again. But I forget ; aſide. 


Haunce. Will you accept my offer? 
Aut. For ſome Reaſoas I dare not venture into the Town, 
Haunce. My Lodging is, at St. Peter's-Gare, hard by; and on 
the Parol of a Man of Proweſs you ſhall be ſafe and free —— 
Pharamond again. ade. 
Ant, Ill truſt him, for worſe I cannot be. | aftde. 
Pin pk TIl tollow, Si——— | 
2 Not ſo, tor though the Captive. ought to follow the 
Victor, yet Ill not cruſt my Enemy at my Backſide. 
Politicks too — | | aſide. 
Ant, You muſt Command — c 0 our. 


SCENE IV. The Garden. 
Enter Silvio and Franciſca. © 


Silv. well dear Franciſca, will Cleonte come, 
And all alone into the Garden? 
Fran. 2 ſhe will, I have at laſt prevail, to "har 
ows not; chis is an hour wherein you'll ſcarce be 
interrupted: The amorous Entertainment ou have prepared 
for her, will advance your Deſign; ſuch heighten che 


' Dehire, Is all ready on your 


Sitv. Ir * Band Im prep for all the Reſiſtance ſhe can 5 
O 2 


2 * 


* 


. * e Long. 
| make, and am reſoly'd to fatisfie my inſupportable Flame, ſince 
there's no other hopes fi me. 
Fran. She's comin retire. 
: oy? Exit Silvio 155 the Garden. 
Oh how he kills me: Well, at leaſt this pleaſure 1 have whilft 
I am dying; chat when he poſſeſſes the fair Cleonte, he for 
ever ruins his Intereſt in her Heart, and muſt find gorhing but 
her mortal Hate and Scorn. 


Enter wa, 


le. Ale why art thou fo earneſt for my coming into 
the Garden fo early? 
Fran. Becauſe, Madam, here without interruption you may 
learn what the Lady Clarinds has to tell you. 
Cleo. Is that all? go wait upon her hither then. | 
Fran. Yes, when you're more pleaſant Affair is diſparch'd, l 
Vi 2 | * F ranciſca. 
C.(leo. Can this be Love I feel? 
This ſtrange unuſual ſomething in my Soul, 
That 22 ſo movingly for Silvio there; 
And yours me wiſh him not allied to me. 
 {Amiſe of. Rural Muſick is heard within the 
Trees, as Pipes, Flutes, and Voices. 
Hat! whe leaſant Noiſe i5 this? ſure tis in the Ari 
Bleſs me, what ſtrange things be theſe! _. 


—_ *-' Enter Swains Waning pon ne after then Fer Shepherds with 
=—_— Garlands and flowers, and four Nymphs dancing an amorons 
Dance to that Muſick, wherein the Shejherd; make Love to the 
Nymphs, and put the Garlands on their heads, and go out 3 the 
 Nymphs come and lay them at Cleonte's Ret, "and Ius. | 


2 Nymph. Here ar your Feet, we Tribute 5, 
ed — the Glories of the May 
2. Nymph. Shuch Tropbies can be only due 
7 Vithors ſo divine as you. 
Both. Come follow, follow, where Love leads the way, 
To 1 that admit of no delay. | 


19 mph. Come follow ta the amorous Shade, 

with Roſes, and with Feſſamine, | "y 

4 | 3 4 N 1: Where the Love:fick Boy is laid, 
1 Pai far Love's charming Queen. ag 

= - 2 Both. AE 1 el where we lead the way 

5 > lh Pleaſures thus admit of no delay. = 1; [Leads her u. 


"The Scene changes to E Elun, * leave = bad f 
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s Di het. 
Cleo. I am all Wonder. NM 
Enter Silvio in Rapture, * yet ſeeing Cleonte. 


Suu. Tm all on fire, tiil 7 injoy my Siſter, 
Nor all the Laws of Birth and Nature * 


Can hinder me from — * ist juſt: 
Why ſhould che charm of fair Cleonte's Eyes, 


Me, leſs than Aliens to her Blood ſurprize? 
And why ( fince I love Beauty every where, 
And that Cleonte has the greateſt ſhare ) 
Should I nor be allow'd to worſhip her? 
The * words of Nature, and of Blood, 
Are ſuch as Lovers never underſtood. 
Prudence in Love, /cwere nonſence to approve, 
And he loves moſt that gives a Jooſe to Love. 
Cleo. Silvio here 3 
Siu. Hah——yonder ſhe's ! | O09 ber. $ 
And now my Paſſion — i n | 
Cleonte come! come ſatisfie my flame 
Runs to her, nds ta ec her pſſunate) by the hand. 
Theſe private ſhades are ours, no jealous 
Can interrupr our Heaven of Joy ! - 
Cleo. What mean you? do you know I am Siſter ? 
Silu. Oh that aceurſed Name hy it check me 


He pauſes, 
| Wouldſt thou hadſt rather been ſome miſ-b&gotren mf, . 
That might have ſtartled Nature at thy Birth: 
Or it che Powers above would have Fair, 
Why wert thou born my Siſter ? | 
Oh, if thou ſnouldſt preſerve thy Soul and mine, 
Fh from this place and me; make haſte away, 
A ſtrange wild Monſter is broke in upon thee ; 
A thing that was a Man, but now as mad, | 
As raging Love can make him. 
Fly me, or thou art loſt for ever. 
Cleo. Remember Silvio, that you are my Wocher, 
1 can you hurt your Siſter ? { Weeps. 
lv. ildſt thou repeat thoſe ties a thouſand times, 
Twill 1 redeem thee from the fate that threatens thee. 
Be gone, whilſt ſo much Vercue does remain about me, 
To wiſh chee out of danger. 
Cleo, Sure Silvio, this is but to try my Vertue. Weeps fill. 
Silu. No, look on m ho ac (= Cleonte, and thou ſhalt ſee them 
Fi 


flame with a ſtra — | { Looks wildly on her. 
Yer do not look, thy Eyes increaſe ir, 
Alas! Uns away, jus hides is Eyes. 


And I ſhall ſtill forget I am thy Brother : | 
— | D 3 Go, 


| 19 ie Ditch Lover, 


, whilſt I have power to take my Eyes away 4. 
ri they turn again, A mill be fatal. | 
"in pray hear me, Sir. 
- Silv. Oh, dg not ſpeak, thy Voice has Charms. 1 | 
As tempting thy Face, but whilſt thou art nen ugſeen, 
Perhaps my madneſs, maꝝ be moderate, 
For as it is, the beſt Effects of it, | 
Will prompt me on to kill Thee. 
Cleo. To kill me? 
Sulu. Yes, for ſnouldſt thou live, adorn'd with fo much ven 
So much my Paſſion is above my Reaſon :_ - 
In ſome ſuch, fit. as does poſſeſs me now .- ; 
I ſhould commit a Rape, a Rape upon thee; 
Therefore be gone, and do nor tempt Deſpair 
That mercileſs rude thing, bur fave thy Homo, 


7 ®. 


And thy Life. | 
Cleo. 7 will obey you Sir. 'Goes <7 ng the Garden, 
Silv, She's gone and now. (Walks and talks in ſtopping, 


— hot Fit abates——ſlie is my ee, is, my Fathers 
Daughter — bur —= what if his Wife deceivd him or 
perhaps — ( which is the likelier thing) my Mother play d 
the falſe one for tas her Trade to 40 o — and Im 

not Son to Ambroſio —— Oh, that ſne were 3 4 
fels this Truth, for ſure tis Truth, then 1 might love, and might 
injoy Clemte——injo joy Cleonte? u tranſort. 
Oh chat thought! what Fire ir kindles inmy Veins, and now my. 
cold Fits gone—. _ + Offers to go, "bag farts and returns, , 
s, let me aſe a w e 4 1 

For in this Ague of my Love and Fear, 

Both the extregnis are mortal — [ Goes into, JFe coin. 


Enter Ambroſio « and Marcel. 


PE... I'm reconcil'd to you, ſince your Brother Silvio would 
VE IT 10. 
Mar. My Blood flows to my Face, co hear hi nam'd. 
Amb. Let there be no more Differences een you; Fut 
- Silvio has of late been diſdontent, keeps home, and ſhuns the 
Converſation which Vouth delights in; goes not to Court as he 
was wont. Prichee Marcel-learn thou the cauſe of 9 
Mar. I do believe I ſhall my Lord too ſoon. [ aſide. 
. Amb. Tm now going to my Villz, and ſhall not return till 
| . by the way Imean to viſit your Wife that was deſign d 
the rich Katia and ſee if I can again reconc ile her to 
N for your neglect has been great, and her Anger is juſt. 
Mar. I rather wiſh it ſhould continue, Sil for I have N f 
*  pclinarions to marry. 


—— 4x _— 22 —ͤ—ſ—̊— — wv 
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2 'Amb, No more Tt have it ſo, if I can. 


Mar. Tm filent, Sir. Lean, Ambroſio and Marcel, 


Enter 4s from out of the- Garden, Cleonte, Clarinda, F 


Dormida, from amongſt the Trees, ſally; z * who ſtarts at 


n, ſight of them. 
Cleo, Tam ſatisfyd you knew nor my Brother's being in the 
Garden. To Fran; 
Silu. Clarinda with my Siſter ! and in our Houſe ! 7 very 
y fair —— and yet how dull and blaſted all her Beauti& ſeem, 
: when they approach the fair Cleonte's — I cannot ſhun à te- 
dious Compliment; ro ſee the fair Clarinda | Goes to Clarinde, 


here, is a happineſs ee my hope; ce Broder to ſee her kind 


to the Siſter, who always with { much 
Scorn and Rigour. mn £1 
- Clar. Haug / ſure I'm berry; an 


r talks te her. 


2 Mareel, dads amaz d. 
Har, Hah! 7 Silvio wh c— din — 
Oh daring Villain, ro make this a 
To all hy Luſts and Treache ery. 
Now Tm convine'd, twas he that wounded me, 
And he that fed li Night with that falſe Woman. . 


Silv. You need nor fear me now, fair 

Im difarm'd of all my dangerous Love. | 
Mar. It, was by his contriyance that ſhe came, _ be 

do not excuſe him, but ſend her quickly from you, leſt you 

become as infamous as ſhe—— - 

cler. Oh how I hate her non, 1 know my Brother Sifvio 


loves her. 
d Mar, How every Geſture ſhows his Paſſion, whilſt ſhe ſeems 
pleas d to hear to tim, I can indure no more=— _ 
Cleo. What will you do? | {She goes to Mens 
* Mar. Nothing dear Siſter: | 


he par if Leads Miſe vl angry v0 
For tis not fafe t attack him Galen; 


How now Silvio. under the name of Brother: 
, I ſee you dare too much. ¶ Snareber away bis Sifter and Clarinda. 


ill Silu. Si, WEE mean you by this 80 Addreſs, Marcel ? 

N. ' ir anon. you in. 

— * {To the lien w who git, 

| Silu. wel. Sir, your Buſineſs now * | 
Mar. It is not fate to tell you here, t Ye ay pe 

, dence tay ll thou meer me in . Pp Grove. 


0 Silu 
* 4 | 


N 


e 


Fe, friend, are you we ch 


— | Hau. 
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. 1 will not fail you, Sit, an Hour hence. 

r . afier * 

Mar. 1 Line not in this Rage return to up WW 

Clint leſt [ do things that mit become a Man. (r. 
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ACT. W. SCENE. I. Hoo of Gatto 


Afr 4 Wiſe ſe of Muſt ſek without: Ew Haunce dyeſt as Alonzo 


wo follow'd by Gload, in Maſquerade. 


| Has H d, hold, I do not like the Salutations 7 receive from 


all I meer in this Houſe, 


load, Why, Sir, methinks they are very familiar Scabs all. 
Hau. Salerimente, they all ſalute me as they were my old 


Acquaintance. Your . Mn herr Haunce, an one; your 


ſervant Monſieur Haunce, crys another. 
Enter Servant. 


2 Your ſervant, Sir, you ee indeed like a Bridegroom 


all beſer with Dance and 


Hau. Bridegroom, ha, ha, 15 eden Glad? Glad. ? *ris true faith, 
But how. the Devil came he to know it, 
F 5 — Maſter, Sir; was juſt asking Te vn he longs to 
Peak W | 
Hay He hy with we, St, why ? fa, ha, why the rer 
am, | 
Serv. You, Sir, why who ſhould you be i | 4 

Hau. Who ſhould I be: we who ſhould I be? 

15 * _ Himce van „Sir. | 

Has, ta, ph Bax J, ich now. 

- Gheat hy we 5 otherwiſe, coming fo at- 

tended with Muſick, = repar d for a Wedding, 


Hau. Ha, ha, ha, ay _ A Fc . device ro fav 
1 
Don Carlo. | 
Ser. Why, Ar, have — Eng 1 


the Charges of the 
Hau. Forgot it, ha, ha, a ds hear Glogd? forgoe it! why 


. how the Devil ſhould I re 


Glogd. Sir, 1 believe this 1s ſome i new faſhion'd Gwiliry i in 


| Spain to know every Man before he ſees him. 


— no, you Fool, W change their Faſhion in 
" Glo, inen their aner of Addrefles, Sir. | 


* 


@*.. 


Health not her Humour. . 


Kt 


Ha. Stark cmd ſaw. her laſt! why, what L 
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Hau. It may be fo, TIl ſee farther. Friend, is Dan Carlo 
within ? | 
Ser. He has not been our ſince, Sir. 


* Haz. Since, ha, ha, ha, ſince when ? hn. : 


Ser. Since, you ſaw him, Sir. 

Hau. Salerimente, will you make me mad? Why you Gi 
ble Raſcal, when did I fee him? hah. 

Ser, Here comes my Maſter himſelf, Sir, — * Carlo. 
ler hint inform you, it you grow ſo hor ypon the Queſtion, 

Car., How now Son, what ? You haye een tir d yer 
ſelf with walking, and are out of Humour. - 
Hau. Lock there —— old Man's mad too: 


' how the Pox ſhould he know I have been walking: ind 


Sir have, as you ay, been walking, Playing with bis Hat 


dam as you ſay, out of Humour——Bus 


favour, Sir, who are you? ſure tis the old (Swlih to him. 
Conjurer, and thoſe were his little Imps I met. 
Car. Sure Son you ſnould de a Wit by the ſhorrnes of your 
Me | 
Ha. By the Goodneſs of yours, yo u ſhould be none, ha, ha, 
ha. Did not I meet with him = RG Gload, hah ? But pray re- 
freſh- my Memory, and let me know you, I ome to ſeek a * 
ther amongſt you here, one Don Carls. 
Car. Am not I the Man, Sir? | 
Ning? How the Deyil ſhould 7 know thi now, unleſs. o in | 
2 | | 
Gload; The 1 and inſt te humourd n 
ou Mercy, Sit, L vow 7 ite forgot you, Sr 
I hope Ons Dan Eighenle PM! — 5 
- Car. Oh, Sir, ſhe's in a woch better Humour than when you | 
faw — ip laſt, complys wick dur Deſires more than I could hope 


Ha. Why look you here 281 ak after her 


Car. T know not what Arts you have made uſe of, bur ſhe's 
ſtrangely taken with your Converſatioꝶ and Perſon. 
Truly, Sir, "your are mightily beholden to her, that 


ſhe ſhould Have all this good Will to your Perſon and Converſa- 
tion before ſne ſees you 


Hau. I, fo I am, cherefore, Sir, I deſire to ſee your Daugh- 
ter, for I ſhall hardly be fo generous as ſhe has been, and be 
quits with her before I ſee her. 

Lo Why,. Sir, I hope you lik'd her when you ſaw her 


4 F< 
_— 
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mean, I never ſaw her in m man. Stark 
| | Ho you mean, I never lan be 3 [. Afade. 
| Car; A Lover alben dite the time redious : Bu a 
my Davghter. © | | 
. | Enter Euphemia be Olinda 
. I, one of theſe muſt be ſhe: but tis a wonder I ſhould 
92 know which is ſhe by inſtint. _ [ Aſide. 


Stands, looking very ſimply on both. 
This is not DEA 5, he en me? (46% 
Car. 'Go, Sir, ſhe expects you. | 
Han. Your padon, Sir, let her come · to me, if ſne ill ho 
991 knows me better than 7 do her.. 
of be en the know you, Sir? 

"Hm. How? . 
1 fair Mi „ | 
ER Yes vat d ſo rhe 

u. Les, YOu know me not co my | 
old Man has cad me all. a be , mn, 
Euph. What has he told you? I am ruin d. Aſide. 
- Hax. Faich, much more Thi I beliey'd, . for he was very 
Full of his new faſhion'd Spaniſh 8 „ they call it : 
But ha, ha, I hope, fair Miſtreſs, Wo. do not take ter kin 
Exph. 0 What if Thats 4 Be 
Hau. W [ had as ve a e with a Fer. 
5555 
load. Let me adviſe you, Sir, fy nes mighr's make a a g 
P Speech, far oh firſt, to 
an were I to dot 
PE I had 1 Speech for her chou knoweſh, and an} 
tertainment beſides, that was though I ſay ir, anordinar 
4 po of this new way of Civility as thou call ti it, it 


me quits bows belide my part. 
-Gload. Though. you are out * your ee 1 
am not out of my. dancing one, and ch therefore that part of 1. 
A e a rec for. Sliſe, Sis, would you-dit- 
point all our Ships 11— 
A That's 8 proud Tir in Humour. 
Car. And why fo coy? Pray why all this Diſſimwlarion ? 
Come, come, I have told him your mind, and do ITN to 
make ou both happy 88 | 
Euph. How, Sir, Immediately, | 
„Ves, indeed, nay, if you have deceiv'd 2 ail 
led with me, when I was 12 kind, I'll ſhow you trick for 


| | -——-—  { Goes iu Haunce. 
A "= What tha thatl we a, Olind Ara ok Olin. 
8 „ = in, 


5 


* * 


— — 
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Olin. Wh mary Dun Alonzo, Madam. "OW 
Euph, Do tos rally, this is no time for Mirth, np * 
Olin. Fie upon t, Madam, that you ſhould have ſo late Cow 
rage; your Father takes this Fellow to be Alonzo. | 
Car. What Counſel are you giving there, hah? 
Olin. Only taking leave of our old 8 ance. you 
talk of marrying us ſo ſoon. | 
Car. What acquaintance pray? 
© Olin. Our Maiden-heads, Sir. | 
Hau. Ha, ha, — a pleaſant Wench faich now; 1 hace you 
would be content to part with yours — leſs warning. 
Olin. On caſie Terms perhaps, but this marrying I do vor 
like; tis like going a long Voyage Car where aites a while, 
even the Calm; are diſtaſte ful, and the Storm's dang | 
ſeldom ſees a new Object, tis ſtill a deal of Sea, Sea . 
Husband, every Day till ones quite cloy d wich 1. 
Car. A mad id Girl this, Son. 0 
Hau. I, Sir, but I wiſh ſhe had left our the file, ic made 
my Stomach wamble. 
Gload. Pray, Sir, let you the Maid alone as an Urenſil be- 
longing to my Place and Office, and meddle you with the Mi- 


Hau. Fairht now, thou haſt the better Barga f of the two: my 


Miſtreſs looks ſo ſcurvily and civil, that I don't know what co 
| 1 fs inks ne. that ok ha pur me 


quire our again. | 
Car. To Son, ro hills 
Hau, Hark ye Lady: Well, what's next now? oh pox | 
quite out, quite out; tell me whether the old Man 0 or no, 
when he told me you lovd me. * 


Euph. I love you | 
Hau. Look — there now how ſne looks again. 
Car. She's only baſhful, Sir, before me, — 
pleaſe to take a mall Clarion that 3 
This three Hours. 
Han. That's ſtringe now, chat 8 thin 
who was no more expected here than Bethle 
now Lady, this Father ot yours is very — 
 Expb. To take you for his Son. F ha 
Haz, I meant to have ſurpriz d you I vow before you had 
dreamt of me, and when I came you all knew me as well as i 
yan had caſt a Figure for me. | 
| Car. Well, Son, you! follow. 
Euph. You will not leave me alone, Sir, wich a Man!? 


Hau. Go your w your I ſhall know more 
of 11 00 — E grimaſſes to a 97 7 
3 1 


\ 


8 85 


ſoul wait me | 


11 
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| r et, you littling pouti Hypoctite 
Euph. You kno 8 944 is pou . you? nd 
2 Ha, ha, ha, thats a very good one ck now : who am 
I, quoth thou, why there's not a Child thus high in all your Fa- 
thers Houſe would have ask'd me ſo fimple a Queſtion, 

- Olin.” Madam, I find by his Man, this is your expected Lover, 
whom you muff fatter, or you are undone, tis Haunce van E- 
l. [ To Euphemia. 
Euph. The Fop himſelf. | 

Haun O do you know me now ? 


|  Enph. Tis impoſſible. | | 
| Hax. This is an 8 e now. Abit. Aſide. 
L N 1 ha, hal. No, no, poor thing, do not doubt thy 


+ wi : ſor look ye, to . 2g i, here are my Bills of 
nge with my own natural Name to them, 1f you can read 
written Hand [ Shows her P 
. Gload. Not loyt you, III ſwear you lye now, you little ade, 
I am now in Mafquerade,and you cannot judge of me; but I am 
ANT and Caſheer to my Maſter, and my Love will 
tutn to account, Fll warrant you. | 
Olin.” Thete may be uſe made of him. J 
T ſhall think of it. But pray why are you thus accouter | 
Glad. Fakes to entertain your Lady, we have brought the 
whole Ships Company too in Maſquerade. 
Olin. Thar indeed will be very proper at this time of the Day 
and the firſt Viſit too. 
ele. Shaw, that's nothing, you little think what Blades we 
are mun Sir, Pll call in the Fiddles and che Company. 
Hau. Well remember d, faith, now I had e en forget it. 
Euph. What's the meaning of this ? E., Kiddles ftriks up. 
Hay. To ſhow you the difference between the damnable dull 
Gravity of fn al Spaniſh, and brisk Gayety of the . ., 


* Enter Dutch-men 2 Women dancing. Nr 
Til ſhow ou whar I can o wog, come Glo 1 
ng ? [ They two dance. 
Thete's for you now, A 1 t 50 have not ſeen half my good 
Cs ; I can fing the — Ballad that has been made fo 


ings E Dutch 
Wh Be theſe your Friends, Sir? they how as if e 
nfs a Hoy for them. 
14 Ha. How? look on them well, they are all States or States- 
3 | fellows, I tell you that now, and 1 can bear witneſs whd I 


am too. 
| Now I'm convinced, and am ſorry I doubted my Hay: 
ES I had ſuch a Character o you. ma bh 


® 


The Dutch Lover. 20g. 
Har Of me, oh Lord, I vow now-——25 fay— 
don't know ha, ha—— _ OY 

Euph. I heard you were the moſt incorrigible fool, the moſt 
intollerable Fp. 

Hau. Ha, ha, ha, do you hear Gloaad——who I a Io I 
vow they were miſtaken i 5 me, for I am counted as a 
Merchant as any Walks the e; can write a v i 


Rand, 3 and caſt Account as well——My Man Saad. cant I, 


Gload. res on — — he. Walk 

Hau, a Fool, a Fop, quoth ye angry. 

Olin. 5 all means flatter R Madam. | L Tor 

Euph. Tm ſatisfy d, Sir. 

Hau. I care nos whether you are or el have: you 
whether a will or no, mun. 


Euph. very likely; but there is a certain troubleſome 
Fellow in * with me, that has made me vow when eyer I 
marry to ask him leave. 

Hau. How, ask his leave? I ſcorn to ack any Bodies leave, 1 
tell you chat, though twere my Miſtreſ 

Euph, I cannot marry you then. 

Hau. How not marry me ? look here now | [Ready to cyy. 
Gload, can't you marry, and ler no living Soul know it? 

Euph. Oh no, Sir, I love your Lite better, which would be 


indatiger' d. 
Har. Why what a curſed Cuſtom you have in Spain, a Man 


can neither marry, nor conſole his Neighbours Wife with- 
| — having his Throat cut? Why, what if he will not give you 

cave? 
Euph. Why then you! muſt fight him. 

Ha. now! fight I fight him! | 

Gload. hy, yes, Sir, you know you can fight, you ay 
bur chis very Mormng 
Hau. Softly, you —— d Rogue, not a Word of my Proweſs 
aloud; Salerimente, I ſhall be put to fight when I am ſober, 
hall I, for ghar m_ L. —.— ye Raſcal? 

Eb. 1 am good Quality. | 
Olinda Hein to Gload, puſhes bis to ſpeak. 

Glo. I, Madam my Maſter——has many more: Bur it 
you pleaſe to tell him his Rivals,Name, 

Hau. III have your Ears for this Surah, the next time I'm 
ſoundly drunk, and you know that won't be long. [ Afide. 
Lord, Madam, my Man knows not what he ſa = 
Ye Raſcal fay I have no Courage——or I will drink my ſelf to 
the Miracle of Valour, and exerciſe it all on thee. 


Gload, I Know what I do, Sir, you u had Courage this 3 
1s Fe Fit over??? 


* 


\ 


_ chaſtiſe him now, far ir they ſhoulk 


g Hance, No og _ 
. 4:6 
tas but getting Don Louis to have fought for you; you know 


| this Lene you ſpeak of; and if 


I have Valour. 


t Bob Madam, my Maſter's modeſt, bur tell him who. tis he 
t with — 


rage. 
| Hance. 4 Pox of b the Bog fm AP I 4 not 


beat thee 


Hub. Your Rival's Name 8 Aloo; Sir. 
© Haunce. Oh the Divel, a thundring Name too; but will this ſame 


TEN! make no allowance tor neceſſity I vow 'tis 
e in me to marry YOu, the old Men being, 
e Matter, I am but an In kument alas, not V (Oy 

on Tcl, as they 135 ſolam. _ 


I Lord, Sir, wh 2 cry? I meant no harm. 
aſcal———to ſay 6 0 


lo. Why, yes, Sir, and if you would * ſo too, at worſt 


that's « ſmall courteſie to a Friend. 
Haunce. Faith, now thou art in the right, he'll do his Buſineb 
for him, Ill warrant him. «....," [Wipes his byes. 


then, Madam, I have Cor and will co this Dan 
Rel Ws ol nies his eee 
2 too, Tl make him; yes, make 1 nes" /-Y 
ſhould refuſe me now [ Aſide. 
Slo. Shaw, Sir, he makes nothing to Kill 1 Man, ten or twentj. 
Eupb. Well, ſince you are ſo refoly'd, my Brother will tell 
where to find this Alonzo; and tell him I muſt mary you to 
* for I am reſolvd not to lie alone to 40 of © 


1 What would not a Man kind. a Mi- 
Euph. Well, get you abour ir frraidfir then, leſt my Father's 
, eoming > Wake ook > IP reimt Euphemia 45 Olinda. 
Hance. I am gone But it. Louis ſhould fail — 
Glo. He would. heat you, if he thought PH 
ty Ill keep my Fears then to my ſelt. Go out 
© SCENE U. The Sr. |; $6 | 
| Eater Hippolyra de ig dan ePaper. 
AY Thus 1 are lock abroad again n 
Methinks I am not 4 what was, tf 2 vs; FIE 15 
My Soul tgo is all Man: 210 


Where dwells no tenderneſs, no CERN Paſſions. © 


* nor weep, — ad 5 2 


- 7 


* 


2 — Oh, for à Tun of Rheniſh—— char * . 


4 £4 _ _ qe @ ot... us a 


t. 


/ 


But as 4 fooliſh Dream thar's gone 
Revenge has took poſſeſſion of . 


1 


paſt. * 
And drove choſe 8 rhence ; 2 me now 


Love, in fo poer, ſo deſpicable a Shape, 


So quite deveſted of his Arrful Beauty, CP ky 


That Tm aſham'd I ever was his Votary. 
well, here's my Challenge ro Antonio 5 © 


Bur how to get it to him is the Queſtion. „Ann 


= 


4 2 he'll 4 2 iv " 
And ſince he never ſaw * ee 


Sure I may paſs for him. Who's er = — f 0 ” 4 


ö 
Enter Haunce and Gload. She ſtands aſide. 

Haunce. Gload, if it were poſſible I could be ſober, aud ya- 
liant at once, I ſhould now be proyok'd to exerciſe it: for T 
cannot find Lovis and then how ſhall I come off, the 
knows. And then again, for letting the Lady go, whom I re- 
ſcu'd in the Grove this Morning. tf 049" Bf 

Glo. Should I diſobey a Lady, Sir? for ſhe commanded me to 
let her go ſo ſoon as ſhe came into the Gate, And, Sir, Took 
here comes Don Lovis. | 3 

| Enter Lovis and Alonzo. » KI 

Hamce. Oh, Brother Louis, where the Devil have * 
all this Day, 1 ſtay'd for you to go wich me to your Sifters, as 
long as Fleſh and Blood could forbear. MN 

Lou. Why, have you been there without me? 
Haunce. Les marry have I, Sir. 

Alon. I am undone then 


_ 


Haunce. I needed no Recommendations mun, for bend came 


they were all as well acquainted with me . I never aw 
them before ; but by the way, they are all no wiſer than they 


ſnould be; except your Siſter,who is the pretty ſt, loving, et 


Alon. How's this? F , =" 
Lov. Bur have you ſeen my Siſter ? _ e 
Haunce. Seen her, yes, and will marry her too mun before 
Night, an ſhe were à thouſand Siſters — But harkye Louie, 
the bufineſs is this —— you muſt now that before I ö 
her, T am to ſeek out a certain Fellow, they call oy | 
Almo, I, i, Alonzo —— a Pox on him, à troubleſome Raſc: 
he is, and his leave, ir ſeems, muſt be askr ro merry 


they ſay he i: 
Lv, Well, Sir, and what if he will not give you leave? 


your Siſter. 


Haumcr. Why then; yon muſt know I am to get hind very well | 


favour'dly beaten. + 


95 . Alm. 2 
. * n 
wy 
F k ” L * 


oy" * 0 Li q 5 | N a - 
/ , - hi | 2 7 - % ' EA 
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been 


— — 


— — — 


- 8 
"A Sure this is the Coxcomb himſelf, . pits BA oe Me 
0 your Siſter's ſake, who loves me Fi 
muß 1 F vm 
defire t q ' ſmall courteſie of thee. 
How ! I bear him? - 

Haunce. You bear him, you ; LT a Pox do you "Ou 
ſuch a kindneſs to a ier I know you make no more of kil- 
— nexr your Heatt i in a erde 1 on I do of * a 

d Herring 
Lov. But ſhe oF; r'd you to dot. | | 
| ive That's all one fo it be done, mun; beſides, ju. 
= * ſhould I run my ſelf into a Premunire when 7 need not ; ; your 
* Father is bound by t to mine, to deliver me the 
Wares (chat is his Daughter) ſafe and ſound; and I have no 
more to do, but to proteſt againſt him in caſe of Non-perfor- 
rhatice.” *Twill be a dear Commodity to me at this rate. Core. 
Lov. Well, Sir, 111 ſee what may be done. # 

" Hamce, Spoke like a Friend now : Well, you muſt about it 

| * for I muſt be married to Day. 

Alon, Muſt you ſo, Sir ?! ——— | 

 Haunce. Yes marry muſt 7, Sir, — Whothe Diyel's this now? 


= Alon. That ſame Alonzo whom you inquire for. 

= Haunce. Are you ſo, Sir? —— Why, what then, Sir? 
1 . Luis, Lovis, 225 [ Runs bebind N 
Alon. What then, Sir ; then I tell Is I will not be beaten. 
| Haunce. Look ye here dow Loui | 

| Tov. Ha, ha, E caſt thou be ein him? 


1 2 


Hunte. 
Lu. 


05 Alonzo, 


than any other rude Beaſt. 

Lav. Ha, ha, ha, this Humour's ſo pleaſant in thee, T wiſh 
thou wouldſt purfue j it a lille 8 bear up to 18 he's 
dur a meer Huff, Tor pf og NO ys Lale 7 

Claps him on t ger ar 
Glo. wor, „Sir, as long as Don Luis . what 


l May Ifo nd why, Sir 1 I Sir. an 
AG, Hir? (Quas behind Lovis. 
E 4 * Alon 'Sdearh you Raſcal, do you queſtion me ? Th 

ere Oh, hold, Sir, held, not j God forbid 7 ſhould 

queſtion ir, Louk—— is it, indeed, Ames, hah ? 1s, 
Xe "9 ev Yex indeed bit. 


lle eee ann ande in Gr 
"i , | 11 


Lov. 


20 


[ To Lovis. 


Hance. J, , can yoube angry very with me. | 
Aon. I know not Nhy an Aſs ſhould have A privilege | 


, 


, 


Lov. Not 1, Wn benen r | 17%, 2430 bnA 

Hau. Why look you here now, you damn 1 Rogue Tomas 
have ae A ſerv'd me finely, han? 

Glo. Why, Sir, tis but crying Peccavi. : ; | 

Hau. Peccavi, and be hang d to you Lord, Sr, * Alottzol 
why are you ſo angry, I came but to ask = a civil endes 
from my Wife chat muſt bei rg L * 

Alon. You muſt gg me leave, firſt... 1) cinen 


Hau. Les, yes, Sir, ſo ſhe ſaid man; er the. muſt marry 


me to night. 7 fig t 
Alon. Les, you ſhall have it wich this too. [ Draws, 
Tau. Why look you ¶ Haunce runs away, Lovis jtays him. 

here now, here's. damn'd 4 For my part here I declare ir 

upon my Death · bed, I am forc d to whar I do, and you kill me 
againſt my Will. 


Alon. Do'ſt think we are not diſcover in our Deſign? rd | 


kill the Dog if I chought we were. ©». 


Lov. I believe not; and perceive by. * s Meflage, char | 


— are to come to her, and ger 8 __ - marrying! 
r. 


Alon. Well, Sir, III ſpare your Life, and give your Miſtreſs 


leave to marry to Night. 


| 11 


Hau. How, Sir, to to Night — is he in eareſt ani! 13 


Lov. In very good earneſt. 
Hau. Tan, ta, ra, ra, ra———hay Boys, what a Night well 
haye r Gload; for Fiddles and Dancing-. 
ell your Miſtreſs I will difpacch a ire affairs and 


wait on her. ils yin! 
Glo. And pray, Sir, may 7 have kene 0 marry the Nd, 
r00, NG Joi unn 
Alon, We 1 conſider ont. [OTE 2 2.910% L S599 


Hau. I am not ſuch a Fool to De Gl tonnen 
Coaſt is clear, for his 3 Looks are terrible; but ga n 
Chad, and tell her what he {Alonzo talks to Lovis. 


Enter Hipy hy 2 % c 1 N 
Hp. Theſe be the Men fe rden dne this meme, W 202 UA 
And are not to be employ d in m = ar 229 did , 
But yonder Stranger has a noble Look, 


And from him I'll intreat this ena beat dees. 1 


age moe Sir? gy lice this wo : 
Hi e you to a we, 
SY #2 ft NE A 
Hau. Well, make ye ſure of Bale, arne well ap⸗ 
pear to Night like our ſel ves. 14-3 

Glo. It ſhall be done, Sr. Popes 

Hip. {am a Grange? anda Genel oo 


, | BY 101% @& | 1 24% And 


' * o — = ry 


. ͤ.ꝓU ü 


£ All the loſt Cretlir of o 
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n a 916 3. hf \ 
- EH dla. You ma conmindane any ching- : * 
Hip. Sir, there is a Gentleman, if I ey a him fo, tha 
dares do ill; has put a baſe” Affront upon a Lady 
| Lady, whom all brave Men are — 7 vindicate : Tve wrig 
him here a. Challenge, and only beg you — it him, I will at- 
tend you in St. Peter's Grove, where I d 
- Fonio (for thats his Name, to whom this is directed) to meet — 
Aen. Im pleas d to ſee this Gallantry in a Man fo 
will ſerve you in this, or whatever elſe _ ſhall comman Bar 
wy _ 1 15 of theſe. Si 
Hip. t inquire ir, ray can a grye an 
account of the Cavalier { To Haunce,who ſtarts as n you gi voy 
fought with this n in St. Peter's Grove, that had 4 Lady 
with him? 
1 Haunce, So, now s I ſhall be hang d for that. Ca. 
I fight, Sir, I never fought in my Life, nor ſaw no Man, not l. 
„lo. Sha, you . 1 it, * there's no Law againſt 
in Spam. fits wt 
WW, How , hon you nder d him? [Takes bold him. 
Hunte. [This Rogite has a mind to have me difpatch'd Ca. 
Bold, Sir, the Man's as well and alive as you are, and Is now 


my Lodgings;; lobk ye here's the Dagger 7 diſarm't him 
© one that 1 * not ſove to boaſt. vg" (Shows, it, 
Ap. : It is the ame. be ang 


Alon. Sir, I ſhall noe fil on egen the Anſirer Ire 
vor any 5:13 Len WI. b 2: L 1 831 95 
Hip. I humbly thank you, Sir. 
EA. So prime eam Lo g ae — 05 your 
Siſter for a moment, and let her get all things ready againſt 1 
come; let the Prieſt roo wait, for I ſee mY we; which 7 


cane danger 1 "(Exit Lo Ovis. 


. GEES ou muſt conduct me ro Ant 
"a6 4 245 05 ON ¶Zreunt pr tr re Ruunde; and Gload. 


17. So now the Works halt done that ver redeem : 
011 $1934.55 
To kill, or to be killd, Tce not which, 
So one or both expire; be ſtrong my Soul, 

Ant it n füeble Woman dwell about — 

Hence Fears and Pity, ſuch poor things as theſe 
Cannot the Scar Revenge appeaſe; : 
Thbfe:Shaweys muſt from his — Heart proceed, 
If att div b bleed.) [Sighs, and exit, 


SCENE III. 4 des , 11 0 


Ent- Marcel dne. 
. The hour i moſt me which 7 appoed, And 


re the perfidious An- 


> di- 


ba, | 
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And yet no Silvio appears, the time ſeenis long to me; 
But uz fs den in 1 Miſtriſs's 4 N 1 80 
Forgets the haſt bs | 1 
paſſes Te 3 8 
As Men do Beggars who demand a Charity. 
Buer Hippolyta. 
Young Man, haſt thou incounter'd none within this Groye? 
Hip. Not any, Sir, Marcel ¶ my injur d Brother: f 
0 Why doſt thou turn away, and Hide thy Face? 
A i 4 my Face 7 hide, but Sorrow there. (Weepe: | 
Mar. Truſt me, thou 1 : would 7 could do fo "I Io 
That I might be leſs angry; , 
And Silence beſt s Grief Eg 
But thine's a ſau jay 20.0 dares nes — 
A Face ſo fair — young. 
Hip. If the ingrate for whom 7 grieve had thought fo, © WE 
I might have ſpar'd my Tears. Farewel, Sir. 
Mar. Stay, haſt thou been a Lover? . 
Hip. A very, very paſſionate one. „ 
Aar. And wert thou not belovd? = an Go 
Hip. At firſt ro draw me in, the cunning ani, 1 14 
Made me believe I was. 2 
Mar. Oh! Icould kiſs thee now for the alliance 
Between thy Griet and mine. 
Hidſt thou a looſe and wanton Siſter too? a HOY, 12 ES PE 
Then thou wert perſe& wretched, as 7 am. 1 Ls | 


— 


ef «# + * 


But prithee leave me, now I chink of it: 
For ſhouldſt thou ſtay, thou dſt rob me of 1 my anger; 2 
For ſince a Youth like thee can be unhappy, 
With ſuch a ſhape, and fo divine a Face, ; 
Methinks I ſhould nor quarrel with my Star, | ot 
But bow to all my faithleſs Miſtriſs ſcorn. FSI ah 
{ Hollowing wit hin.] So ho, ho, ſo ho, * 
Mar. So ho, fo ho, ho, 0 is hy Alle Rival 
Now leave me, Sir, to reaſſume my anger. | 
Hip. I will obey——farewel r . 
My own age ** me neglect his Life. — 7 bee bu: 


nter Silvio. 99 gy 
Mar. Tis Sitio. - | = 
Silv. You ſee I have obey'd Sir, 
Mar. Come, Sir, your 8 
7 rd are my Brother, and twere an impion Adin; 
10 unprovok'd : give me a cauſe, 
* a juſt one roo, or I hall find ic hard; 
Ka -To _—_ Cleonte's = 2% [464 lei: 
3 


* 


212 De Dutch Lover. 
Mar, Thou cam ſt prepar d to talk, and hot to kehr. 


I cannot blame thee, for were I Silvio, 
Thus 1 would do to ſave a Life belov'd : 


[ Offers to fight , os back, 


But tiwill not ſerve you now. | 1 
Sil. Your Reaſon, Sir, and I am ready, if it be jut: 
Mar. Oh do not urge me to repeat my Wrongs, 

For if thou doſt, I hardly ſhall have Man enough remain 

To fight thee fairly. [Offers fill, 

Sil. Surely he knows my Paſſion for Cleonte——— | Aſide, 

I urge che Reaſon ſtill. 


t 
J 
Mar. Haſt thou forgot thy laſt Night's s Treachery? How like h 
a Thief thou ſtoPſt into her Lodging. y 
Sil. Tis fo———'tis true, Marcel, I rudely did intrude—— F 
Oh quickly haſte—— this looks like Womens jangling, 
[Ofers bo fir again j 
Sit. Oh it is bravely done, Marcel, to puniſh 1 
A Paſſion which you ought to pity rather ? „ l 


*Tis what I cannot reconcile nor juſtifie, ISS 27 
And ſo diſtracted it has made me too | 

J will nor fight in ſo unjuſt a Cauſe, - | 11 
Kill me, Il embrace you whilſt I die; | k | al 
A thouſand Wounds imprinted on thy Body, | th 


Will bring leſs Pain than that her Eyes ia e caus'd 
Here firike— Piry my Pain, and eaſe me. U 
{Opens his Arms, and throws away bis Sword, 1 
alen l find thou haſt a Charm about thy Tongue, T 
And thgp implor'ſt thy Death in ſuch a way, 
1 cann&hurt thee; and it gives me hopes 
Thou art not yer ſo bleſs d to be beloy'd, | 
For then thou wouldſt not be thus deſperate, | 
Sil. Oh yes, I am belovd. _ 
Mar. Oh do not ſay thou art, 6 
Nor take me from a Calmneſs, that may fours ied 
Sil. Not ſay I am heloy'd! thou canſt not hire me 
With Life or ? fuller Joy, to fay I am not. | 
if there be Truth and Love in Innocence, ſhe loves me. 
Mar, Net, yet ye Gods I can endure —ſay but chou art nat, 
For I would yet preſerve thce. 
Sil. Oh canſt thou wiſn that 7 ſhould fall fo low, T 
To ſave my Life with Lies; the pooreſt Sin of all the number. 
Mar. Then once again thou ha a.” my pity. 
| s fo his Sword, 
Sil. Her Paſſion I will juſtifie, ERS bien 4s ws 
Her's as pure as Prayers of Penirence ;. | 5 188 Pt 
But mine I cannot give a Name to. 


” | [Tho fe x Enter 1 


Alon, How 
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Alon. How now, what's here to do Marcel ? 
Mar. Alonzo ! the only Man I wiſh to ſhun. . 
Silv, Tm glad, who e'er thou be'ſt, thou haſt prevented us. 
Alon. Thou haſt more Wit than he, then I fin - Your Quar- | 
rel, , Sir may a Man have leave to re into t. 5 
Mar. This is that Silvio, that noble our 1 Brother, whom 
thou haſt often heard me name. 
Alon. An excellent Character for an Enemy, Noble; as Bro- 
3 ther: For ſhame put up your Swords, and 1'l be Judge berween 
| Vr. The Caſe is ſoon decided; I will nor tell pou with 
ke how tedious a Courtſhip L won the Heart, as 1 thought, of a 
young Beauty of this Town and yeſterday feceiy d a 
— binlet from her, to wait on her at Night, to receive the recom- 
ng. Wl pence of all my Pains Ind Sufferings In this extaſie of 
un. Joy ! ſhow'd him che Paper; and he getting hither before me, 
robd me of my Prize. 
Silu. I am ſo pleas d at this miftake of thine, *: 
I can forgive it freely. . 
Mar. Not content with this, moſt treacherouſly, hid in the 
(i ſhades of Night, he met me in the Hall of this iſe Woman, 
and ſtab'd me, which did ſecnre his flight with her ; and aa 
thou have me put this Injury uy?ꝰ 8 0 
Alon. Faith you muſt, and your Sword too. 
| Unleſs you mean to keep it drawn on me. 
rd, Twas I that wounded you i'th dark ; and i ir was 1 
That rob'd you of Clarinda, W114 8 
Mar. Thou? . . 
Alon, I, am I fo unkikely a May todo ſuch a tert 
Mar. How dare you, Sir, dothis? 
Alon. I dare do any thing, but break my Word, as thou haſt 
baſely done with me But I am now in in haſte, and ſnould be 
d to know Where to meet you anon. 
Mer. Ill wait on Nou at the farcher ſide of this Grove by the 


S 


— 
"1 I will oo fail 4 [Ex. Alonzo. 
ar, Come, Sir, ti I can better prove ou are ö 
will believe you are my Friend and — * 
Silv. When thou ſhale know my miſerable Story, 
Thou wilt believe and pity me. 1 ont, 
Enter again Hippolyta from out of the Wood. 0 
Hip. I wonder this Cavalier ſays ſo | | r 


. Heaven he meet . 


en | P 3 


| 24 The dus Lo. 
CE "Enter Alonzo. | "vet 


Your Servant, g. 1 
Alon. The Cavalier to whom you ſent me, r, 
Will wait upon you here. te 
» Hip, I. humblyehank you, Sir, and ſhould be glad ro \ know 
how I might * my Gratitude. * 
An, Pp pry ends Aich cs I have «Spord woervey you. 
Hi 5 a me wit neroſity, » 4 m | 
| Gm ite tk : ient in ſo good Cauſe 4 = 
Alon. Though * are young, I queſtion. not 8 very; W ( 
buy] ol muſt beg ro ſtay and ſge air pla bays 3-2 
offer you-my, Schvice when you ve done. 
1 The Een being, Sir. and fince youre 
2 retire behind thoſe Trees; for if — l 
"xo 7 is ſingle, he will ſuſpe& ſome treachery. l 
Alon. "You ve CM Sir, and I obey ou. Goes "on 
In Ammon «Tar. 
SIR | ] 
7 A I Fes Were ogg with 1 Swi 
3 ST my Buſmeſs L 
when you my Name 0 en 
an Alonzo. 
Alon. How'y that ? Aut. 
Ant. I wiſh had been another Ene ax icy ac bs ett 
Since from the Juſtice of his Cauſe I oy we 
An ill ſucceſs; would Fhad feen Hippobta  - 
That cer I dy d I might have bad herpardon. ab trol} 9 
This Conſcience . tis ominouannmss. 
But ne're appears in any horrid ſhape, e 
Till i Jr IIa Deathw— 
. 1 forma Tos wee who af 100 
| e e — f 
, ven FOR * to "be 4 By — 
_ Hp. And 1 400 ; che rſt we need nor | _ 
For thou art well acquaigted with my-Itjuries, - 
And. L with thy Perfidiouſneſs. | 1 
. Ant. I know of none you have receiy'd from me, 4. 


% 1 tp By nnr rr 


H on Hippolyta's account you fight, F 
She loyd me, and believ'd, and what dull Lover 1 
e e N \ os 
5 Ak Trayror, by how baſe a wa Mn! 
Thou wouldſt evade thy Fate? * 
8 . 


- l - 
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Diaſt thou not know ſhe was my Wife ns? 
Did not Marcel, Ambroſio, all conſent je Hoa 
To make her mine as ſoonas Tarriv'd ? | 7 
Alm. Who the Devil's that young Bully thar rakes mn Name 
and my Concerns upon him? 
10w Hip. But why ſhould 7 expeRt a/Truth from thee, O74 
Who after ſo much time, ſo many Vows, ag" * 
u. orgs bg Deſpairs and Sighs, at laſt | / 
0 Y Trent . her def Lene 
| Tiren r to her and her cſpaits — | 
Ty; * talk my ſelf to camneſ—— * 715 
m ready, Girg $0 Jane the Deed. | 
Thepffer tofight, — - 


* N 


ood, dn Bold! hold! fair Thief nne 
e us And wouldſt my Honour too. Puts her 


If thou haſt wrong d the fair Hippolyta, [6 Anton 
No Man A uche to do her » i | A 
Or you are it my Rival tell me which, 
Which ot you is it e e, | 
Tam m Aon, wi who love Hippebte ? TRIER. - 
— Sir, fr 
r my * my Quarrel on uw. 
Alon. In this Dilpu ls pm carotid , ding 
And I will keep my ground in ſuch a Cauſe, © n 
Though all he Rivals that her Beauty makes r * ti I 
Were arm d to take my Life away. = ern 
Ant. Come, Sir, 7 care not which of you e 
Dey go to Te ſhe ds bre 
Hip. This Gallantry's too 1 brave Stranger. ee 
Antonio hurt him not; I am the wrong d Alonzo,  * 4 ade 
And this a perfect to the buſneſsʒ ꝛð 
wo feeing me appear lefs Man than he, Nr 
And unacquainted with my Deeds Abroad,. i r 
win In Bounty takes my Name and Quarrel on him. VARY: 
n Alon. Take heed young man, and keep thy Vettue in, 
: Leſt thus miſguided it become a Crime. | | 
, But thou he ſays haſt wrong'd Hippos, '. (to Antonio, 
And I am he muſt puniſh t. * by par > I inet 
| Hip. Sure it is he indeed .) 
wi, For ſuch à Miracle my Brother render'd him. * 


1 


Hold, hold, thou wonder &f thy Sex- (2 K. 
Alm. Stand by, I ſhall be angry wich thee aſe, 

and that will be unſafe— 
{ 4s Alonzo 777 with one Hand, he beeps her of with faber; 3 


ſhe ep ſtili forward on Antonio with her Sword indeawou- 
Alowzo, 


4 ring to eep by | 
"nY = P 4 : _ Enter 


F by 27 


A to them Matcel. ty: 

Mar. Sure J heard the Noiſe. of Swords this way ! 1 [Drows, 

co againſt one? Courage, Sir. [1 Antonio, 
2 0 They fight all four, * with Hippol polyta whom 2 
== and, Alonzo with antonio, who is difarm d. 
\ Hip. Good Heaven ki ju thou art 1 8. | 
| — What, doſt thou Hint already ah, the Side — 
king Youth F ſaw bur now- . E 4o hers and holds ber up. 
Alas,: hom doſt chou? * ib 
Well, ſince thy Hand. — wounded me, 
; My Life is yours, nor would I ak the Gift, 


« 43 


But 19 repair my, Injuries ent og 8 
- Alon. 947 it the- Coner bi bud Sword, 
f Max. ow, Antonio / 
unkind Hand has rob'd me of the Juſtice, | 
© ing thee ? Wa" Y a na: 
Alon. His that was once thy Friend. Jace. 63 inne 
Mar. Oh doſt thou 1. my Shame? «(7 urns away, 


Alon. I know thou art falſe to F riendſhip, 


And therefore do: degpand mine back again, dann 1 * 


1 * 9 
ar. Thou koowſt too much to think Tye injuf'd hee | 
— Not injur d me! Who was it promis d me # e 2 
Who his Alliance, and his Friendſhip too? | 
And who has broke them all bur thou perfidiqus ? | ? 
you tis Hipyolyta that I demand, 
ur. By this he ſhould not know my Siſters Shame. Cui. 
Ch. Fir, 5 muſt not have Hippolyta. 
Alon. How! not have Hippolyta { . . gh 
„Feng every Step were guarded by a Brother: | 
hough ſhe were-circled round about with Rivals, 
Ye ſhould got all haye Power to keep her from we. 
Not have Hippolyta !. 
Scdeath, Sir, becauſe I do I do not know my Rink, 
And cannot boaſt a little empty Title, 
I muſt not have —— 
Now I will have her, and when you know 105 
Tou ſhall petition me to marry her. 


And yer I will not do t. Come, — [ Offers to FN 


"Hip. Hold, hold brave or turn your Sword n me, 
Ih the unhappy Cauſe of all your e pl. 


2 enerous Alonzo that can tell you 
har he's aſham'd © on, - | 
Au de ail at Nez. 5 


Aar. dane Gouvrechd wicked nnn: | * 


* 


The Pur "= 9 EY 


Thus 1 reward thy 
Offers to kill os Antonio ſteps between. 
F, Ant. Hold, Sir, and touch her not without my leave, 
„ She i is my Wite; by ſacred Vows my Wife. 
A Alon. 1 1 underſtand no riddling, bur whoever thou bet, Man 
or Woman, thou'rt. worth our Care—— _ | 
She fainta come let us bear her hence. 
[. [be faints, Antonio 105 to ber. 
p. . Oh ſtay Mehra, and rake me with the, 
For I have no uſe of Life when thou art gone. ech. 


Here kill me brave Marcel ;——and yer you need not, 

My own Remorſe, and Grief will be ſufficient, 
ar. Teredir thee, and leave thee to their Mercy. 
l, Hip. That goodneſs,” Sir, has call'd me back to _ 
To pay my humble Thanks; could you have Mercy too, to per- 
don me———you might redeem my Soul. 
Mar. Some Pity I have yet, that may preſerverhee too, , 

Provided. this Repentance be not teign'd. 


y; Ae. My Life, Sir, is Security tor both. ; 
Mar. Doubt not, Vi! take the Forfeit, Sir—Come Hi e 
it Thy Fathers Boule ſnall once again receive thee: 


Ant. Lean on my 2 cant, 1 

Mar. Sir, by the way, I'll let you know St 
And then . you will not blame my kriendlfüp. 
Aun. And in return, Tl! give you back Clarinda ——— 
And beg yow A1. 25 tor the Wound I gave you. 


C Eu leading Hippolyta. 


4 — — 
— 4 af * — — — 


ACT V. SCENE. I. 4 Gender. 
Enter Cleonte, Clarinda weeping, Dormida, and Franciſca. 
Ear nor,Pll uſe m Intereſt both with your Mother ad 
my Father, to ſet your Heart at reſt, ; 
Whoſe Pain 7 feel by 3 my own. 
Clar. The Gods co your — fair Cleonte. 


Dor. I, I, Madam, I beſeech you make bur Peace with my 


gud Lady her Mother, whatever becomes of ow reff, for 
"ll &en 4 ye with Stief - [Weeps- 


She had — two fair Pledges of her Nuprial Bed, 
And both by cruel Fate are raviſhe from her. 

A Child was loſt, Wt vittc? 

is ; not holy Reliques were more ſiri! guarded, FASL 

Till falſe Marce! yd me to debauch her. 2 Weeps aloud. 

lb. Alas, had 5. a Brother once? Clarinda. 


— 


Cleo. 


* 
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* Madary I might have had: but he was loſt e re I was 


cite. Ah would my Sitvi had been ſo. [dfte. | 
By what ſtrange Accident Clarinda? | 
Dorm. Madam, I can inform you beſt. [Puts haſelf between, 


4 : 
3 - . 4. as . l 
. . 


ths Cleo. Do then Dormida. 
| Dorm. Madam, you muſt know, my Lady Ostia, for that's 
— her name, was in her Youth the very Flower of Beauty and 
vertue: Oh ſuch a Face and Shape, had you but feen her 


And _ Me PR e e cov: ante 


Clar. Th Thou art tedious: Madam, tis true my Morher had 
the Reputation of both choſe Attractions, which gain d her ma- 
ny Lovers: amongſt the reſt, Don Manual, and Don Arg, were 
moſt worthy her Eſteem. 
Dor. I, Madam, Don Alonzo, there was a Man for you, ſo ob 
lg — ſo bountiful Well, Pll give you an Argument 
both to me: for you muſt know 1 was a Beauty then, and 
with obliging. « [. Puts herſelf between. 
And he was sche Man my Lady loyd, chough 1 e were 
the richer: but to my n r | off cx E 4 
Cleo. Forward Clarinda. n 
Clar. But as it moſt times happens, de f 
We marry where our Parents * not we; e i R | 
My Mother was diſpos d of to Don amel. | f 
Dor. I, Madam; but had yqu ſeen.. Don ap ah} Rage, and 
how my Lady tool this Diſappointment— But I who was very " 
young, und ery prey as Irld you before— | 
: 2 Forbear, Madam, tis true, P 
Aonzo was fo far tranſporred, . | = t 
That oft he did attempt to kill my Fatherr t 
But bravely. cho, and ſtill. he was preventelç! N 
But when at me Intreaties of my . lt) no 
The King co fd my Fathers? | FL tops 4aliticy : 
Aso then ſtudyed a new ne IE oo Wav 
And thinking that m Lite depended * 
- Upon a Son he had bude t Tear old; . == 4 _ 
Nie did deſign to ſteal him, . Fa te, 
When with the Nurſe and Maid he took the A, 


* 
* 
3 


This deſperate Lover ſeiz'd the ſmiling ke, t i 
Which never fince was heard of. : 1 4 
Cleo. I gueſs the Grief the Parents muſt ſufſait. x 0 abe Des ] 
Dor. It almoſt caus dicheir Deaths, nor did dic ad! nenen 
aber, y them with another till lo ong after ., lan mag” be J 
Pater Fater dr he: 1 
J a iv 7. ths 
N 1 * . 0 88 


wt) 2 


* | - 


ka 
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Then ſhe was, Daughter, Son, and Husband too, 
Tagen Avnet Mother: Bur as I told you, Madam, I was chen 
in my. Prime | 
Char: Now, Madam, * what her Deſpair.muſt be, 
Who is depriv'd of all her Joys in me. [ Weeps. 
Clea. Franciſca, ſee who is that knocks ſo haſtily, ¶ One ow of 
Franc; Oh, Madam, 'tis Don Marcel wading a W Man. 
Cleo. Oh my Fears, tis Silvio, + __ , 


Franc. 'Tis not Don Silvia; 


Enter Marcel * n wounded, 2 ly inks 
| (Aſide 


Cleo. Alas, Shar Youth is this you lead al bleeding? 
Mar. One that deſerves your Care; where's my Father? 
Cleo. Not yet return d. 

Mar. Tis well; and you, Sir, 1 muſt confige cill I know how: 
ro farisfie my Honour, and that of my wrong d Siſter. | 
LE Antonio. 

Ants The holy Man will ſoon decid our Difference. "YL 
Pray ſend for one, and reconcile us all. 59 

ip. I fear Antonio ſtill thou doſt diflemble. 8 

Ant. So | find forgiveneſs when I dye : 
It any fear 1 Death have wrought this change 
But a pure Senſe of all my Wrongs to thee, X 
Knowing thy conſtant Love, and Vertue to me. 

Mar. I will ſecure your fear Franciſca, ſend for Father 


* 
1 


Feſeph ro me, and conduct theſe Gentlemen to the Lodgings next 


Garden. | Exeunt Franciſca, Antonio and Hippolyta. 
Alon. Prethee Marcel, are thee and Tawake, or do we dream? 
thou, that thou art in thy Facher's Houſe; and I, that I ſee 
thoſe two fair Women chere. Pray lovely F ugitve, how come 


you hither ? | . [To Clarinda. 
Mar. 1 thought thou wer miſtaken . 

"Twas Silvio brought ehr, that falſe Nan. 

But ho — ou to know her ? 

Aon. en er life I queſtion my Senſe. 4 

Pray Lad 2 are you leb aad Bloodd "4A To 8 
Cleo. ſurely, Sir; for twere pity have be- 

ſtow d your Heart on a Shagovs, and FE: nal remember you gave 


it one of us laſt Night. 

Alon. A Dream, 4 Dream, 1 are you ' indeed the fame fair 
Perſon, and is chis che fame Houle too? 

Cleo, I am afraid your Heart's not worth the kedping, { ſure 
you took no better Notice! where hn diſpos'd of it. 

Aen. Faith, Madam, K Keel tre a poor Lover, who has n. 
a in Laden of it tve-long day. "as 
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Cleo. Brother, I beſeech you, receive the innocent Clarinda, 
who, I fear, will have the greateſt Cauſe of Complaint againſt | 
you. To Marcel. Gives him to Clarinda. 
Alon, But pray, fair one, le 1 aud I tall a little about that 
ſame Heart you put me in mind of juſt now. f 
| 'To Cleonte, with whom he ſeems to talk. 
Ped, Surely that's my old Miſtreſs Dormida'; twenty years has 
not made ſo great an Alteration in that ill-favour'd. Face of __ 
bur I can find a Lover there. 
| | Goes to her, they ſeem to talk, earneſily, and 
| ſometimes pleaſantly, pointing ta Clarinda, 
" Mor, 3 gun I'm too well convinc'd, 
Would thou hadſt ſtill remain'd a Criminal. 0 
Now how can I reward thy Faith and Love? 
Clar. I know Marcel, it is not in thy Po-wẽer, 
Thy faichleſs Story Tm bed pms with, | 
' Mar. Do not reproach me with my Shame Clarinda. 
Tis true, to gain thee to Conſent to my Deſires, 26 C 
I made an honourable Pretence of loving. 1 2 
r all che ways he takes . ban W 
To gain a Miſtreſs ſo belov'd and fair, - | e 
But I have ſince repented of that Sin, | , 
And came laſt Night for thy Forgiveneſs too. 47, | at 
Ped. This is News indeed; tis fix I keep this Secret no W 
longer from my Maſter. Don Ne being dead, my Vow's th 
expir'd. - [Aſide] [Pedro ger to Alonzo, th 
Clar. And do you mean no more to love me then? 
Mer. In ſpight of me above my Sence or Being. W, 
Clar. And yet you'll marry Flavia? _ N. 
Mar. Againſt my Will I muſt, or loſe a Father. . eb40f41 W. 
Clar. Then I muſt dye, Marcel. wer” | 
+ Mar. Do not unman my Soul, it is too weak > 12 , 

To bear the Weight of fair Clarind#'s Tears. N. m 
Alon. Why was this Secret kept from me fo long | VC 
Peg, J was oblig d by Vow, Sir, to Don — 1. dead Ma- Sit 

er, not to reſtore your till Don 'ManuePs Death ; 25 it a pl; 

Happineſs too great for his Riyal, r he was upon your * 7 


. 


had © 


cher's Score, . Bu 
- Alon. Have Ta Mother living: co 
Lell. Here in Magred, Sir, and — - fair Maid's your Liſten, 
4 , l Pointing to Clarinda. the 
Ae I 2 can crediv thee, but that thee honeſt. | 
Piel. To confirm that belief, Sir, hexe are che Writings of 


| ewelya, thouſand Crowns a Year, leſt you by your "Foſter | be 
'" [Gives him Papers, he GE = 


Facher, the brave Aves, whoſe Nate he gave you too. * 
M, 


SS IWYm - WW W. V 


* vw 


"= 


f 
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Alon. I am convinc'd How now Marcel, what all in 
Tears? why, who the Devil would love in earneſt? | N ' 
Come, come, make me Judge between you. F 
Mar. You'll ſoon decide it then, my Heart's Clarind2's ; 
But my forc'd Vows are given to another. We 
Alon. Vows! doſt think the Gods regard the Vows' of Lo- 
vers? they are things made in neceſſity, and ought not to be 
kept, nor puniſh'd when broken ; if they were - Heaven 
have mercy on me poor Sinner, X 191 


Enter Ambroſio. 


Mar. My Father return d! 2 
Tom, and goes to him, and then leads Alonzo to him. 
Sir, this is the gallant Man chat was deſign d to be your Son-in- 


Law. | 
only. 


/ 


Amb, And that you were not fo, Sir, was my misfortune 
Alon. I am glad to find it no {light to my Perſon, 
Or unknown Quality that depriv'd me of that Honour. 
Mar. To convince you of that, Alonzo, I know my Father 
will beſtow this other Siſter on you; more fair and young, and 
equaily as rich. ( Ambroſio calls Marcel afide. 
Alon, How, his Siſter ! Fool, that I was, I could not 
at this; and now have I been lying and ſwearing all this 
while how much I lov'd her. Well, take one time with ano- 
ther, a Man falls into more Danger by this amorous Humour, 
than he gets good turns by it. | 458 | 
Mar. Pardon me, Sir, I knew not you had defign'd her elſe- 
where- Dear 4/onzo, my Father 3 
Alon. 1 50 * much obligd to him. Oh Pox would I 
were well wit emia. | Ay 
Mar, J proteſt I could wiſh—— N 
Alon. I, fo could 7, Sir, that you had made a better Judge - 
ment of my Humour: All muſt out, I have no other way to a- 
void this Complement elſe. Why look ye, Marcel———-Your 
Siſter i Pox I 14 at Diſſimulation, and therefore in 
plain Terms, I am to be marryed this very Evening to another. 
Mar. This was happy, and has fav'd me an Excuſe. 2. 
But are you in earneſt, Sir? How is it poſſible, being fo lately 
come into Madrid? | Yes Þ, 170 
Alon. Deſtiny, Deſtiny, Marcel, which there was no avoiding,” 
tho' I miſt of Hippolita. tre 1 
Mar. Who is it, prithee ? =s * 
Alon. A Woman Fhope, of which indeed 7 would have been 
better aſſur d; but ſhe was wilful, - cr. _ I 
She's call'd Euphemia. 


. * 1 
NN ' > wo 
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Mer. Our next Neighbour, the Daughter of old Carb, © 
Alon. The ſame. | 
Mar. Thou art happy to make ſo good a Progreſs in ſhore 
a time, but I am | 
Lon. Not ſo miſerable as you believe. Come, come, you 
ſhall marry Clarinda. 
Mar. Tis impoſſible... 5 | 1 
Alon. Where's the hindrance. arch 4. 
Mar. Her want of Fortune; that's enough, Friend. a ah. 
Alon. Stand by and expect tlie belt—— ¶ Goes te Ambroſio. 
Sir, I have an 3 Suit to you. 
- Amb, I ſhould be infinitely pleas d you could ask me any thing 
in my Power, but, Sir, this Daughter I had diſpos d of, before | 
I knew you would have miſt of Hippolita. | | 
Aen. Luckier than I expectec. 222 
Sir, chat was an Honour I could not merit, and am contented 
* _ with my Fate: But my Requeſt is, that you would receive 
into your Family a Sue. of _ whom I would beſtow on 
Don Marcel. | | 
_ Mar. Hah, what mean you, Sir! a Siſter of yours ? 
Alen. Yes, ſhe will not be unwelcome—This is ſhe. 
« Amb. This is the Daughter to OFavia—— Her Mother wat 4 
whom once I did adore, and twas her fault ſhe was not 
more ha y with me, than Don Manuel. Nor have I fo 
 _ orgor that Flame, but I might, be e to * Pro- 
But, Sir, ſnhe Wants a Fortune. | * 


Alm. Thar YI! 9 7 E. 
} Marv; Now Tup « 4. Sie 8 woes” 1 "2 


Alon. That w u'll ſuffer without being jealous, ; * 
When you ſhall — ſhe i is indeed my Siſter. r 
Cle. How ! this brave Man my Brother? 5 
Am So they tell me, eee . § 
Had you not ſuch a Brother? * 11s hoy The 


1 Dor. Oh ye Gods, is this the little Manuel 2 = 
e Yes Dyrmide, and for a farther Proof f MN ien e 
bu | C Opens his Maſters Boſom, and ſhows 4 Ou 1 
ber This I remember well, it is Don Mamel? | *. 
4 © Prayler me look upon you: Juſt like my Lord on ] 
= | — Soul of Dm Are reſt.in Peace; - -t 0 b.. 
_ For making ſo hopeful a Man of you. 5 | 
= Alen. Amen. Bur, Sir, if you approve of my Siſter, * 
ip Tit make her as worthy of Marcel, as Havia. . 
| And. Ty Gn aa cakes 


ins needs no more than to belong to you, 


To ** her valuable and I conſent with Joy. 
. Sent her Li Marce J. 


— 


„ 
— 


— | 
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Mar. And 1 with Joys beyond Expreſſion, Sir, receive her. 
Alon. Pedro, there reſts no more than that you wait on m 
Mother, and let her know all that has happen d to my ſelf and 
Siſter, and that Tl pay m Duty to her ere I ſleep. | 
Dor. The very Joy to find her Son again, will get my par- 
don too, and then perhaps Pedro and I may renew our old 7 
; Amours. . 
Alon. Sir, I have another Requeſt to make. | 
Amb, You muſt command, Sir. | 
Alon. Thar is, that you will permit this fair en to Ho- 
nour me this Nef at m wha rr Don Carlo. 
; Amb. How, has Don Carlo married the Lady Offavia? _ 
Alon. No, Sir, but a worſe matter that, I am to marry | 
his Daughter. 0 
1 Amb. Oh, Sir, 44 — has too 1 Beauty en to 
| make you doubr mow ppineſs, 
Alon. Well, Sir, I venture that. But your Com 
5 [ll expect, che 12 may clap on their Vizards, and n 
a 2 Night ont: though ſuch Freedoms are not 1 
— Spain; we chat have ſeen the World, may abſolve one 
er. 
Amb. My Garden jsins to that of Don Carle, and that way 
Re aan as ſoon as I have 1 a ſmall At- 


> Alon. Your humble, Servant, Sir. | | oy! 
[Goes out. Altheofio the ot her way... 
Mar. Siſter, go 2 and prepare my Father to receive Hip- 
polyta, whulſt 1g0 1 married. 
| Exeunt Cleonte and Clarinda, | 
Marcel paſſing over the Garden, ſees Silvio enter in 
| | Pains follow'd by Franciſca, C* 
Silv. 6 not Franciſca—— do not blow my Flame, 
The Cure thou bring' ſt is much the greater Hell. 


Offers to go, but may” 
ar, Hah, Silvio; unſeen PII hear the uſineſs. 
, Goes . 
Sil. I would fain ſhun thee, but this impious Weighe 
Of Love upon my Soul, hinders my flight : 
rm fixt—— like conſcious Guilt it Bent me bere, | nd 
\ And I am now inſenſile of Fear. 57 £ Na 
peak on! thou Meſſenger of ſacred e 
(I New. 1 fair Con Sir ore. TT boa 
, o leſs yours; though with a Virgin Modeſty 1 
5 She would conceal ic, pi now your Pain | 


Has through m | = 
Sit, Oh aneh fea! What Happineſs defign'd 1 me? 0? : 1 
Anc. 
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Franc. To admit you, Sir, this Night i into her Chamber, 


Mar. Death to my Soul ! What's this ? [ Aſides 


Sil. Her Chamer is that all? Will that allay this Fever 
In my Blood No, no, Franciſca, | 
"Tis grown too high for amorous Parleys only; 
Her Arms, her cliarming Boſom, and her Bed, 
Muſt now receive me, or I dye, Franciſca, 
Franc. I mean no other, Sir; why can you think 
A Maid in love as much as you can be, 
Aſſiſted with the Silence of the Night; 
(Which Vail her Bluſhes too) can lay— dare not ? ? 
Or if ſhe do, ſhe'll ſpeak it faintly o'er, 
And even whilſt ſhe ſo denyes will yield. 
Go, go, prepare your ſelf for this encounter, 
And do not dally as you did to day, 
And fright your Pleaſure with the Name of Siſter 
Mar. Oh curſed Witch! 222 
Franc. What ſay you, Sir? 
Sil. That Name has check d my Joy : 
And makes it ſtrangely ſilent and TtrTry ( Walks @ away. 
Franc. Why do you go, before you Anſwer me? 
U Follows him into the Garden, 
Mar. Tl follow him, and kill them. [Contes out with a Dagger: 
Oh who would be allyed unto a Woman, 
Nature's looſe Handy+work? the ſlight Imploys 
Of all her wanton Hours —— ——Oh I could rave no 
Abandon Senſe and Nature. | 
Hence all conſiderate Thoughts, and i in their Room, | 
Supply my Soul with Vengeance that may prove 
10 great to be allay d by Nature, or by Love. 
' Goes into the Garden after them. 
Enter again Silvio melancholy follow'd ty Franciſca, 
Franc. But will you loſe this Opportunity, 
Her Lodgings too being ſo near your own! 
Sil. Hell take her for her Wickedneſs. 
Oh that ten thouſand Mountains ſtood between ls, 
And Seas as vaſt and raging as her Luſt, 
That we might never meet Oh perfect Woman, 
I find there is no ſafety in thy Sex: 
No truſting to thy Innocence. e 
That being Counterfeit, thy Beauty's gone, <P EM 
Dropt like a Roſe ore blown, . 
left thee nothing but a wither'd Root, | 
That never more can bloom, be 1 
Franc, Alas, I fear I have done ill in this. (Aſide. 
— I now ſhould hate her; bur there 1 * | 
me- 


l 
L 
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Something i fo ſtrangely kind to her, 
7 That I'm a refoly'd to give her one Proof more, 
Of what I have yow'd her often, yes, I'll kill 1 
Fran, How, kill her, Sir? Gods, what have I done! [ afide, 
Silu. Yes, can I ler her hve, and ſay I lov d her? i 
No, ſhe ſnall tempt no more vain yielding Men. 
Fran. Conſider, Sir, it is to fave your Life ſne does it. 
Silv. My Life! 
Twere better ſhe and 7 were buried 
[Enter Marcel from amongſt the Trees oft with hit 
| er behind Silvio. | | 
Quick i in one Grave, than ſhe ſhould fall to this, 
She has out · ſinn d even me in this conlent. . 
— * here they are. 
Long, © * your © ſelf, you are undone elſe. 
915 nb 0 71 i ; (Dawes ; 


e. Fran. Help, E St 

Mar. nel ek ty Throw: 274 
5 Enter Ambroſio, *Clarinda, Cleonte, and the reſt of the 2 
5 Amb. Hold Villain, hold! 
* How dareſt thou thus rebel ungrateful Wretch? 
- Mar. This Cauſe, Sir, is ſo juſt, that when you hear it, 
I Tou'll curſe wy char I let him live thus long: N 


ps oo” m , Sir; and that lewd Woman 
by rf Flame; and does this Evenii "0H; 

tos him 0 her Bel +— ——Oh, let me kill him. | 
[Offers to go to him, 

Amb. Thar he ſhould 1 Cleonte I allow, © 
And her returns too, whilſt they are innocent. 

* But, Sir, he does not lovs her as a Siſter. 

Amb, H that be all his Crime. ſtill forgive him. 

Sil. Yes, Sir, tis true, I do adore my Siſter, 
But am fo far from that foul thing he _ 'd, 
That could I think Thad a ſecret tho 
That tended that way, 1 would ſearch 1 

[Goes #0 ſtab himſelf | 
Cleo. What mean you by his Deſperation * 
Silv. Oh, take away this Woman from my ſight, | 
Tone to Cleonte. 

For ſne will finiſh what this has ill begun. Holds his Dagger 4. 

Fran. Thus low, Sir, for your Mercy I muſt kneel ; Lr 
ae yet I muſt deſpair of when you know - 
wh very wicked I have mg 6 Teepe. 
” dae ir, is chaſte as an! how | 

. N Siſter OEM” how how ſoon I do belere ee; 
Ss = 4 a 


, 
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Fan. Leg 88 nr know tha vile Mſg which hgh 


you. 


Silu. Wha vil ſer thee on to tempt me then? 
Fran. Theſworft of Devils, hopeleſs, raging Love; 
And you my Lord, were the unhappy Object. 
Mar. Oh Hnful Woman, what was thy Deſign? 
Cleo. What means all this? e aſide 
Fran, At leaſt to have injoy'd him once; which done, 
Thinking it had been the fair Cleonte, 
It would have made him hate her. | 
Silv. Should all thy other Sins be unrepented, 
The Piety of this Confeſſion ſaves ney 


Pardon, Cleonte, my rude * thee, 


1 had deſigr d to ve kill thee · 
Had not this knowledge of thy Innocence 
Arriv'd before I'd ſeen thee next. £ | 
And, Sir, your pardon too I humbly bog; {To Ambroſio 
With licenſe to depart, I cannot lie 
Where I muſt only ſee my beauteous Sifter ; 
That torment is too great to be ſupported, % 
Thar ſtill muſt laſt, and never hope a Cure. 

Amb. Since you are fo reſolv'd, I will unfold” 
A ſecret to you, that perhaps may leaſe you. py 

Silv, Low at your Feet I do implore it, Sit. | 7 


Amb. Your Quality forbids this. r Tales him up. 


Silv. How, Sir! 
Amb. Your Father was the mighty Fayourite, the Conte d: 
Oliwaris; your Mother, Spain's celebrated Beauty, Dom 
Margarita Spiniala, by whom your Father had two natural 
Sons, Don Lovis de Harro, and your ſelf Don Roderign, The 
Story of his Diſgrace, you know, with all the World; cas 
then he being baniſhe Rot the Court, he left you to my care 
then very young. I receivd you as my own, and as more 
than ſuch educated you, and as yo ur Father oblig'd me to do, 
brought you always up about their Majeſty's — For he hoped, 
if you had Beauty aad Merits, 'you might at part of that 
Glory he loft. 

Mar. This is wondrou | 
Amb. This truth you had not known fo "_ had you 1 not 
made as great an Intereſt ar Court as any Man ſo young ever 
did; and if I had not acquitted my ſelf in all Points as be- 
came the Friend of ſo great and brave a Man, as Conte de Oliva- 
rise; the Fortune he left you was two Millions of Crowns, 
Silv. Let me imbrace your Feet for this bleſt News. - 


—_— — — 
Ly o* 


2 £5 ö 
Is not the fair Cleome then my — Y Ant. 


3 ** Fakes him ups 


— 
** 


i» as 


7 » w TD Þ &* T9 mas 


J. 


Audi thou think'ft our Honour ſatisfy d, 
I will endeayour to forget their Faults. 


Ae Dash Lee. 2 
hank We dec; nie inc; Jong Moen" dnhnch, your 
wife, it you are pleas d to think her worthy of it. Offers her. 


Siu. Withour-her; Sir, I do deſpiſe my Being: 


And do 18 175 her as a Bleſſing ſent Hoe ROE, ro make my 
whole Lite happy. ; 

Amb. What ſay you, Cleonte Bat? 75 5 

on. I muſt own a Joy great than 15 "Kh fora viel 20 
expre 

Mar. Generous Don Roderign, receive me as your Friend, and 
pardon all the flult you found 1 in me as f f | 

- | Imbraces him. 


Sil, Be ever dear unto my 35 us 

Mar. Now is the time to Wie Hippalyta and Antanio ro my 
Father, whilſt his Humour is ſo good. And you, dear 88 
I muſt beg to joyn with us in ſo juſt a Cauſmſe. 60 7 

Silv. You need nor doubt m/ Power, and leſs m. Will. 

Mar. Do you prepare him then, whilſt I bring them in: For 
by this I know my Confeſſor has made chem a one. Ex. Marel. 

Situ. Sir, I've a Suit to you. be Ty 

Amb, You cannot ask what I can deny. 

Silv. 3 Sir, is married to Antonio, 


And humbly 22 pardon for her paſt fault. 


4mb, Antonio and Hippolyta / oh name them not. 


1 Antonio and Hippolyta, 4 Fryar, and Marcel. 


Mar. Pray, Sir, forgive them, -your Honour being ſafe, 
Since Don Antonio has s by marrying her, En 


Repair d the Injury he did us all, 


wu which I had kill'd him. 
Thou art by Nature more ſevere than I, 


3 5 


Ant. We humbly thank you, Sir, and beg your Be: 


At leaſt beſtow'it on n Hippohz 


For ſhe was ever chaſte, and innocent, 
And acted only what became her Duty; 
Since by a ſacred Vow ſne was my Wite. | 
Amb. How cam'ſt thou then to treat her ſo inhumancly? 
Ant. In pure revenge to Don Marcel her Brother: 
And forc'd my Nature to a ſtubboruneſs, ye 


Which whilſt I did put on, I bluſh ro on; 


And ſtill between thoughts ſo unjuſt, and action, 
Her Vertue would riſe up and cheek my Soul, 


Which ſtill ſecur d her Fame. 


Hip. And T have ſeen in midſt of all thy anger, 
Thouſt cut d away; and chang'd thy words to  figly; | 


3 C2 Dropt . 


<4 6 2 
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now and then à Tear, as if aſham'd, R 


Not of thy Injuries, but my little Merit. 
Amb. How weak and i Nature makes me —Riſe, 


I muſt torgive you both.  - bak £/ 
Come, Sir, I know you long to be ſecur'd 

Of what you ſay you love ſo much, Clemtem——— 

Fran, But, Madam, have you e me? _ 

Silu. We will all joyn in your be Franciſca. 

Cleo. I can forgive you, when you can repent. [Excit; 


SCENE II. Kae of Carlos 
— 95 DN Enter Olinda. 


om. Bur is rhe ride Chamber dreſt up, and the Bed made 

as it ought ro be? 

2 r che making, tis as it uſe to be, only the vel. 
urn 


iture. 


Olin. As it uſe to be? Oh ignorance! I ſce theſe young Wen- 
ches are not arriv'd yet to bare en Well, I muſt or- 


der it my (elf, I ſee tha. 

Dorm. Why, Olinda, I hope they will nor go juſt to Bed up- 
on their marry without ſome ſigns of 4 Wedding, as Fidles, 

and Dancing, and fo fort. 


Olin. Good Lord, what Joys you, have found out for the firſt - 


Night of a young Bride, and Br — ror Fidles and'Nancing, 


ha, ha, ha! they 
and Dancing can make them, you Foo 


Enter Haunce and Gload. | 
Bleſs mel. whats ist I ſee. a ro We, * PWTITS 


Hau. Why? what the Divel means ſhe ?” Shs abour me 


| Gload, and ſee what I have char's ſo terrible. 

Olin. Oh, T have no power to ir is a Sprite. 

Hau. What does ſhe mean now Ghad 2 

_ on ho defires to be ſatisſy d aer we be Fleſh wass 

dir, lieve. 

Ha. Dofſt ſee nothing that's Diyel-wiſe abour me? 

lou No, indeed, Sir, not I. 

Ke _ Why chen the Weuch is tippled, that's all 48 finall 

Fault. 8 

Olin. I, in the name of Goodneſs, Sir, what are % 

Gb. I, I, Sir, tis that ſhe e e 

Olin. Who are you, Sir? | 

Hau. Why, who ſhould 7 be, but he char to be 1 your Ktet 
anon ? | 


Il be much merrier N e mal rale ; 


32 <=> 


"Gb: Yes, a erate 


„ 


2 


2 
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Olin. What, did you come in at the Door ? 
Hau. Yes. marry did 7, mhar do you chink 7 creep in lik 2 
Lapland Witch the Key-holes? _ 
_— 


Dorm. Nay, is cannot be the Bridegroom, - - 

Olin. No, for tis but a moment ſince we left him, you know 
in my Lady's Chamber. 

Hau. Very drunk, by this good Light. 

Dorm, Anitheretive e n beer Haunca. 

Hau. Whas the Divel will you perinade me our of my Chri- 
ſtian Name? 

Olin. The Prieſt has yer ſcarce done his Office, who is mar- 
rying him above to my Lady. 

Hau. Salerimente, here's brave doing, to marry me, and ne- 
_ ve me notice; or thou art damnable drunk, or very mad. 

Yes, and I am married to you top, am I not? 


Wn — Olinda, 
Olin. You? we know neither of you. 
Hat. Ha, 1, Ts CAO AEEIIE FE 8 


Enter Carlo. 


c. Why, Olinda, Dorice, Olinda, where be theſs mad Girls? 
16 aer, and nothing in Order. Why, what now ? 
ere 

Hau. So the old Man's poſſeſt 190 = Why, what a Divel 
al you, K Low Ts 
Ce. From whence come you, Sir? and 

Hau. Gload, let's be gone, for we ſhall be tranſmi into 
ſome ſtrange Shapes anon, for all the Houſe is inehanted, 
Who am 4, quoth ye? before I came you all knew me; and 
now you are very well acquainted-with me, you! 89 10 00 
me. 


Car. If you be my Son Haunce, how came you here? | w WY 
Hau. If The your Son Haunce, where ſhould Tbe elſe 2 1 
Car. Above wich our Wife, not below amongſt the Maids. 

Hau. What wife? what Wife » Ha, ha, ha, do not provoke 
me, leſt I take you a flap in the Face, I tell you that now. 

Car. Oh, I find by his Humour this is he, andT om fnefy 
cheated and abus d. I'll up and know rhe Truth. | Goes out, 


TER.® 


Hau. And ſo will J. | Follows. 

Glo, Why, 8 Miſtriſs Olinda, you have not, i , forgor 
me, have you? 

Olin. For my Lover J have, but perhaps 1 may call you to | 
mind, as my Servant hereafter. 


Glo. Since ou're ſo proud and ſo fickle, you ſhall ſtand here- 
after as a Cypher wich me; and Ill begin upon a new Account _* 


with this pretty Maid, what "0 EVE 2-1. he 


240 Tze Dulch Lover. 

Dorm. Tam villing chodght 0 ro ger 4 Hutband.as young as 1 
am. ar an 1 34171 HOYOD ,, 

Glo. Why, that's well ſaid;-give your Hand upon che Bar- 
gain God-hamercy, with all my Heart i fait. [Go in, 
enn dn | Scene draws ß diſcovers a Chamber. , Enter: Alon- 

1 2% Euphemia, and Lovis; f Carlo, 
| Haunce, and the reft. 

Car. Ob; Tam cheated, unlone, abus d— 

Lou. How, Sir, ant where. Bowie | 
{Haunce ſees Aldo dreſt like 3 goes gazing about 
um 21 et him, and on himſelf, calling Gload to do the ſame. 

Car. Nay. I know hot how, or where; but ſo I am; and 
when L find' it, II turn you all out of Doors. Who are you 
Sir e quickly tell me. 

Ala. If jou be in ſuch haſte, tale the ſhorteſt: Accoune, 
am your Son. 

Car. I mean, Sir, hat's ee and which of you is 
Haunce van Re!!? * mY 2 

Hau. I, which of us is ce van el, tell us ; we 

ſhall handle ye i' faith e. 

: #op;rHe, Sir, can beſt inform you. [Pointing to Haunce, 

AH. Who, I! I know no more than the great Turk, not l, 
which of us is me; my Hat, my Feather, my Sute, and 

my Garniture all over faith now ; and I believe this is me, 

for PH eruſt my Eyes before any other Senſe about me. What 
fay'ſt thou now Gload ? gueſs which of us Is thy own natural 

_ Maſter no if thou canſt. 

| Alen. mY Sir: why let me feder me ſee, 


\ 


me 1 21 for mann 


| faks Leannor tell, Su. 525; 
Cn. Come, come, the Cheat i is | plain, and rl not be fobd 
off, rherefore/teil me who: you. are, Sir. {To Alonzo, 
Ae. One that was very unwilling to have pur tts Trick up- 
on you, if I could have perſivaded Eupbemia to have been kind 
dnn and ober Terms, bar nothing would down, wirh her bu 
Matrimony, : 
Car. Howlong have you known herr: 
Alon. Faith, Sir, tos long by at leaſt an Hour. 
Car. I ſay again, what are you, Sir? 
Aon. A Man I am, and they call me Alno. 
Car. How! I hope not the great fighting Colonel, whom my 
on ſery d as a Voluntier in Handers.. + , 
Aon. Even he, Sir. 
Car, Worſe and wore, I ſhall mak biotic 
ſpichr of all my Care, Eke ih ae marry with ſo nororiqu 
5 Nan of Was a, 12 2 
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Hay. How! is this Alonzo, and am I couzen d? pray tell me 
truly, are you not me indeed? | | 
Alon. All over, Sir, only the inſide a little leſs Fool. 
Hau. So here's fine jugling—— ——are not you a rare Lady, 
hah ? \ [ To Euphemia ; cr95. 
Euph. 1 aſſure you, Sir, if this Man had not paſt for you, I 


had never had him. 


Har. Had him! Oh, you are a flattering thing, I durſt ha 
ſworn you could no more ha' been without me, than a Barber's 
Shop without a Fidle, ſo I did: Oh, what a damnable Voyage 


have I back again without a Wife too [ Crys again. 
Lov, If that be all, we'll ger you one before you go; that 
ſhall be my care. 


Hau. A Pox of your care, well, I will get, my ſelf moſt 

ſoundly drunk ro Night, to be reveng'd of theſe two dam- 

nable Dons. Come Gload, let us about ſomething in Order 

to t. | Exit. 
Euph. Pray, Sir, be perſwaded, he's worth your * 
Car. Tell not me of owning; what Fortune has he? 

Lo. His Horſe and Arms, the Favour of his Prince, and his 
Pa 133 5 | 6 
Car. His Horſe and Arms I wholly diſlike, as Impliments of 
War, and that ſame Princely Favour, as you call it, will buy no 
Lands, and his Pay he fhall have when he can get it. N 
Lou. But, Sir, his coming to Madrid was to take poſſeſſion 


of a place the Prince has promis d him. 


Car. Has promis d him? what! I ſhall my Daughter to 
the Promiſes of e re a Prince in Chriflendom, I? No, no; 


Promiſes, quoth ye? 


Alon, Well, Sir, will this ſatisfie you? | 
Euph. If it ſhould nor, let us conſider what next to do. 

Alon. No confideration Euphemia; not ſo much as that we 
are married, left it leſſen our Joys. 

Car. 12000 Crowns a Year ! — Sir, I cry you mercy, and 


' wiſh you joy with my Daughter. 


Lov. So his Courage will down with him now. 
Alon; To fatisfie you Father, Sir, read this. 
et | Gives him another Paper. 


And now Euphemia prepare your ſelf to receive ſome gallant 


Friends of mine, whom you muſt be acquainted with, and who 
dees make a ight on'r, "IN 
Euph. A whole Night Alomo ? h 
Alon. By no means Euphemia, for the firſt too, which if the 
thoughts of its being part of my Duty do nor hinder, will be 
pleaſant enough to me. . 
| - 24 8 
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'Car. So conſiderable an Office. at Court roo! Let me 

imbrace you, Sir; and tell you how happy I am in fo brave a 

Son- in-law. a 
Alan. Wich chat afſurance, Sir, I'll rake a more than ordinary 

freedom wich you, and teach Euphemia a tranker way of living, 

than what a native Spaniard would have allow'd her. 

Car. She ſhall be what fort of Wife you'll have her. 


Enter Servant : After à noiſe of A 
Alon. What Muſick's that? © 
_—_ Ir waits upon ſome Ladics and Gentlemen who ask for 
ou ir. 3 
F Alon, Wait them i in, "they are thoſe Friends 6f mine I cold 
you, 55S; . [He goes and brings them in. 


Enter Marcel and Clarinda, Silvio and Cleonte, Antonio and 


Hippolyta, Dormida and Franciſca, all ſalute Euphemia. 


Enter nn and Gload in Maſquerade to the Company, Qlinda 
| and Dorice Maskhed. © 


Fu. well, the Divel*s in t if we ſhall not appear ridiculous 
-nduch, hah, Gload 2 
600. I, Sir, the more ridiculous the better. 

Hau. | was always of that mind. —— Ha, hay Boys, who be 
all theſe Dons and Donna's ? Harkye Louis, I hope F, 


Wife yo u promis d me is amongſt theſe fair Ladies, for ſo 1 


gueſs t Lr. Ten fair, and. Ladies. 

_ 1 eſs right, 0 uc, 
ow 8 and Gentlewomen Gamen our N 

and do what likes you beſt. : 


Lov. Here's the Lady 7 recommend to you, take her, Sir, be 


thankful. [ Gives him Olinda. 
Olin. This is * fool that T am to manage. 
Dorm. And thisis my Lot. © [Takes Gload. 


[Muſick plays, they all Dance, 
Lov. There is within a young Father ready to joyn your 


Hands: take this opportunity, and make ſure of a Wife. 


Haus I warrant yon, Sir. 
_ [Exeunt Haunce, Olinda, Gload, and Dorice, 
Enter Pedro. 


© Ped, Your Mother, Sir, whom 1 found r more dead has li- 


; ring, fot the loſs of your Siſter, was very near dying our-right 


— Joy, to hear of your Arrival, and and moſt . ex- 


you. 


Dum. And are we all f iven, Pedro ? 
Fed. Yes, 


and I are like to. be Fellow-Servants together 
276 rn es 


9 
. 
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Dorm. And fellow Lovers too I hope, Pedro. 

Ped. The Divel's in't it Age have not allay'd Flames of al} 
ſorts in thee ; bur if you contribute to my allowance 

Dor. Thou *know'ſt I could never keep any thing from thee, 
Pedro. 
Alon. Come Ladies, there ks Horns | acrends you in 
che next Room. £ 

Situ, we'll wait on you, n 


Enter Faunce, Gload Olinda, wid Dice 


Hau. Hold, hold, ad give me Joy tao, for Tam Married, if 


ſhe has not miſtaken her Man ain, and I my Woman. 


Olin. No, you are the Man look for, and I no Cheat, 1 


ving all about me that 1 look for 1 but Ay: 
Alon, How, ound! 2 


chought ir no Offence to he the Reward due to that Service. 

Han, Here's 2 Sahiſb Trick for you now, to marry a Wife 
before one ſees her- | 

Euph. What Dorice married too? 

Dorm, Aker our Example, Madam. 

Glo. Yes, i Wet, N for b and I have made bold too after 
the Example of my 

Hau. Now db hey al cope ped l moda be d 
tlemen, in Sign a Token Far I am. not, 


— one more 


merry Frisk before we part, tis à witty Wench; faith and Loh 


rroth, after a Month tis all one whoſe who; therefore come on 
Gload. [Tho Dance together. 


Alon. Monſieur Haunce, I ſee you are a Man of Gallantry . 


Come let us in, I know every Man here deſires to make this 
Night his own, and facrifice it to Pleaſure. 4 


The Ladies too in — — s do confeſs S 
Deſires ; which yet they ll not 
eir's, eir's, though leſs fierce, more conſtant will abide ; 

But ours * currant grow the more and re ti d. 


'EPI- 


- [Piſcovers her ſelf. 
Olin, Yes, indeed, Sir, I ſervd my Lady firſt, and then. 


3 but, Gen- 


— — = 


* 
"7 % _ a & 0 * » 
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Is em, ton 23 'tis all in un, 
; ras Scriblers can't abſtain <. 


AS, =p: 1 1. 0 0 v E. 
tly 7th” old Sin engage; 


doom'd before, nay baniſd from the Stage. 
52 Jad Exyeri 


ence,our Eyes convinces 


That danm d their Plays which hang d the German Princeſs, 


Au we with Ornament ſet off a Play, 

Lie her dreſt fine for Exerution- dax. 
> nd faith, T think, with as ſmall hopes to live ;, 

_ Unleſs kind Gallants the ſame Grace you'd give 
Our Comedy as Her; beg a 

Hell, what. the other miſt, let our Scribe get 

A 4 ee, for ſhe ſwears ſhe's the leſs Cheat. 

She never gulf d you Gallants of the Town . 
Sum, above four Shillings, or half a Crown. 
Nor does dr gd ar wary, OY 
Bubble the Audienc he Players to. 
Heer bumble Miſe hand not in the Hi gh-rode = 
* Of Wit tranſverſt, or Bamdy A- la: mode: 
Tet hopes her pluin and eaſie Stile is ſuch, 


Nee | I's Cenſures will diſdain to touch, 


low Senſe creep ſafe from! your — 
_ Whilſt: Rotas and Cabals aim at Gm, 


PROLOGUE. 


Allants you have fo long been abſent hence, 
That you have almoſt cool d your Diligence; „ 
Fer while we ſtudy or revive a P 14 
Tou, like good Husbands, in the Co ountry flo, | 
There frugally wear out your Summer Sut, . 
And in Frize Ferkin after Beagles Te ww * | 
Or, in Montero-Caps at Feldfares ſhoot. , 
Ny, ſome are ſo obdurate in their. Sin, 
1 That they ſwear never to come up again. OT 
+ But all their Charge of Cloathes and Treat retrench, 
To Gloves and Stockings far ſome Country Wench : + 
Even they, who in the Summer had Miſhaps, 
— up 22 Town for Phyſick for their Clays. 
ty, ies too, are as rejoly'd as they, 7” 
= having Debts unknown to them, they ſlay, i 
And with the Gain of Cheeſe and Poultry pay. 
Even in their Viſits, they from Banquets fall, 
To entertain with Nuss aud Bottle*dle ; 
And in Diſcourſe with ſecreſia Report + 
Rr ws, that paſt a Twelve-month ſince at cut. 
Thoſe of them who are moſt rein d, and gay, 

Now learn the Songs of the laſt Summer's Play : ma 
While the young Daughter does in private mourn, , 2 
Her Lowe's in Town, and hopes not to return. "Moi 

- Theſe Country Grievances too great appear : 
But cruel Ladies, we have greater here; 
Toucome not ſharp, as you are wont, to Pls; x | 
But only on the firlt and ſecond Dx: © ; 
This made our Poet, in her Vifits, look  - | 3 | 
What new ſtrange Courſes, for your time fk; | 
And to her great Regret ſhe found too ſoon, 
Damn d 22 and Unbre ſpent the Afteren; 
So that we cannot hope to ſee you here 
Before the little Net-work, Purſe be deere hen ' 
Suppoſe you ſhould haue Luck—— | 
Tet fitting up ſo late, as I am told, 
Dou loſe in Beauty what you win in Gold: 
And what each Lady of another * 


Will et Lampoms, and us new Plays. 
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ABDELAZER: 


OR, THE 2 
Moors Revenge. | x 


ACT I SCENE L A rich Chantber 


A Table with 2 Abdelazer ſullenly leaing his Head on bis 
A; a little while, Hill Muſick, Plays, © © 


$ 0 N E. ME, 


Ove in Phantaftich Tri 
10 r lim fowl, 


Fr wham freſh Pains he did create, 
And ſtrange Tyr annick Pow'r he ſhew'd; 
From thy bright Eyes he, took, his Fives, 
Which round about in (port he hurFd ; 
But "twas from mine he took Deſires, 
| Enough F undo the Amorous World, 


From me. be took bis Sight and Tears,” h = 
From thee, his Pride and Cruelty; TO 
From me his Langui 
And evry killing-Dart from tber; 
_—_ — \ the — bare arm d, 
et up a De 5 
Bu my poor Heart alone is harm'd, 
| 11 


s and Feats, 


ter which be routes, and Ne, | 
dh. On 


7 


23 ABDELAZER, Or, 
Abd. On me this Muſick loft this Sound on me 
That hates all ſoftneſs : What, ho, my Slaves! 


Ener Oſimin, Tin PW. + 


Oſm. My — Lord: = [Enter Queen, . 
2. My deareſt Abdelazer 
Abd. Oh, are you there ? Ye Dogs, how — ſhe f u; 
Did I not charge you on your Lives to warch, 0 
| E — * bh 13 
u. My gentle Abdelazer, tis ueen, 
Who z laid aſid the Buſineſs of 18 State, 
To wanton in the kinder Joys of Love 
Play all your ſweeteſt Notes, ſuch as inſpire 
The active Soul Vith new and ſoft Deſire, 
en e he tice, the) o Jun 
Whilſt wefrom Eyes—thus—dying, fan the Fire. 
[ She ſits down by him. 
Abd. Ceaſe thar ungrateful Noiſe 1 
" & Can ought that I command diſpleaſe my | 
10 22 fond Woman—— 
prithee be more 
10 75 ay, prithee good Queen, Wen me 7 am dull, 
Unfic for Dalliance now=—_— 
2, Why doſt thou frown ?—to whom was that curſe ſem? 
To thee— 
Qu. Io me it cannot be—to me, 2 Moor !—— 
No, no, it cannot prithee ſmile upon me 
Smile Whilſt a thouſand Cupids ſhall deſtend 
And call thee Fove, and wal upon thy Swilles,. 
Deck thy ſmooth Brow with Flowers: Th 
. Whilſt in my Eyes needing no other Glaſs, 
Thou ſhalt behold and wonder at thy - 
| Abs. Away, away, be gone | 
Qu. Where haſt thou learnt this Language, that can ſay * 
But thoſe rude Words Away, away, be 98 OS 
Am I grown ugly now? 
"Abd. l as Hell > 
Qu. Didſt thou not love me once, and ſwore PRE Heav'n 
| Dwelr in my Face and Eyes? 
Abd. Thy Face and Eyes—Bavd, ferch me here a Glabs 


* 


To Elvin. 
And thou ſnalt ſee the Balls of both choſe Eyes | . = 4 
Burning with Fire of Luſt es 
That Blood char dances in thy Cheeks ſo hot, AY 


have not I to cool ir 


_ [Made an Extraction ev'n of my Soul, 1 


Dccayd 


'Throw killing Looks at me 


De Moor 5 * . 


Decay d Youth, only to feed thy Luſt: ! 
And wou dſt thou ill purſue me to my Graye? 1 
All this to me, my Abdelazer / | nay Lig 
* I cannot ride through the Caſtilian Swen, 
Bur thouſand Eyes 


And cry—Thar's he that does abuſe our King= . 
There goes the Minion of the + ng Queen, n 
Who, on the lazy Pleaſures of his Love, F * 
Spends the Revenues of the King of 7 .— 2 
This many - headed Beaſt your Luſt has arm $1244 ogg 
6 How dare you, Sir, upbraid me Rich my my Love? 
Er thee, nor — 6 2 
Nu. Not me and in Thunder too; %. 
ut al un rae 4 9 f Intreaties re 
Can do no good upon thee, . 
Fl ſee ( ſince thou haſt baniſh'd all thy Love; wt ts 
Thar Love, to which Tre ſacrificd my Hogour) | n 
If thou haſt any Senſe of Gratitude, | 
For all . Graces I have done thee. 
4 Do ad in dh ene | 
How der thoſe a Graces I hay 


My blooming Youth, my healthful vi iro You, 


Which Nature gave me for more n 


Than to lie fawning at a Womans Feet, 


And paſs my Hours in Idleneſs and Loye— · 
If I cou'd bluſh, I ſhou'd through all this Cloud ' . 
Send forth my Sencę of ſhame into my Checks, 


Q. Ingrate ! 

Have 7 for this abus d the beſt of Men? | 
. 

riving him of all t e, * 
10 ing then all intirely ang thy Bed; | N Wo 
Neglefted all my Vows, and ſworn ' em hereanew; f wa 
Here, on th y Lipe— 
Exhauſted ures that wou'd purchaſe Crowns, 
To buy thy Smiles—to buy a gentle Look; 


And when thou didft repay me—bleſt the Giver— 0 


Oh Abdelazer, more than this I've done ' : 


This very Hour, the laft the King can live, . 
urg d by thy Witch-cralt I his Life betray ddl: : 
And is ie thns— my Bounties are repaid? | 8 
What e er a Crime ſo great deſerves from Heav 'n, * 
By Abdelazer might have been forgive [Hees 


But I will b be reveng'd by Patience, 


\ 
T 
1 
i 

1 
* 

* 
* 
5 
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And e're the King dies, own my black Offence——— 15 
And yet that's not enough ——— e W Pauſes, 
Cry murder, murder, 1016 help | 
; | [. She a her do 29 n 2 the 
| | Queen falls, he draws a Dagger at Elvira, 7 
Elu. He EPR murder | 
Abd. Hell, what's this peace Bald——feath,” 80 
They ll raiſe the Court upon me, and then I'm loſt * > * 
5 Queen—my Goddefs—Oh raiſe your lovely Eyes, | 
ve bid Coldnefs all this While; 
And that Deceit was but to try chy Fairh-- 
Las he up, ſets ber in a | Chai, CY 
Look up—by Heav'n *twas Jealoufie—— ' © | 
Pardon ws Tow ardon your 1 orer. 5 
Ou. Thou didſt upbraid' me wi meful ans 
3 ll tear my Tongue out for je Profanation. © - 
Qu. And when I woo'd thee, but to ſmile upon me, 
Thou cryſt——Away, Im dul, unfit for Dalliance. 
Abd. Call back the frighted Blood i into thy Cheeks, . 
And Tl obey the e my Love, 185 
And ſmile, and kiſs, and dwell for ever here 4 


* Euer Oſmin bah. Nas ” 
Ofm. ET on, + King i 18 . > 
Abd. King —— [ Was time then engt, 
Wu means e is 75 f 4 818 lite 


Zar. My Lord che Cardinal enquizing for the ets. 
The Courts an Uproar, none can find her. 715 

Abd. Not find the Queen! and wou d you ſearch her here! 
* 4. What ſhall 7 do? I muſt not here be found. 


1 — do not fear m0 Cardinal enters here; 
| o God, that means to he ſecure: e dre . 
| Sores _ ard the Doors and ſuffer have enter, 
my charming Queen, provide for een 
You know _ is a WY deep ar e es 
Into the which the buſie Sun neer entred, 4 B 
But all is dark, as are the Shades of Hell; | 
— ph, pany in bin es ater Fe pee, — 1 1 
ey knock ther, my lovely Miſtreſ . 
Bauñflfer your ſe 20 he ng my bores be by 
Ofmrin, attend the eſcend in hafte, 


5 | L. Oſm. aud Ely. deſcend 1 
5 | y 


Aa a. 


— S on} jos bod PD fad ind bat 5 ho eas 


The Moor 4 8 241 


| Lodgings are beſet. 
* cannot guard the Lodgings long 
Don Ordonio, Sir, to ſeek the Queen. 


Abd. How dare they ſeek her here? 
Ear. My Lord, — King has ſounded twice,“ 
And bei recover d, calls for her Majeſty. 

Abd. 4. The King not dead! <Z0 Zarrack, and aloud 

Tell Dpn-0rqpnio and the Cardinal, | 

He that dares enter here to ſeek the queen, 

| Tuts his Hand ty is Sword; 
Had better ſnatch the She from the fierce ſide | 

Of a young/amorous Lyon, and "Merc ſaler.—— 

Again, more knocking ! 
Zar. My Hue Lord, 1s it your Brother, Don Alonzo ? 
Abd. J will not have him enter. Il am diſorder' — 
Zar. My Lord, tis now too late. 


© -- 


Enter Alonzo. 


Alon. Saw you not the Queen, my Lord? ? 

Abd. My Lord. 

Alon. Was not the 2.7. here with you ? ? 

Abd. The Queen me 
Becauſe, Sir, I am married to your Siſter, 
You, like your Siſter, muſt be jealous oo: | 
The Queen with me! with me! a Moor ! a Devil! 
A Sine of Barbary ! for ſto 4 | 

ny chriſten me—but Don, = 

Alhough my So in be black, within my Veins ' 
Runs B — ad Royal as the beſt, }. | 1 
My Father, Great Abdela, 2 his Life | | 
Loſt too his Crown; both moſt unjuſtly raviſh'd wel 
By Tyrant Philip ; your old King I mean. q | .- i 
How many Wounds his valiant Breaſt receiy'd, | wy I. 
Ere he would yield to part with Life and Empire + # 
Methinks I fee him cover'd o'er with Blood, | 
Fainting amidſt thoſe numbers he had conquer d; | 4 l 
I was but young, yet old enough to grieve, | \ ©. 
T not revenge, or to defie my Fetters; | 
For then began my Slavery: And e er ſince 9 
Have ſeen that Diadem by this Tyrant worn, Bart d 
Which crown'd the facred Temples of my Father, | 
And ſhou'd adorn mine now —ſhou d! nay, and muſt—= 
Go tell him what I ſay— cwill be but death 
Go, Sir.— the Queen's not here. 

Alon, Do not miſtake me, Sir, or if I wou'd, 
T've no old King to * is dead 


—— — 


'j £ A n ſnrieks, noth 


E 8 es a Eacher's Deart char clas m 


And om anſiver 'd, Sir, to whar I came for, Dy 
And fo ni hr. — | 
Abd. Non all char 's brave and Villain ſeize mp Soul, 
Reform each faculty that is not ill, 
And make it fit for Vengeance; noble Vengeance! 
Oh glorious Word! fit only for che Gods, 1 
For which chey form'd their Thunder, e 
Till Man uſurp'd their Power, and W Revenge, KA nt 
'Sway'd Deſtiny as well as they, 5 
And took their trade of killing. 
And thou, almighty Love ! e 
Dance in a thouſand forms about my Perſon, © 
Thar this ſame Queen, this eaſie Spaniſh dame 
| Mey Oe and dote upon me ſtill : i 
inſt I make uſe of the inſatiare Flame | | 
Io fer all Spain on fire. | 
Miſchief, erett 1 q 
And fit on high; here, here upon my Head ; 
Let Fools fear Fate, thus I my * * 
The 1 of this muſt raiſe high. 1 
| "[Poi Fs is Sword, [ Exit. 
j 


SCENE IL 


_ Fernando | ng, Ordonio bearing the Crown, ollowed | 
Alonzo, leadi peeing 0 f 
 dozo, met by the Queen weeping ; Elvira and Women, 


Qu. What doleful cry was that, which ike the * 
Of angry Heav n ſtruck through . — trembling 


[Exit 


4 Each 
F I, bowing my Knees to the cold Eafth, 4 = 
g my Checks Rivulets of Tears, | 
Sending up Prayers in Sighs, gh, cipher fm Hae, 4 


Y _ de the Royal Majeſty of Spain——— 

| 'd, the Majeſty of Spain is Dead, 

Wh the ſad ſound flew through the evehoinb 4% 

And react'd my frighted Soul -Inſorm my Fears, 

oh *. Fernando, oh my gentle 8. De 
. Madam: en if looks cin ſhew © 

Thar u which I cannot  fpeak, and you wou'd mw. | 

The common Fate, in evry Face appears ; 


A King's great loſs, the ick Griet declares, _ | 


* 


y Tears. 
| (oed. leads in the = eee, 
Len. Ah, Sir! 
| If 5 who aſcend by what rave loſt, 


1 _ / 
s 5 6 * 
* E 1 
* 
— 
. 
* - 
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ora weeping; Florella, Roderigo, Men- 


V.z. 


a i * * x f * , 4 R . P'S o - cf 0 = = 
% ” 0 
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5 76 the creed den Wit; a4 k- 


What Tributes from my Eyes and Heart are due, 
Who've loſt at once a King and Father too, 
King. My Leonora cannot think my Grief 
Can from thaſe empty Glories find relief; 
Nature within my Soul has equal ſhare, 
Afid that and Love furmount my Glory there. 
Had Heav'n continu d Royal Philip's Life, 
And giv'n me bright Norella for a Wiſe, . to Florella. 
To Crown and Scepters I had made no ©'no cli 
Bur ow d my Bleſſings only ro m 


But Heav'n well knew in ek * away, . mh Flor. 
I had no bus m_ for another Joy — FWeeps. 
The King, Alonze, with his d mme to Alon. 
To you my beauteous Siſter d ing beth, and Leon. 
And I his Generofity approve, | 1 

And chink you worthy Leonora's Love. | 


5 Enter Card. aud Queen weeping. 
Alon. Too gl gloriouſly my y Services are paid, 


In the poſſeſſion of this Royal Maid, 
To whom my guilty Heart urſt ne er aſpire, 


But rather choſe to languiſh in its Fire. 


S 


Pzbil. 1 know he is not dead; what envious Powers ve 
Durſt ſnarch him hence ? he was ll great and good, 158 


As fit to. be ador'd as they above. 
Where is the Body of my Royal Father? 


% 4 


That Body which inſpir'd by's facred Soul, 


Aw'd all the Univerſe with ary Frown, lil” 
And caught 8 ith his Smiles 
you thus ed——Mother——Brocher— | 

1 — 
Has Sorrow ſtruck yoy dumb? 
Is this my Welcome from the Toils of war? e 
When in his Boſom T ſhou'd find 2 1 : 
To meet ir cold and pale! ——Oh guide me to hin, 
n 

Theres all that's leſt of R Phil now, (Phill ar. 


| Pay a thy Sorrow there———whi mine alone 


\ 


2 PhiL His Soul We 2 4 eerie. 
And yet Rr it did ä his Body, 


Ate Kat admit of Lookers an. en. 
Va vd | Philip retarns weeping, | 


—— 8 


— 


Ld * 
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That J, his darling Philip, was arrivd 
Wich Conqueſt on my Sword; and even in Death 

Sent me his Joy in Smiles. 
Qu. If Souls can aſter Death have any Senſe 

Of humane chings, his will be proud to know 
That Philip is a Conqueror. [Enter Abdelazer, 
But do not drown,thy Lawrels thus in Tears, ., 
Such Tributes leave to us, thou art a Soldier, | 

Phit. Gods / this ſhou'd be my Mother—— 

Mon. It is, great Sir, the Queen. 

I Oh ſhe's too toul for one or r'other Title. 

. How, Sir, do you not know me? | 
when you wore juſt, I did 


. 
# 


And wich a Reverence, ſuch as we pay Heav'n, 


I paid my awful Duty 
But as you have abus Am Ro Royal Father, 
For ſuch a Sin the baſelt of 5 * 
Wou'd bluſh to call you Mo 
u. What means my Son? 

Phil. Son! by Heavy n ene 
Qu. Oh Inſolence out of my bght, rude Boy. 

Phil, We muſt not part ſo, Madam; W 
I firſt muſt ler you know your fin and ſhame — 
Nay hear me calmly—for by Heay'n you ſhall—— 
My Father whilſt he liv d, cird his ſtrong Arm 


Wich numerous Battles 'gainſt the Enemy, 


Waſting his Brains in warlike Stratagems, ct 
To bring Confuſion on the faithleſs Moors, . 1 3h 
Whilſt you, ul in del Peace ar home-—berray'd 1# 6h9% 


| + His Name to everlaſting Infamy; Fam tf 


Suffer'd his wen 15 be bd with — | 
Gave up your Honour — — 4 vor 
To wanton in you — ; Tran to abe. 
Abd, Me, doſt thou mean! 
Phil. Ves, Villain,thee, thou Hell-begonten Fiend, 
Tis thee I mean. 0. 
. 
you mean, that has diſhonour d 
Di ſnonour d — rheſe Lords, mays and all Sang. | 
Abd. Thin when eo pardon me if Irhrow off + 


All Ties of Duty: vert thou ten King's Sons, | | 


And T as many Souls as I have Sins, | 
Thus! would hazard all 3 the allrun + 
Phil. Stand off -or Nute ay upon thy "between. 
Boſome ob 535 Fe, 

HT ö . 5 ; 15 How 


-—» 


. 


2 The Moor's Revenge. 
Abd. How got you, Sir, this daring ? 
Phil. From injur d Philip's Death, 

Who, whilſt he wy unjuſtly cheriſh'd thee, 

And ſer thee up beyond the reach of Fare ; 

Blind with thy Alvaler, deaf with thy Flatreries, 
Diſcoyer'd nor | he Treaſons thou didſt a 

Nor none durſt let him know 'em—bur did he live, 
I wou'd aloud proclaim them in his Ears. 

Abd. You durſt as well been dam d ; 
Phil. Hell ſeize me if I want Revenge for this 
Not dare 
Ariſe thou 1 Ghoſt of my dead king, 

And through thy dreadful Paleneſs dart a Horror, 


May fright this ＋. of Vipers ſrom their Sins. 


Abd. Oh inſupportable ! doſt hear me, Boy? 


Au. Are ye all mute, and hear me thus upbraided ? + 


* 


[ To the Lords; 
_ Phil. Dare ye detain me, whilft the Traytor braves me? 


Men. Forbear, my Prince, keep in that noble Hear 


That ſhou'd be better us d than on a Slave. 
Abd. You politick Cheat—— 
by the Authority otmmy Go 
e Authority ot my vernment, - 
Which yet I hold over i the King of Span, 
By Warrant of a Council from the Peers, 
And (as an Unbeliever) from the Church, 
I utterly deprive thee of that Greatneſ, 
Thoſe Offices and Truſts you hold in Spain. 
| Abd. Cardinal who lent thee this Commiſſion ? 
W * 1 you confent ro this? 
We do 


Alon. What Reaſon for it? ler his Faith by yd. | 


Men. Ir needs no tryal, the Proots are evident, 
And 4 his Religion was his Veil for Treaſon. 


. Alon. Why ſhould you queſtion his Religion,Sir 
He does profeſs Chriſtianity 


Men. Yes, witneſs che Habit which he Qllrerains 
In ſcorn to our 
His Principles are too as unalterable. 


Abd. Is that the only 7 ARES you bring "NES oh 
y Ho K 


I tell thee, Cardinal, not 
Covers a Soul more ſanctify d 
Than this Mooriſh Robe. 


ly * 


Phil. Damn his —— he 1 a thouſand Crimes 


That will yer better juſtiſie your Sentence. | 
Men. Come not ys the Courr, for + you do 


R3 


Were 


* oy” ? | | N 
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Worſe miſchief ſhall enſue you have your Sentence. 
WH | l 25 4 e. Phil. and Men. 
Aon. My Brother baniſtrd! tis very ſudden; 
For thy like, Siſter, this muſt be recall'd. © To Flor. 
- © Qu. Alonxo, jou en WO OS 5649 141 
And check the Pride of this inſulting Cardinal. | 
enn all, except Abdelazer, Florella. 
Abd. Baniſh'd !. if I digeſt rhis Gall, | 
May Cowards pluck the Wreath from off my Brow, . 
Which I have purchas d with ſo many Wounds, - o 
And all for Spain; for Spain / ingrate ful Spain 
Oh my PForella, all my Glory's 'vaniſh'd, 5 
The Cardinal ( Oh damn him) vou d have me baniſtid. 


1 0 


T3 Hor. But, Sir, I hope you will nor tamely go. : 
d. Tamely——ha, ha, ha yes, by all means; 
= A very honeſt Religious Cardinal! 


| Hor. I wou d not for the World you ſhou'd be baniſh'd. . 
; Abd. Not Spain, you mean. for then ſne leaves the Ring. Aſide. 

What if I be? — Fools! not to know—all parts o th Wor 

Allo enough for Villany——-for Il be brave no more. 
It is a Crime and then I can live any where 
But ſay I go from hence I leave behind me 0 
A Cardinal that will laugh; I leave belfhd me 
EE A Philip that will clap his Hands in ſport 
pur che worſt Wound is this-—T leave my Wrongs, 
1 Diſhonours, and my Diſcontents, all unreveng d 
fl 7 Leave me, Horella— prithee do not w 3 \ ; 
_ I love thee, love thee wondrouſly——go * —— 

J am not now at leiſure to be fond ⅛ð 


= } b ? So to your Chamber 90 | ' 
1 Hur. No, to the King Pll fr 
—_— And beg him to revenge thy Infamy. tf [Ex. Flor. 
F wd him Alonzo. . 
__ —_—_ Alon. The Cardinals mad to have thee baniſh'd Spain; 


Wi I' ve left the Queen in angry Contradiction, 
Pet yer I fear the Cardinal's Reaſoning. | | 
Ad. This Prince's Hate proceeds from Love, | 
He's jealous of the Queen, and fears my Power.  [4fote. 
Alon, Come, rouſe thy, wonted Spirits, awake thy Soul, 
1 * m * a _w_ Feyet 4 ; 
Abd. Fil arm no Juſtice wich a brave Revenge. Sullenly. 
Alon. Shall they then triumph o'er thee, who were once F 
Proud to attend thy Conqu ring Chariot-Wheels ? 3 
Ad. L care not I am a Bog, and can bear wrongs. 
Alon.” But, Sir, my Honour is concern d with yours 
Since my lov d Siſter did become your Wife; © 
Ard if yours ſuffer, mine too is unſafe. * Abd. I 


/ 


— 


Te ir at — 


Aid. I cannot help ii CONSE 
Alon. What Ice has chil'd thy Blood? \ 

This Patience was not wont to dwell with thee, 
Abd. Tis true; but now the World is chang d you fee ; 

Thou art too brave to know What I 8 [464 . 


No more here comes the Alorella, 
He loves her, and ſhe ſwears to me i che 3 
Tis well, if true well too, if it be falſe; (Aſide, 


I care not, tis Revenge 
That I muſt ſacrifice my Love and Pleaſure too. 
[Alon. and A bd. ſtand aſde. 


Enter King Lords, Guards paſſing over the T_ Florella in 
4 ſupyliant poſture weeping 
Ling. Thou woo'ſime to reverſe Husband's Doom, 
And I wooe thee, „ 
Why ſhoud'ſt chou ſue to him for Life and Liberty, 
For any other, who himſelf lies dying, | 
Imploring from thy Eyes a little piry ? 
For. Oh mighty King! in whoſe ſole Power, like Hear 0, 
The Lives and Safeties of your Slaves remain, 
Hear and redreſs my Abdelazer's Wrongs. 
Ling. All Lives and Sateties in my Power remain. 
Miſtaken charming Creature, if my Power 955 
Be ſuch, who kneel and bow to thee, | 
What muſt thine be, 
Who haſt the Sovercig Command o'er me and it! 
Wou'dft thou give Life? turn but thy lovely Eyes 
Upon the wretched thing that wants It, 
And he will ſurely live, and live for ever. 
_ Eanſt thou do this, and com'ſt to beg of me? 
Hor. Alas, Sir, what beg's what you alone catf give, 
My Abdelazer's Pardon. 
King. Pardon! can can any thing ally to the offend? 7 
Thou art ſo ſacred and ſo innocent, 
That but co know thee, and to look on the, 
Muſt change even Vice to Vertue. T7 Toy 
Oh my Florella / 4— 
So perfectly thou doft poſſeſs my Soul, 
am ev'ry wiſh of thine ſhall be obey'd: 
Say, wou dſt thou have thy Husband ſharemy Crown ? 
Do but ſubmir to love me, and I yield it. 
Hor. Such Love as humble Subjects owe their Kin 
[ Kneels, he t 
And ſuch asI dare pur; 1 I offer here. 
King. I muſt confeſs it is a Price too glorious ; 
But my Florella— R 4 Abd, In 


*. ho up 


1248 ABDBLAZF TY Or, 
| Abd. Il i interrupt your amorous Diſcourſe. 2 5 fide. 
[Abd. « comes up to them, 


Fler Sir, Abels 8 bere⸗ 

King. His preſence never was leſs welcome to me; — . 

But Madam, durſt the Cardinal uſe this Inſolence? 

Where is your noble Husband? | | 
Abd. He ſees me, yet enquires for me. 6s Call. | 
Hor. Sir, my Lord is here. 

King. 4042 azer, I have heard with much ſurprize, | 
O'th' Injuries-yave receiv d, and mean to right you: 
My Father lov'd you well, made you his General, 
1 you worthy of that Honour ſtill. | 
True, —for my Wife's ſake —— - _ [| aſide, 
= When my Coronation is ſolemnized, | 
he preſent there, and re · aſſume your wonted "ſtare and place; 
* ſee how I will check the inſolent Cardinal. | 


Aba. 1 humbly thank my Sovereign 
Teri and kiſſes the Kings Hand, 
„ he loves my Wile ſo well—— — [fide 
wy 


 Manent 11 Florella. TY | 


Mr. Wilk thou nor pay my Service with one Smile? 
Have I not ated well the Suppliant's part? 
Abd. Oh wonderfully! yave learn the art to move; 5 
Go, leave me. 
Flor. Still our of humour; thoughtful, and difpleas''! 
And whyar me, .my Abdelazer, what have I done? 
_— rx" A you cannot do ami mu are (F beauriful, 
ir! —— Go, get you in, — un in ruffiy, 
Se l the art of dallying Sith: my Soul, 2 1 
Teaching it lazy ſoftneſs from her Looks, —— 
But now a pore er Paſſion's enter d there, 4 | 
And blows ir thus. to Air. Idol Ambition, 
Horella muſt to thee a Victim fall: 6 
| Revenge, to thee——4 Cardinal and Prince: 
And to my Love and Jealouſie, a 
More yet, my mighty Deities, I'll do, 
None that you e er · inſpird like me ſhall act; 
3 ho with the Cand Crew ſhall follow next, 


candinal cry d baniſh dle | [ 


Lite Exfter Monarchs I'll adorn thy Fate, ut 
"4d to the Shades thou be N in Star. L 
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Acr H scENE I 


Euer the King crown'd, Philip, Mendozo, cen, 5 

cl Eric, Alonzo, Roderigs, Orden Schalen Ae 
Officers and Guards ; mer ly Abdelazer, follow'd by Oſimin, Tar- 
rack; and Moors attending. He comes in with Pride, flaring on 
Philip and Mendezo, and takes his ſtand next the 'King, © 


Phil. H ſtares the Devil thus, as if, he meant © + 
V V From his infectious Eyes to ſcatter Plagues, 
And poiſon all the World? was he not baniſh'd - 
How dares the Traytor venture into th Preſeyce ?— 
Guards, ſpurn the Villain fortun. x 
AA. Who ſpurns the Moor. 1 u | 
Were better ſer his Foot upon the Devil 
Do, ſpurn me, and this Hand thus juſtly arm'd, 
Shall, like a Thunder - bolt, breaking the Clouds, 
Divide his Body from his Soul Stand back ¶ To the Guards, 
Spurn Abdelazer /-— | | 
Phil. Death, ſhall we bear this Inſolence! P 
Alon. Great Sir, I think this Sentence was unjuſt. ¶ To the &. 
Men. Sir, you're too pareial to be Judge in this, K 7 
And ſhall nor give your Voice. Mp 
Abd. Proud Cardinal——bur he ſhall—and give it loud, 
And ſhall nor who ſhall hinder him ? 
Phil. This—and cut his Wind- Pipe too, Offers to draw. 
To ſppil his whiſp'ring. ' - TaAbb. fers to draw, bis 
King. What means this Violence? Attend. do the ſame. 
Forbear to draw your Stvords tis we command. . 
Abd. Six, do me Juſtice, I demand no more, | 
2 [ Kneels; and offers his Sword. 
And at your Feet we lay our Weapons down. RS: 
Men. Sir, Abdelazer has had Juſtice done, |; 
Ahd ſtands by me baniſh'd che Court of Spain. 
King. How, Prince Cardinal! ; 
From whence do you derive . 8 
To baniſh him the Court without our leave? 4 
Aen. Sir, from my Care unto your Royal Perſon, 
As I'm your Governor then tor the Ki 7 Safety.” 
King. Becauſe I was a Boy, muſt-I be ſtill ſo? 
Time, Sir, has given me in that formal Ceremony, 
And / am of an Age to Rule alone; 
And from henceforth, diſcharge you of your Care 


* — 


. 
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We know your near Relation to this Crown, 
And wanting Heirs, that you muſt fill the Throne, 
Till when, Sir, Lam abſolute Monarch her- 
- And you muſt learn Obedience. | 
Men, Pardon my zealous Duty, which Thope 
You will approve, and not recall his Baniſhment. 
Pe. Sir, but I will; and who dares contradic ir, is „ 
Ia + 
e are he fl per ds dhe the lt { 
King. My hot brain d Sir, I'll talk to you anon. 
Men. Sir, I am wrong d, i 
Phil. By Hear n Tl to the Camp Brother, tarewel, 
When next I meet thee, it ſhall be in Arms; 
If thou can'ſt ger looſe from thy Miſtreſs Chains, 
| Where thou iy ſt drown'd in 1dle wanton Love. . 
Abd. Hah—his Miſtreſs !—who is t Prince Philip means? 
Phil. Thy Wife! thy Wife! proud der whom thou'cr 
content 
To ſell (for Honour) to eternal infmy 
Does t make thee ſnarle? bite on, whilſt thou mal ſee, 
T go for Vengeance, and cwill come with me. 
{ Going out, #urns and draws, | 
Abd. Stay! whe 'is here aready—turn, proud Boy. 
Abd. draws, 
King. What mean you, Phillip n [QI s to him = 
Nu. Ceaſe! ceaſe your moſt impolitick Rage!— - | To Abd, 
Is this a time to ſhew'e ?—Dear Son, you gre a King, 
And mayallay this Tempeſt. 
Hing. How dare you diſobey my Will and ee . K 
0A 
| "Abd. Shall 1 be calm, and hear my Wile calld Who te?” | 
Were he great ue, and arm'd with cf ll his Lightning, 
By. Heav'n I could not hold my juſt Reſentmet. 
n . Twas in his Paſſion, noble Abdelazer——— 
[ King talking to Phil. 04. 
Imprudently thou doſt diſarm thy: Rage, . 
And giv'ſt the Foe a warning, cer chou ſtrik'ſt , 
When with thy Smiles thou mighrſt ſecurely kill, - | 
You know the Paſſion that _—_ Cardinal bears me: 
His Power too o'er Phillip, which well manag'd d 
Will ſeryc to ruine both; put up your 
When next you draw it teach it hom C0. 40. 
Abd. You ſhame me, and command me. 
© Qu. Why all this re ir become you, Sir! » 
\ [To Men, «fue, 
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Men. You nent aches whilſt Abdelazer's fe. "3 You 
Nu. Jealouſie upon my Life—how gay it looks. 2 
Men. Madam, you want that pitying Regard LN ve - 
To value what Ido, or what I am; a 5 
IIl therefore lay my Cardinals Hat aſide, | 
And in bright Arms, demand my Honour back, 
Q. Is t thus, my Lord, you give me Proofs of Love? 
Have then my Eyes loſt all their wonted Power ? 
And can you quit the Hope of gaining me, 
To follow — 23 N to fight, 
Bear Arms your Country, and your King, 
All for a little work Honour loſt. F FEE | / 
Men. What is it, Madam, you would have me do? 
Qu. m_ ſide with Phillip, as you hope my Grace— 
Kon, know my Pleaſure, think ont well. 
Mazam,y ou know your Power o'er yourSlaye, þ 
And dase! it too Grannically——but diſpoſe. : 
The Fate of him, whoſe Honour, _l whoſe Life, 
Lies at your 0 5 
Il ſtay nd die, ſince cis Jour gracious Pleaſure. 
King r f Ale upon your Life, . 
Upon your Allegiance, I conjure you. 3 
To remain at Court, till I have reconcil'd you. | 
Phil. Never Sir, 
Nor can . Th u bend my remper to thar Tameneſs, 
is tn my Power to charge you as a Priſoner ; 
4 you're my Brother yet remember too 
Iam your King No more. 
Phil. I will obey, © 7 
King. Abdelazer, 
I beg you will forger your Cauſe of hate 
my Brother Philip, and the Cardinal; 
He's young, and raſh, but will be better temper d. 
Abd. Sir, I have done, and beg your Royal Pardon. N 
King. Come Philip, give him your 2 
Phil. I can forgive without Cer, 
king. And to confirm ye Friends, 
I invite you all to Night to net with me, 
= ſee < yd give Attendance Come Brother, | 
You muſt along with us. Ar all but Abd. Queen * Women: 
Qu. Leave me CJ the "ROS who Ex. * 
Now my dear Moor \ 
Abd. Madam— | 
Qu. Why doſt chou auſner with that cold Reſerve 
Is that a Leok—ap Action for a Lover? 
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" Abi, Ah, Madam "- WA! 


Qu. Have I not taken off thy Baviſhmenc? E — 3 Al 
_— = to thy former State and hey tor thy _ . 1 
Nay, and heap d new ones too, too mighty for | | 
And ſtill co raiſe thee equal to this Heart, Mt Bu 
Where thou maſt ever Reign. Ba 
0-1 Tis true, my bounteous Miſtreſs all dis you've den- - 
c — 
u. But what, my Abdelazer. wh 00 
I will nor call it to your on. | In 
What can ſt thou mean? — W 
Why was the King removd? Fe 
8 make thy rad more eaſie ro my Arms, * KV 
5 Was that all ? SF. Bu 
| All !- : Ne 
2 Not but it is a bleſſing Gods would languiſh for— Ur 


'F | Bur as you've made it free, fo make it juſt. | 
1 2 Thou mean ſt, marry thee Ä In 
v1 4. No, by the Gode—— pn CA. | 
Wl Not mar Ly unleſs I were a King, n 
1 24. What ſignifies the Name, to him that Rules one! lt. 
vB Abd. What uſe has he of Life, that cannot live | 
1 Without a Ruler? | W. 
Qu. Thou wouldſt not have me kill him. \ a 
Abd. Oh by no means, nor for my wretched Life: 8 To 
What, kill a King !—forbid it Heaven! 
Angels ſtand like his Guards about his Perſon. 
The King! 
Not ſo many Worlds as there be Stars 
Twinkling upon the embroider d Firmament! 
The King! | 
He loves my Wife Horella, ſhou'd he die 
| I know none elſe durſt love her. 
2 25 And that's the Reaſon you wou d ſend him hence. 
| I. I muſt confeſs,” I wou'd not bear a wrong, mY 
Bur do not take me for a Villain, Madam, * 
He is my King, and may do what he pleaſes. 
5 *Tis well, Sir. 
Again that Frown, it renders thee mote ame, 
Than any other Dreſs thou could ſt put on. 
Is Away, you do not love me. N 
Now may ſt thou hate me, if this ber r 
u. Oh you 5 Hater finely— 
d. Not I, by Heaven! 
Oh that this Head were circled i in a Crown, 


— 
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De Moor's Revenge. 
And I were Ring, by Forrune, as by Birth! 
And that I was, till by thy Husband's Power 
[ was deveſted in my Infancy. 
Then you ſhou'd ſee, I 2 flatter ye. 
Bur I, inſtead of that, muſt ſee my Crown 
Bandy'd from H — 1 — and tamely ſee it; 
And in this wretched ſtare I live, tis true; 
But with what Joy, you, if you lov'd ,mighr guet 
We need no Crowns; Lore beſt contented is 
In dy Groves, and humble Cottag 
Where when *rwou'd ſport, it ately 44 retreat, 
Free from the noiſe and danger of the Great; 
Where Victors are ambitious of no Bays, 
But whet their Nymphs beſtow on Holy-days, 
Nor Envy, can the amorous Shepherd move, 
Unlefs againſt a Riyal in his Jove 
Abd. Love and Ambition, are the . to me, 
In either, I'll no Rivals brook. 
Qu, Nor I; 
and when the King you you urge me to remove, 
It may be from Ambition, not from Loye. 
404. Thoſe ſcruples did not in your Boſom dyell, 
when you a King did in a H kill. 
Q. How, Sir! dare you upbraid me with that Sin, 
To which your Perjuries firſt drew me in? 
Abd. You interrupt my ſenſe; * only meant 
A facrifice, to Love, ſo well 2 
—＋. = apa: pc want 1 niſh it; 
A t Hop to all our Joys were gone, 
The.envying World vou d to our Power ſubmit : 
But Kings are Sacred, and the Gods alone 
Their Crimes muſt ] oy u inet. puniſh too, or none — 
Yer he alone deſtroys 
u. There's yet he 15 Ay 
One more! give me his Name, 
And I will turn it to a Magick Spell, 
To bind him ever faſt. | 
2 oh could gnaw Chains, | 
a m 
Thar humble me fo low as to . — 
bat the fond Blaze muſt out while I erect 
A nobler Fire more fir for my Ambition. 
——Florella dies.—4 Victim to od Wk. 


ill ve let you loſe one fig vin, 
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For a poor Life, or two; © 
Though I muſt ſee my Glories made a Prey, 
And not demand em Aw the Raviſher; 
Nor yet complain——becauſe he is my King! 
Philips Brow, no facred Ointment dei 
If. he do wrong, "ſtands fair for the R ger. 
Philip / inſtru& me how © undo that Boy T hate} : 
The publick Infamy I hav'd receiv'd,” ' + © * 
1 * — nothing leſs than Deatb. Fo 
| is well we can agree in our 3 
For I have vow d he ſhall not live a dr; | 
% r our Secrets: 
To all beſides, our Love is either hid, 
Or elſe they dare not ſee but this prince n 
Has a moſt —— Spit muſt be calm d. in Ger Hg! 
Qu. L have reſolw d his Death, 1 eee 
And now have wr. -"g my Cabinet, AL 1977 
Engines to on this mighty work of my Revenge. 
Abd. Leave to me, who equally am injur d; Th 
You, like the Gods! need onl but Command, rior by 
And I will execute your facred Will ! 
That done, there's none dare whiſper What We 4. 4a 
Qu. Nature be gone, I chaſe then 4 from m - | JON 
Who Love's Almighty Empire does contro 1 
And ſhe chat will ro thy duff Laws fabmit, 


In ſpight of thee; berrays the H ene 1p | "© 
No rigid Verrue ſhall my Soul els; - (n N rr 
Let Gown-men preach againſt the wickedneſs ; yi e bY 
Pleaſures were made by Gods; and means for us; - vans I fi 
And not renjoy 'em, were fidiculous. a DOE 'Þ | a Vl 
Abd. Oh perfect, great and glorious of thy Sen! Will 
- Like thy grearſelf res ſpoke l, A gad brave. no i 
I muſt attend the King——where 7 will warch , >10ls 58 N 


On. Andaſter that———if Genes anna, 
1 ” I'll give you leave tb viſit me 88 7 
7 BM | Abd. Thar Bleſſing now muſt be I 1 
1 i | (Leads ehe 
_ My Wrongs and I wil be rerir'd to Night, "4 

=, | And bring forth Vengeance, rae Jigs," el 
- Vs | | oli, zack. 11 1 1210 0 i 

Abd. P 
a — heats his Death  ” 

ght che Prince Cardinal do mark me 

arent 55 Om, 
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Ofm. Where, Sir 6 
Abd. Here in the Court. f | 
oſm. By whom, Great Sir? 2 
Abd. By chee———1 know thou darſt, —— 
Oſm. Whatever you command. | 
Abd. Good! - then ſee it ay perfor. 
— 0(min, how goes the Ni . 
Oſm. About the Hour of Ei 5 \ 
And you're at the Banquet, Sir: 
Prince Philip and ſwears 2 re with the Queen. 
Abd. Let him ſtorm on; the empeſt will be lad 
Where's my Wife ?—— 
Oſm. In the Preſence, Sir, with the Princeſs and other Ladies | 
Abd. She's wondrous forward! What 
(1 am not jealous though) but he makes to . 
Hah, Oſmin! _ 
He throws out Loye from Eyes all languiſhing ;: ; | 
Come tell me,—he does ſigh to her; no matter if he do 


— 


And fawns upon her Hand, —and.—kneels; — tell me Slave! — 
0ſm. Sir, I fa nothing like to Love; he only rears, her 

__ | 
46d. Oh damn her Quality. e N 

rom waiting on his Ferſon 3 N 

mcg i ps if he mighe viſic her © Night, 

n i ea 14 that concern d his Life. _ 
And ſo it ſhall, 3 


Tow 


Zar. But ſhe d e * 


"7 
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4 Go Of Sr. th of my Guard of Moors) 
min, e 

Cluſe our the belt Afetbed —— Ty, 

To keep the Watch to Night * 

Let every Guard be doubled you Lee pe Aon 

and when I give the Word, be read 

Oſm. What ſhall che Word be? Te Zarrack, 
Abd. Why——Treafon—mean time make it your bus'neſs, _ 
To watch the Prince's coming from che Banquet; 

Heated with Wine, and fearleſs of his Perſon, 
You'll find him attack d. 


Om. Sir, do nor en "IG 
Olin, 
4bd. $0, Irhank thee Nature, char in making me, 2 
Thou didſt defign me Villain! . 4 717 
Aitting each Faculty for active Miſchief: | TAP 
tor Skiltul Artiſt, thank thee for my Face, x 
K will * PROS that's hid —— 2 
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Thus arm'd for Ills, 
Darkneſs ! and Horrour! 1 invoke your aid; is i ee 0 
And thou dread Night! ſhade all your buſie Stars f | 
In blackeſt Clouds, [- 44604 
And ler my Dagger's Brightneſs only ſerve / 
Jo guide me to the Mark———and i 1 fo, DD) + 
It may undo a kingdom at one BlowWw. (ET. 


SCENE II. 10 4 


4 Banquet; under M Canopy the King, Laon Florella, Ladi 
waiting; Philip; Mendozo, Alonzo, Ordonio, Antonio, Sebz- 
ſtian, Lords and Attendants : 4 bon, as 4 — Srene xg; ff, thy 
all riſe, and come forward; e 

© King. My Lords you're ſad co; give us loud Muſick— 
I have double Cauſe to mourn; CR: 
And Grief has taken up its dwelling here 
| Beyond the Art of Loye, or Wine to Fe 

Iz due, my Fathers dead———and poſſibiy 

Tis not ſo decent to appear thus gay; 

But Life, and Death, are equal to the wretched, 

And whilſt Horella Rows tis in that N | 

I muſt account her Slave——— Amo, Wet 
How came thy Father ſo bewitch'd to Valour, | Us. vs 
(For Abdelazer has no other Virtue) ) 

To recompence it with o fair a Creature? 
Was this—a Treaſure t inrich the Devil with? 

Aen. Sir, he has many Vertues, more than Ws: 
hoyalfy born, ſerv'd well his Ring, and Country; 

My Father. brought him up to martial Toils, | 
And taught kim to be brave; Ih „and CHE 


Beſide, he was your Royal F athers avourite. 


King. No, „ tWas not his Love to Vertue, 
But nice Obedictice to his King, and Maſher, 
Who ſeeing. my Encreaſe of Paſſion for her, 
To kill m Hopes, he gave her to this Moor-. ? 
Alon. She's now a yertuous Woman, Sir. 
Ting. Politick Sir, who would have made Her 3 | 
Againft her Will, he forc'd her to his A 
Whilſt all the World was wondring -- 6 
Auen. He did it with her A App probation, Sir. 
© King. With thine, Borella ] coud'ſt thou 1 
Flor. Sir, I was ever taught Obedience ; ' | 
My humble Thoughts durſt ne'er aſpire to you, 


" next to thar—Newt, of de, ha 


= =p. * —— 19 5. k 
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Te Moor's Revenge. 
King. Oh God! had I then told my Tale 
So feebly, it could not gain Beliee t MN. 
Oh my Horella / this little Faith of thine 0. 
Has quite undone thy King!——Alorzo, - - - - 
Why didſt not thou forbid this fatal Marriage, 
She being thy only Siſter? 0 | 
' Alon. Great Sir, I did. oppoſe it with what Violence 
My Duty would permit; and wou'd have dy'd 
In a juſt Quarrel of her dear Defence: 
And Sir, though I ſubmitted to my Father, 
The Moor, and I, ſtand on unequal Terms, 
Phil. Come, who dares drink Confuſion to this Moor? 
Ant. That, Sir, will I. 2 
Sebaſt. And J. N 
Phil. Page, fill my Glaſs, I will begin the Round, 
Te all ſhall pledge ir—Alonxy, firſt to thee. ¶ Drinks, 
Alon, To me, Sir! f „ 
Phil. Why yes, thou lov'ſt him - therefore — 
222 ſha!l drink it, though twere o'th' Stygian Lake 
Take it by Heaven thou dſt Pimp for him ro my Mother 
Nay, and after that, give him another Siſter. | 
Ain. Tis well you are my Prince. fo 2 
Phil, Id rather be a Prince of Curs - come pledge me— _ 
Alon. Well, Sir, I'll give you way 25 Drinks. 
Phil. So woud'ſt thou any hough they trod pn! thee. 
So—nay, Prince Cardinal, though it be nor decent 
For one ſo ſanctify d to drink a Health ; . 
Yer tis your Office, both to damn and blefi—— 
Come, drink and damn the Moor. | 
Men. Sir, Tm for no carouſing. | 
Phil. m in an Humour now to be obey d, 
And muſt not be deny'd But ſee, the Moor. | 
| Euter Abdelazer, gg4es on them, 
juſt come to pledge at hſt—Page, fill again 
Aid. I' do you Reaſon, Prince, whate'er it be. . 
| | . | Giees him the Glaſs... 
Phil. Twas kindly faid— Confuſion to the Moor. | 
Abd. Confuſion to the Moor— if this vain Boy, 
Phil. Well done, my Lad p a 
King. Abdelazer, you have been miſſing long, 
The publick Good takes up your whole Concern, 
But we ſhall ſhortly eaſe you of that Load ··— 
Come let's have ſome Muſick ; | "7 "9 41 
0r4onie, did Tuot call for Muſick ? | ore. 


Fy 4 DEL AER. % 


” - Ord. You did, Sir. 
Abd. Raderigo !——— 

Rod. My gracious Lord Sicrigo whiter; to Abd, 
> Abd, No more the Prince al es us. 
Phil. There's no good towards when you are whiſp'ri ring, 
-\ Ord. The Mufick you commanded, n. 


% 


Nymph. M4 haſte Amin tay cone away, 
The Sim fn nd will hd ret 
And oh haw very ſhort's @ Lover's Day. | 
Make baſte, Aminras, to this Grove, © 
Beneath whoſe Shade þ oft Tue ſat, © 
And heard ny dear lovd Swain repeat, 
How much he Galatea o; ¼ 
Whilft all the liſt ning Birds "around, | 
Sung to the Muſick, of the bleſſed Sound, — / 
4 Make haſte. Amintas, come away, 
1 | The Sim is up and will mt ſtay, | 
= * | dw foes 16 Da.. 


Swain enterz, with Shepherds and is « and Pies 


0.» ;"T teat thy larning Vie, my Fair, L 22 
3 And ſee bright Nymph, thy Swain it ” win 
Who his Pant had much earlier paid 
But that a Lumb of 1 
| Au Ithelittle Wanderer have brought, 
=  *.* That with one angry Look from 08 WY mts 
Tou mayſt the little Fugitive chaſtiſe, 1% e 
_— Too great a Phniſhment for HW: 449 
—_ - Come, Galatea, hafte aw, 
n LS Sw is:up and will not fi, | 
5 And oh E ace es Le 5055 o. 


= : "las How les Theile this An 

Hor. Sir, all Delight's fo dvd fm oy ou, x 44-4 Ti, 

ſ-- Tre loſt che Taſte every ſingle Joy. * E 

= Abd. Gods! this is fine! Give me your Ars of Flanery,.. 1 

_ = Or ſomething more of this, will ruine me ; / 

* Pye reſold 9 ently yer whilſt ſne 4mine, | 
d not have Her blown by Summer Flies. 


# 4, 


. 111 Mark how he Snarles upon the King! 1 0 

2 pon Lore? 
my Horella, is t not ; | 

_ . TI wait upon you, Sir, - [ Going out. 


Phil. The 


e Mors Nene. 55 9 
hil, The Moor has ta en away, me may 1 

5 What has he ta en away?! bas 2 ene 

Phil. The. ſine gay ply thing, rat made us ulllo-merr, 

4bd. Was as your Spott?! [76 lg. 

King. Abdel axer, . — way — Go d night faiF Creature 
Abd. 1 will obey, "for Ex. Abd. 4 Flor. 

King. Why this Relemment, aden and in publick? 

Phil. Becauſe he gives me Cauſe, and hat in Public 


And, Sir, I was not born to beat wirk Inſolen ce; 
+l faw him dart Revenge from both His Eyes. Kr 
And bite his y Lip between his Teerh, . - | 7 al * HG {x 


To keep his Jealouſie Tom breaking forth ! 
Which th, it does ſtand faſt my King. 
King. But, will find a way to check him; 
Till when we muſt difſemble—take my Lone night. 


, Phil, cannot nor 7 will not et pood Night 
Ti Exit King, and all but Philip's Party. 


Well Friends, I 7 the. Sag wal, lleep away his Anger, 
And tamely ſeg us inurqer d by, this Moor; 3 * 
bu lhe e eee 0 5 
Therefore 0, you command the Horſe; | 
Get what more Numbers to qur Caufe you 28 5 
Tis à good Cauſe, and Will advance cur. 25 0 IT 
We will awake this King, out of his Lethargy of Leue, 
And make him abſolute Go to your Charge, 

And early in the Morning P!l be with R 


(CE. af yeh, 
If all fail, Portugal ſhall be'my | Refuge, * 
Thoſe whom 1a late I awed: Mal gc OY 
tne this . ee 


- . * 
sf *% 


2 Cardinal in haſte Ne rr ITY 
. "Men, Fly, fly; my Prince, — OY loft elle. 
Phil. W and loſt! Dreams, idle Coward,Dreams. 
2 Sir, by my Holy Order, Im in eattieſt, . 1 
AY wat She? quickly LT Wee Ci 
o ordain'd——nor have time te tel . „ Wi N 
by aha „ Min cleI learn'd cur Face. for dg rank. 
Phil. Nor car ave it. 


Men. That, 8 Sir, 8 Ho fery here 
And 'tis the Army 0 r 55 

Phil. Where 4 Wo thi reltpetie? 

Men, T1! tell you as we go to my Apartment . 
Where we ut OH Wain fl 
For ſo the Guards are fer in E | 
(And thoſe all Moors, the Slaves o 


.'F 
« * - 
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That tis impoſſible in any other Habit to eſcape. 
Come, haſte wich me, and let us pur em on. 
- Phil, I had rather ſtayand kill, till I am 
Let to che Queens Apartment, and ſeize this 
N, am fure there the MongrePs kenne. 
Men. Sir, we loſe time in talking Come 1 5 

Phil. Where be theſe lowſie TT + 

Men, I will conduct you to em. "rh 

Phil. Mother — and Moor, omg ee. | 
III viſit you again, and if I dw o 
My black Infernal, I wil re you. 1 1— 


dor; 


AC m. scENEI 


Ps Enter Abdelazer and Zarrack. 41 


Zar. min (my Lord) by this has Yone his Tack, 

1 And Philip. is D More Among the lvins— 5 
Will you not reſt to . 

A. Is chis a time for. erg and Ldlencf—dul Saver 
Zar. The Bugnefs we have Order, Sir ir, to W 

We can without your Aid. LO id 1 ' 


— 
Eiter Oſmin. ed” 14. ns Tt OT 
Abd. m“ pul | 


Thy ominous Looks preſage. an ill . 5 | 
Thy Eyes no joyful News of Murders tell: 1 
I thoughtT ſhou'd have ſen thee dreſt 1 an Hood WW. ci {3 5nd 
oo POS. 0 thy News 1 n bu 
| lives, and let it be hy 12—.— Be 

3 Hen. — Sir, he live | 

Wh: > thou ly, baſe Coward—lives!—Renounce ti 


od * * * CL ) 2{ x 4. 
It were a Sin leſs danger K 1 
Oſm. Sir, Philip lives: ay | 


Oſm. Not b Heaven! eee eee 
94. By W By Fail, by ) J 4 war 1 11 nt! } is 
If not from thee, could he cvade his oy * 
Oſm. By ſome Intelligence from his good | 
Ald. From his good vill 3 fad A 
Gods ! muſt che rh another Day at once | L 41 
| Bear him and me alive. * 112 
Oſm. Another Da fag fir ng Tin; 
For, Sir, the Prince is fled, the Cardinal too. 
Ab. led: N thou? | 
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De Moor s Revenge. 


Oh I cou'd curſe the that rule this Night: % 

is to the Camp they're fled ; rhe only Refuge 

That Gods, or Men cou 'd give em os | 

Where got you r ? * UES 
Oſm. My Lo enquiring for the Prince 1 

At the Apartment of Cardinal, (whither he went) 

His Pages anſwer d me, he was at his Devotions: 21 

A lucky time (I thought) to do the Deed; 

And breakin in found only cheir empry Babies, 

2 


And a y Groom, who with m 


Confeſs d that ey were fled, in * 
Abd. That Caſe of Sanctity was ordain'd, 


To cheat the honeſt World: 


Twas an unlucky Chance—but we are idle———— _ - 

Let's ſee, how from this Ill, we may advance a good [Par | 
Tis now dead time of Night, when Rapes, and Murders 
Are hid beneath the horrid Veil of Darkneſs— __ 257 
IIl ring through all the Court, with doleful Sound, 

The ſad Alarms of Murder Murder Zarrack, 


Take up thy ſtanding yonder—0ſmin, thou 


At the Queens Apartment out, Murder! _ 
Whilſt I, like his ill Genius, do awake the King, | 
Perhaps in this Diſorder I may kill him. [ Aſides 
—Treaſon——Murder—Murder—Treaſon, | 


Enter Alonzo, and Courtiers: = 


An. What diſmal Crys are theſe F 

Abd. Where is the Ring? — Treaſon (Murder 
Where is the ſleeping Queen? ariſe /—ariſe ! 

n. The Devil taught him all his Arts of falnood· LC. Aſde. 


; Enter King in a Night-Goown with Lights. © 
Kin. Who frights our quiet Slumbers withthis Noiſe? 
Enter Queen and Women, with Lights. WO 8 
Wir 
Qu. Was it a Dream or dia Thaw che nd ENS EAT 
Of Treaſon, call me from my ſilent Griefs 2. 7. 4h 
King Who rais'd this Rumour, M, . gend 16; 


Abd. I did,. Great, Sir. ö 0 - en 1 
King, Your Reaſons. 9 101 6 * 
Abd. Oh, Sir, your Brother Phat Gd HR 
Both animated by a Senſe of Wrong. 


(And envying, Sir, the Fortune — your Slaye) nat o ab 

Had laid a Plot this Night, to murder you ,? brig bonus 77 

na cauſe they knew it was my waiting Night, - 157 906 MNT 
Taey would * 83 the Treaſon, Sir, on me. 
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King. The Cardinal, -aft my Brother ! ITY forth, n 
Their Lives ſhall _— Nes Jol 
Abd. Sir, tis im 0 020% 40 40 I v 
For when they found their " Villar lay ae 72 To 
They in two Friers Habits made 5 
King. That Cardiaat is ſubtle, and Habitat | Th 
And from him Philip learar ms dangerous Principles.” | 
Qu. The Ambition of chte one, infects the other, 00 
And they are both too dangerous to hve 10 
But might Mother's Coumſel be obey d. | 
wou d adviſe you, ſend'the valiant Moor | 
To fetch em back, & er they can reach the Camp: W 
For thither they are fled-——where they will find x 
A welcome fatal tous'all. | 
Ng. — — well; and ac, He 
Make it your! fetch theſe Trayrors back, - ' We: 
Not only for my Safety; and the Kingdom's, . W 
But for they are : your Enemies; and th envious World (Fi 
Will ſay, you made this Story to undo em. Ar 
Abd. Sir, IIl obey; nor will T know repoſe, 1 W 
Abd. 9065 te the Queen, and talks to hey. An 

Till I have ju ify his firal Trath.- = As 

, King, Mean time I wilfto my Hore/las Lodging, | 

. Silence, and Night, are the beſt Advocates - { 4frde, . 
Io plead a Lover's Cauſe—Abdelazer—haſte. Th 
Madam, Flt wait un yqu to your chamber. | To 
Abd. Sir, thar's my Duty. — In 
Ang. lern good Nizht-—lorz, 10 our ret. f Ar 
aer all bis Qu and Abd. Th 

. 'Philiþ cſeap'd? Ar 
Oh that I were pon me! Deſart Shoar, A 
Where I might only to the Waves and Winds | 
Breath our y Senſe of Rage for this Defeat. Ir 
Abd. Oh tis no time for Rage, but Action, Ar 

Nu. Give me hut any Hopes of bleſt Revebge He 
And 1 will be a c, W bi Ec, Ar 
Ad. There is a ways And-15bur—thar alone; 
But ſuch a N as never muſt be nam d. ä Ik 
Nu. Hor! not or eo — Oh ſwear thou kat me N W 

It · were a L kee 1 | Ne 
Abd. Tut cher in that Silence. .T 1 
Q. Kind — ion mee thou? 0 II 
Ad. To ſhew vu Madam, Thad rather lire Te 
Wrong d and comemm d by Philip Ar 
Than have your dearer Name 81 infamous. yl 


7 


, The Moor's Revenge. 26 3 
could commit, undo my Honour more | 5 
Than his late Inſolence ! | * 
Oh name me ſomerhing may revenge chat Shame ! 
1 wou'd encounter killing Plagues, or Fire, * 
To meet it Come, oh quickly give me caſe. 
Abd. 1 dare no more reveal the guilry £ 
Than you dare execute it when tis told. 
Qu. How little I am underſtood by thee $ 


come, tell me inſtantly, for I grow impatient ; 
Lou ſhall obey — I do command you. | 
! Abd. Durſt you proclaim—Philip a Baſtard, Madam. | 
Qu. Hah! proclaim my felt—whar he wou d have me thought! 
What mean'ft, thou ?— 1 | 
Abd. Inſtruct you in the way to your Revenge. 

Qu. Upon my ſelf thou mean'ſt— Abd. No 
nes now fled to th' Camp, where he Il be forrifyd = 
beyond our Power to hurt, but by this means; + PL 5 

which takes a his Hopes of being a King, 8 3 
(For he'd no other Aim in taking Arms) 3 8 
And leaves him open to the Peoples Scorn; | 
Whom own'd as King, numbers would affift him, 
And then our Lives he may diſpoſe, | 
As he has done our Honours, 
755 There's Reaſon in thy Words, but oh my Fame! 
Abd. Which I, by Heaven, am much more render of, oy — 2 
Than my own Life or Honour; and Tve a way 7 WW 
To fave that too, which TI at lieſure tell y˙r. ; 
In the mean time ſend for your Confeflor, wn 
And with a borrow'd Penitence confefs, | 
Their Idol Philid is a Baſtard; _  * 5 
Ard zealouſly pretend you te urgd by Conſcience: 2 
A cheap Pretence to couzen Fools withal. | * 
Qu. Revenge, although I court you with my fatal Ruine, | 
I muſt enjoy thee! there's no other way, 1 | 
And I'm reſoſ d 797 the mighty Pleaſure; 2 9 
He has prophqn'd my purer Flamè for thee, | SE i 
And —_— to partake the Infamy— [ A leadi her out. ' +. 
Abd. Now Rave at my young Ring 3 3 
I know he means to Cub me to Night, : 
Whilſt he believes I will ny ſtep aſide ——— 
No, let Philip and the Cardinal gain the cam 
I will not hinder em . 1 
I have a nobler Sacrifice to make MG + 
To my declining Honour, ſhall redeem it. : 
And pay it back with Tntereſt—well, aaa. * 
221 watch about the Lodgings of * —_ * 
Ll BS. e of Bing: Sage 


The amorous — more nimbly 400 t. 


Ax. among it true, that luck his Paſſions were, + 4M 


264 ABDELAZER; G 


And if I ſee this hot young Lover enter. 1 


Tl fave my Wife the trouble of allaying 


"4 ed 


[ Snatches out his Dagger. 
And do it once for t/a ; | f 
; Enter Florella in Ber Night-Cloaths. _ © | 
Flor. My Abdelazer—why in that fierce — pg 
As if thy Thoughts were always bent on Dear 
Why is thar Dagger out !— —— againſt whom drawn? 
Abd. Or ſtay; ſuppoſe I let him fee Florella, 
And when he's high with the expetted Bliſs, | 
Then take him thus Oh 'rwere a fine furprize 
Hor. My Lord dear Abdelazer. 
Abd. Or ſay -I made her kill him that were yet 
An Action much more worthy of my Vengeance. ä 
Flor. Will you not ſpeak to me? what have I done? 
Abd. Hy Heaven it ſhall be ſo. Rn 
Flor. What ſhall be ſo ?—  *"4bd. Hab 
Hor. Why doſt thou dreſs thy Eyes in ſuch unuſual wonder? 
There's no ing here that is a ſtranger to thee , 12 
Or what is not intirely thine own. | 
Abd. Mine! Hor. Thou canſt not doubt it. 
Abd. No,—and for a proof thou art o. tale this Dagger. 
Hor. Alas, Sir ! what to do ? | 
Abd. To ſtab a Heart, Horella, a Heart that loves tee. 
Her. Heaven forbid! _ 
Abd. No matter what Heaven will, I ſay it muſt—— 
Hor. what muſt 
Abd. That Dagger muſt enter the Heart of him 
Thar loves thee beſt, Florella ;—D—Q—DDgacſ: the Cv 
Flor. What means my Moor ? —— 
Wouldſt thou have me kill thy ſelf? 
Abd. Yes, when I love the better than the King 
Hr. Ah, Sir / what mean yon? 
"Abd. To have you kill this Ring, | 
When next he does purſue thee with his love: — 
Whar, do you 8 * 
f ls they ſhal! be bloody a = 
1 1 ſhall deſerve R = eder. I ſuffer Lore 
That is not fit to hear bit for the King, 
That which he pays me, is ſo innocent. 
Abd. So innocent damn thy aiſembling 3 ; 
E mor ſee, with whe —— wiſhing ng Eyes 4 
e gad u ace, whi — $5 Wihto y 
Return d, — . the e Language. 
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As (Heaven's my witneſs ) I've no cauſe to fear; 2 
| Have nor I Verrue to reſiſt his Flame. . 
Without a pointed Steel ? "FE 3 | 
* Abd. Your Yertue! ——— Curſe on the weak deſenco; 
Your Vertue's equal to his Innocence ur ITE 
Here ——ake this Dagger, and if this Night he viſit thee, __ i 
When he leaſt thinks ont ſend it to his Heart. n 4 
Flor. If you ſuſpect me, do not leave me, Sir, 3 — 
Abd. Oh—I'm diſpatch'd away to leave you fre 1 

About a wonderful Affair mean timm 

I know you will be viſited bit as you wiſh to live, 
At my return, let me behold him dead. 3 
Be ſure you dot. tis for thy Honour's ſafety— 4 
I love thee ſo, that I can take na reſt, 10 4 
Till thou haſt kill'd thy Image in his Breaſt. 2020 
adieu, my dear Florella. - "236: 

Flor. Murder my King the Man that loves metoo——.. 

What Fiend, what Fury ſuch an act wou d do? | 
My trembling Harid, wou'd not the Weapon bear, 2. 
And I ſhould ſooner ſtrike it here - than there —¶ Pointing to hey * 
No! though of all I am, this Hand alone Breaft. 

Is what thou canſt command, as being thy own 

Yet this has phghted no ſuch cruel Vow ; 


„ 
$5. 


No Duty binds me to obey thee now. 

To fave my King's, my Life I will expoſe, £4 

No Martyr dies ia a more glorious Cauſe. | [fait 
SCENE IL | 44 


Enter the Queen in an undreſs alone, with a Light. 


Qu. Thou grateful Night, to whom all happy Lovers 
Make their devout and humble Invocations; 
Thou Court of Silence, where the God of Love, 
Lays by the awful terrour of a Deity, 
And m_ harmful Dare, and deals around 
His kind Defiresg whilſt thou, bleſt Friend to Joys, 
Draw'ſt all thy Curtains, made of gloomy Shades, 
To.veil the Bluſhes of ſoft yielding Maids; 
Beneath thy Covert grant the Love-fick Ring, 
May find admittance to E/orella's Arms; 
And being there, keep back the buſie Day; 
Maintain thy Empire till my Moor returns; 
Where in her Lodgings he ſhall find his Wiſe, 
Amidſt her amorous Dalliance with my Son. 
My watchful Spies are waiting for the Knowledge ; 
Which when to me imparted/ Ill improve, 
Till my Revenge be equal to my Loves 


— 7 


U cb per abr. Or, ? 
Buer Ei 8 


— in thy Looks I read — — 
What haſt thou e =” 0. 
Elv. Mad King is gone as ou 1 
To fait Horella's Lage HEY = 
u. But art thou ſure She gain d Adrfitetce? 
v. Yes, Madam; e 
But what Welcome lie has found, to me's alten, N 
But believe it mae great, and kind. 
Qu. Tam of th 2 
But now, 4. for a well laid Plot, 8 p 
To ruine this Hella though ſhe be inngcent, | 
Jet ſhe muſt die; ſo hard a Deſtiny . 1 5 
My Paſſion for her ———.— does decree: ; 
But tis the way, 4 
His Jealouſie Mead = ye Trad. 
That's not enough, his Honour muſt be ee, 


This Meeting a the King, and fair Horell, _ 


Tis the Diſgrace, . Kction, muſt incenſe hin, 

Go you to Don Ans Lodging ſtrait, N Elvita: 
Whulſt 7 prepare my Story for his Ear.— _* 

Aſſiſt me all that's ill in Woman-kind, | 
And furniſh me wich Shs, and ned Ae 

Thar may expreſs a Griet, for thisdifcovery——. 

My Son, be like thy Mother, hot and bold;  d 

And like the noble ——— ns 9 Ton my; fin 
Court her wich D when ongue grows „ 
Till chou haſt made Cane 905 her Vertue. . 


| Enter Alonzo, Elvira: 
 ——Oh . I have ſtrange News to teil thee! | 
Alon. It muſt he range, indeed, that nde my een, 
Dreſs her fair Eyes #n Sorrow. Brgy 
Qu. Iris a Dreſs chat thou wilt be in love wg. 2 007 
When thou ſhalr heap: my e 1 28425 
Lou had a Siſter once. ', Alone Had! 
Qu. Yes, had;——whilſt: ſhe'was like thy gl al Vere; 
Till her bewitching Eyes kindled fi ſuch F e 4 5 3 
As will undo us all,, . it — 
Alon, My Siſter,-Bfadam . ſure it cannorhe) — 
What Eyes? what, Hlames: . inform me ſtrait Alte - * 
u. Aloo, thou art honeſt, Jul, a rave, 
And ſhould I tell thee mot =- 
3. Rn 0 1 s aboye all Nature * 
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TT rd oblige e thee to commit an Outrage, 


Which baſer Spirits will call Cruelty. | 

Alon. Gods, Madam / do not praife or Shady 
Which is ſo poor, it ſcarce affords me parience 
To attend the end of what you wound deliver. * 
Come, Madam, ſay my — e 
I know tis ſo you mean; and being fo, 


Where ſhall 7 kneel for Juſtice 3 Tag; Y 
Since he thar ſhou'd afford ir me, 4 
Has made her Criminal. 


Patdon me, Madam, tis the King I mean. 
Qu. T grieve co own, all thy Prophetick fears 


Are true, Alonz», tis indeed the king. 


Alon, Then Im diſarm d 
For Heaven can only puniſh him. 

Nu, But Alon, 
Whilſt that Religious Patience dwells how thee, 
All Spain muſt ſuffer, nay, Ages that ſhall enſue, 


Shall curſe thy Name, and Family; 


From whom a Race of Baſtards ſhall proceed, 
To wear that Crown. 

Alon. No, Madam, not from mine, 
My Siſter's in m my, power, her Honour's mine; 
I can command her Life, though not my Kings. 
Her Mother is a Saint, and ſhou'd ſhe now - 
Look down from Heaven upon a deed ſo foul, 

I think even there, ſhe wou d invent a 0 
To thunder on her Head. | 
But, Madam, whence'was this Intelligetice ? . 

55 Elvira ſaw the King enter her . 
With Lovers haſte, and joy, _ Alon, Her Lodging — when? 

Qu. Now, not an Hour ago, — 

Now, ſince the Moor departed. _ * 

Alon, Damnation on der. can ſue be thus falſe 
Come, lead me co the Lodging ot this S | 
And make me ſee this tri ___[TElkirs 


Or I will leave thee dead, for thus abuſing me. 


Qu. Nay, dear Alonzo, do not go in d, 
Staygall your Temper wears a calmer] 
That if, by chance, ſhou'd behold: ifs Wantons, 
In little harmleſs Paſliance, ſuch as Lovers | 
(Aided with Silence, and the ſhades of Night) 
May poſſibly commit, 
You may not do, that which you may repent of. 
Alon. Gods / ſhould 7 play the Pander . 
And wich = * aid the am rous Sin 
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268 4B DELAZ ER; o., 
No, I ſhall ſcarce have ſo much tameneſs leſt, 
To mind me of my Duty to my King. vIy 
Ye Gods | behold the Sacrifice 1 | 15 
To my loſt Honour: behold, and aid my Juſtice. ¶ Ex. Alon. 
Nu. It will concern me too, to ſee this Wonder 
For yet I ſcarce can credit t. ...} x4 Ln 


SCENE III. ' Florella's Lodgings. 
Ener the King, leading in Florella all in fear. 


Hor. Ah, Sir, the Gods and you would be more merciful, 
If by a Death lefs cruel than my Fear, % 
You would preſerve my Honour ; begin it quickly, . 

And after that I will retain my Duty, | c 
And at your Feet breathe Thanks in dying Sighs. 

King. Where learnt you, Faireſt, ſo much Cruelty, ,. 
To charge me with the Pow'r of injuring thee ? f 
Not from my J Love and Languiſhmenr 

Too ſenſibly inform thee of my Heart. 
Nur. Call it not Injury, Sir, to free my Soul 
From fears which ſuch a Viſit muſt create, X 
In dead of Night,when nought bur frighred Ghoſts 
Ol reſtleſs Souls departed walk the Round. 

King, That fleeting thing am I, whom all repoſe 
All Joys, and every good of Life ahandon'd, 
That fatal Hour thou gaveſt thy ſelf away; 
And I was doom'd to endleſs deſperation : 

Yet whilſt I liv'd, all glorious with my hopes, 
Some ſacred Treaſures in thy Breaſt I hid, _ 
And near thee ſtill my greedy Soul will hover. 

Har. Ah rather like a Raviſher you come, 
With love and fierceneſs in your dangerous Eyes; 
And both will equally be fatal ro me. 5 \ TY 

King. Oh do not fear me, as the fair Lucretia 
Did the fierce Roman Youth ; I mean no Rapes, 
Thou canſt not think that I wou'd force thoſe Joys, 
Which ceaſe to be ſo, when compelld, Floretla— 
No, I wou d ſooner pierce this faithful Heart, 
Whoſe Flame appears too Criminal for your Mercy. 


Hor. Why do you fright me, Sir? methinks your Looks 


All pale; your Eyes thus fixt, and trembling Hands, 
The awful Horrour of the dark and ſilent Night, 
Strikes a cold Terrour round my fainting Heart, 
Thar does preſage ſome fatal Accident. . 
King. Tis in your cruel Eyes the danger lies — 
Wou'd you receive me wich that uſual Tenderneſs 
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| | The Moor s Revenge. 
Which did expreſs it ſelf in every Smile, | 
I ſhould diſmiſs this Horrour from my Face, 1 
And place again its native Calmneſs there; - SiH va 
And all my Veins ſhall re-aflume their heat, ” 
And with a new, and grateful Ardour beate. 
Flor o Sir, all my Soul is taken up with fear, gr 

d you advance your Fare, by ſtaying here ;— 5 DL2A 
75 , this place of Death if Abdelager — — 
Shoud find you here all the Divinity A 
About your ſacred Perſon could not guard you. | 

King. Ah my Horella, ceaſe thy needleſs tear, 
And in thy Soul let nothing reign but Love! 
Love that with ſoft Deſires may fill thy Eyes, 2 
And fave thy Tongue the pain t inſtruct my Heart, 3 
In the moſt grateful Knowledge Heaven can give me 

Hor. That Knowledge, Sir, wou d make us both more wretched, 
Since you, I know, wou d ſtill be wiſhing on, x i 
And I ſhow'd grant, till we were both undone. 
And, Sir, how little ſhe was worth your care, 
Cou'd part with all her honourable Fame, 

For an inglorious Life ſhort and 1 

King. Canſt thou believe a Flame thy Eyes have kindled, 
Can urge me to an infamous purſuit?— ö 
No, my Florella, I adore thy Vertu, "PR 
And none prophane thoſe Shrines, to whom they offer 
—Say but thou loy'ſt—and I thus low will bow— = Kalz 
And ſue to thee, to be my Sovereign Queen 
11, ceſs thy bright Fore cad with the Crowns 
Of Caſtile, Portugal, and Arragon ; © | | 7 
And all choſe perty Kingdoms, which do bow / 

Their Tributary Knees to-thy Adorer. r 

Flor, Ah, Sir! have you forgot my ſacred Vow 
All chat I am, is Abdelazer's now. * * 

King. By Heav'n it was a ſacrilegious Theft! ö | 
But I the: Treafure from his Breaſt will rear. 53g 
And reach his Heart, though thou art ſeated there. 

Her. A deed like that, my Vertuę wou'd undo, 
And leave a Stain upon your Glories too; 

A Sin, that wou'd my Hate, nor Paſſion move ; 
{ owe a Duty, where I cannot love. 

King, Thouthink'ſt-ir-then no Sin to kill thy King; 
For I muſt die, without thy love, Norella. 

Flor, How tamely, Sir, you with the Serpent play, 
Whoſe fatal Poiſon muſt your Life betray ; 

And though a King, cannot Divine your Fate; 
Kings only differ from the Gods in that. 
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ee - ABDELAZER; Or 
See, or, wich this—Fam your Murderer made; 


choſe wel ſooneſt W N 

we love, we ſooneſt are 1 t 

By cha How! can that fair Hand rn file wich Death: 
— What wilt thou do, Hlorella ? 5 F 

Hor. Your Deſtiny divert, GIF; 

And give my Heart choſe Wounds defign'd for yours. s 

— I ou advance, III give the deadly Blow. | 
King. Hold! I command rhee hold thy impious mers, 

My Heart dwells there, and it you ſtrike I die. 


Enter Queen, Alonzo, and Elvira. 


7 Q.. Horella ! arm'd againſt the King?- 
(Snerchs the Dagger and fab er the Kin rice 
Oh Traitreſ ! a 
King. hald, inhumane Murdreſß; i 
What e eee thy r 
| [Fakes Flor. n bis Arms: 
hy. hy Murdreſ—and _— too fair Rival h 
reſs What Devil did inſpire chee | 
with Kin, ya ſa black and ſinful ? cou'd this fair Sant 
of: a Murder No, no, too cruel Mother, BIT 2 


4:4 


- Win hor Eyes, her charming lovely Eyes ; 
She might have e e — 2 Cruelry. | * 4 a 
. —— — 70h/my: a cred: Javely Creature 1 Dn 

2 Death as kind, fince it ꝑrevented yours! 1 4. 1 


Aud by thar Hand, which ſar d 1 N abi. 


5 P een 
e Dagger I receivd of 4 © 556 * 92 7 


To ſtab that Heart. he ſaid, Tris dmr bel; 
But I defign'd to overcome your Faſſion, n i Ar. MIN 


| 
[ 
And then to haye vanquiſſid Abdelæter's Jealduſie:: Nh. : 
But finding you too faithful to be happy; \ . at tur 1 3607 4:7 \ 
I did refolye to die and have my wth. ; 4 = A 
——Farewel——my, Bhat” «rt; begins its flighr, 51 1 
——And now tis hovyering——in — Eo 
Ting. She's gone-——ſhe's gone her 7 is 
To that Divinty, of which it is a 8 H 
Too excellent to inhabit Earthly Bodies. J. 
Alon. Oh, Sir, you grieve — _ . & WC 
King. What pr l nne Breath was: that E 5 wut 
Thy Mother's Soul, though turn bene Cheruin, 4 
Was black to her erb ſhe was all divine: 6 
Anus it thou ?——her Rother 111 
. When the zyas good, I od that Title, Sir. 15 
mg. Good by [the Gods ſne Was wetaſte 6 Yeſtls 


hs tranſlated 1 to Divine Abodes. — 


4 


— — „ * 


r. 


Whom I, though dead, muſt ſtill adore as Rying, 


The King J. and in Nell Bed -· chamber? 


5 


— oer d ber to he my Sm Gore, 


To ſhare rhe growing 'Glories of 0 OY, 
Bur uncorrupted ſhe my Crown conte 


mng, 
And on her Vertues guard ſtood thus he bar 225 
h my Boyellx / er me here li 
And never riſe, till I am cold and pale. 
As thou fair Saint art now hut ſure 
She cou'd not die; chat noble geren Xe 
That arm d with Love and Honour, did rebate 8 4 
All the fierce Sieges of my amorous Flame, Tb og 
Might ſure defend it ſelf agaiuſt thoſe Wand | 
Given by-a Women's Hand,—or rather tas a Devil's. [ihe 
fat do wg wb merit for this Treachery,? — 
Thou vileſt of | FER - A 
Bur thou'rt aching ham mufalt4 a Mother, tg 


* . 
v » 
: 


 Aneherefore will yor touch thee——=live dd ftr 


By a more ſhameful way hurt here the lies, 


Alon. Sir, pray retire, Neve 4.09 er in your rr 
When! jon thi Ni der, = wy 8. 8 of 
And the Queen's Art co Een Jealeuſie; r e eee 
And after that my Siſter's being wunder d. e 
4 meow believe there is ſome deeper 7 | 
m ing eee 
Alonzo ! raiſe the Court, Mutt | P 
Though. twere hid within my Mother's . Nas. 
My gentle Son, pardon my kind mille, 8 
Idi E-believe ber ann i againſt thy Life. gong ne 
King. Peace Fury ! Not ill- nee Tis, 
Nor midnight Cries of murder d Gh er 
Uagrateful, than rhy faint and dull 


—= Be gebe: and trouble nec the flent Griefs d 


Which will inſenſibly decay my Life, 


Till like a Marble Statuę I am fixt, ut 
Dropping continual Tears upon her Tomb. | 
Kneels and weeds at Flor. 1 Ert. 
"Abd, Within Guard all the Doors! — Fe and 
Confuſion r ce — 
Sent to fetch back 4 Philip, e Cardinal, * 
To men Wite busdd)d oe T viz YN 
| Bur Able : 
He Patience, PEI =o ca | "> 
Abd. — — ohecvy u, T 


belle F dead too — 


The Mops Rear, i Ae 


= 


ts 
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27% ABDELAZER; o, 
dice chou eternal . my Shame ; : 5 1200T ay 
Gay ching you 1 ing riſes; 
And rhus throw off Allegiance. 9 

. 4 Oh ſtay your Fury, generous Abdelezer ! 

=—_ d. Away, fond Woman. | [Throws ber you bm 
3 King. Villain! to me this Language! * 
1 Abd. To thee, young amorons King ! 
Hic at this dead and filent time of Night, 
* Durſt you approach the L6dg ngs of my Wife? 

. I ſcorn to anſwer thee. © 
| Aud ii ſearchitin th Heart then. © | 
3 * LP They far, 6 wb — run out crying neus 
—_ ' King. The Devil's not yet ready for his Soul, | 
Andwil not claim his due. Oh, I am 50 [Falls: 
= | Abd. No doubt on't, Sir, theſe are no Wounds of Love. 


4 

] 

f 

E 

4 

y 

I 

| A 

Ling. Whate er they be, you might have We N em 5 — 
Since thoſe Horella give me were ſufficient: IN 
u yet a little longer —fixing thus— a B 
Thou dſt ſeen me turn to Earth, without thy aid. A 
Horella—Horella ! is thy Soul 2 ſo tar At 
Fe cannot anſwer me, and call me on. os 11 
8 Jar Th 

Th 

Suc 

| 
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£ 
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And yet like dying Ecchoes in my Ears, 15 
T hear thee 0 es! my Loye—I come —I come, fair Soul. 
—Thys at thy Feet my Heart ſhall—bleedi ne—lie, rom? 
Who fince it ir d for thee, —for thee— will die. Dies. 
Abd. So thou art 1 — there was a King but now, 
ull and dep ne by nothi 


de e ee bo, 


„ Oh Heaven's ? A ma „the Kin is killd / — 
v1 fave e's! my: rh, my _ e 
* Alonzo, Sir, aſſiſted by ſome Friends, * 
Has ſet upon your Guards, vi ag if) 
And with reſiſtleſs F uy is taking hither 6,30 . 
| Abd. Let him come nt bf. 2 2131 0 
Etter Alonzo and others, led in hy Olmin, Zarrack, and apa" 
— are you faſt mn _ "(Tales aug Hhelr gen 
Alon. What — h. Villain? | 17 1:7 01 309 


/ Ebd. To put your Swords to berrer uſes, Sir 
Than to defend the cauſe of Raviſhers, 


: And now a 1 


3 25 Alon. Oh Heavens! the King is murder'd - a 
_ - Ad. Look on that Object 
ZI Thy Siſter / and my Wife / who's doubly murder, / 
Firn in her ſpotleſs Honour, then her Life.s 1 
1 Heaven is more guilry than the "ny in dis? a Ow 


My Lords, be calm; and fi our King is murderd, 
Think of y 7 


That may defend you from the Tyranc's Rage. 

Alon. Who ſhould we chuſe ? Prince Philip i is our Ring. 
_ - Abd. By Heaven, bur Philip ſhall not be my King! _ 
Philip's a Baſtard, and Traytor co his Country: : 
He braves us wich. an Army at our Walls, A 
Threatning the Kingdem with a fatal Ruine. 
And who ſhall ww, he forth to Conqueſt now, 
But Abdelazer, whoſe Sword reap'd Mary, 


— 


As oft as twas unſneath d and all for Spann b 99 | 


os many Laure has this Head adorn'd ? | Þ 
Wicneſs the many Battles I have won; Oo 
Ia which I've empried al my Youthful Veins, 3 


And all for Spain /——ungrateful of my Favours / | 
—＋◻ do not boaſt my Birth, 

Nor will not urge to you my Kingdom s Ruine; 

Bur Iofs of Blood, and numerous Wounds receiv d, 
And ſtill for Spain / 
And can you think, that after all my Toyls, 


[wou'd be ſtill a Slave to Baſtard Philip too 


That dangerous Foe : who wich the Cardinal, 
Threatens with Fire and Sword.——T'l quench thoſe Flames, 
* an eſteem I ſtill preſerve for Spain. 
What means this long Harangue ? what does it nh ar? 
Abd. To be Protector of the Crown of Spain, 


t. . We are betray d, and round beſet with Horrours; ; 
If we deny him this—the Power being his, 
—Voere all undone, and Slaves unto nid Mercy.— 


Beſides Oh give me leave to bluſh when I declare, E F 


Thar Philip is as he has rendred him. — 

But T in love co you, e "xr et 65 6 Fart hf 

Choſe rather to proclaim my Intamy, y 

Than an e Baſtard ſhould be Ben 

Alan, Here's a fine Plot, N 
What Devil reigns in Woman, EG ſhe doars? [Aſide 
5 Rod. My ur . 
In. Oh Treachery———have on fo FRO rer 

nem noble Philip, his glorious Heir, 

The murder d 1 — 1 | 

——And Madam, you ſo ſoon forgot 4 Modier's Name, 

That a ne him Power that kilfd your Son 
wherewith PII. ule chat e 

d i ker yo fe, 1 hate no aher mer | 


3 
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Be Oo dear Seri chuſe a new King, 


Till we agree about a lawſul Succeſſor. Alon, Oh 8 
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274 4B DE LAZER: O, 
But what s intirely Spain's ——Reſtore their Swords, 
And he amongſt you. all who is _— | 
I ſet him free this minute. | 
Alon.-1 take thee at thy word 
And inſtantly to Philip's Camp will flix. [Eait; 
Abd. By all the Gods my Anceſtors ador'd, 
But that I ſcorn the envying World ſnou d think 
| I rook delight in Blood I wou'd not part {> with you. 
—_. hut you, my Lords, who value Spain's Repoſe, 
= - Muſt for it inſtantly with me take Arms — 
| Prince Philip, and the Cardinal, now ride 
Like yore in Thunder; we in Storms muſt meet them. 
To Arms! to Arms! and then to Victory, 2 
W to anger, or refoly'd to Die. * [Exeint 
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Euer dec Oſinin bearing his Helmet of Feathers Zarrack, 
with his Sword and Truncheon. 


_> 


— 


4. on Oſmin, arm _ uiekly, for the Day 
Comes on apace; erce Enemy 
Will rake Adyanrages by our — 4 
0 Enter Queen and Elvira. 


| Nu. oh my dear Moon! 2 
The rude, exclaiming, ill affected Multiade, 
( Tempeſiyous as the Sea) run up and down, 
Some crying, kill the Baſtardſome the Moor; 
Theſe for King Philip, —thoſe for Addelazer. ge 
Abd. Your Fears are idle, blow em into We 1 e 
T ruſh'd amongſt the thickeſt of their LO... 1 
And with the awful ſplendor of my Eyes 
Like the imperious Sun, diſpers d ** Clouds. - - 
But I muſt, Combate now a fiercer Foe, | 
The hot-brain'd Philip, and à jealous Cardinal. 
os muſt you go, before I make you mine?,,. 
That's my Misfortuæ hen I return th Vis 
* And lay my Wreaths of Lawrel av your F 
=_ rann — your glorious erke MY 3 
+ © | il. flow u l N acheir Numbers | 
A 3 Powers ?- of 
Abd. What's . there, we muſt ſupply wich conduct. 


IND will not top ar ny wi 4 
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That may advance our Intereſt, and Enjoyment. 

Qu. Look back on what I have already done; 

And after that look forward with aſſurance. 

Abd, You then I with only Women in your Train) 
N Muſt to the Camp, and to the Cardinals Tent;——— 
Tell him, your Love to him hath drawn you thither: 
Then undermine his Soul you know the way on't, 
And ſooth him into a Belief, that the beſt way to gain your Heart, 
is to leave Philip's Intereſt ; urge tis the Kingdom's lafery, and 
your own; and uſe your fierceſt threats, to draw him to a Peace 
with me; nor that you love me, bur for the Kingdom's good: 
Then in a Tent which I will pitch on purpoſe, get 12 to meet 
me: He being drawn off, thouſands of Bigots (who think to 
þ, cheat the World into an Opinion, that fighting for the Cardinal 

isa pious Work) will (when he leaves the Camp) deſert it 

. too. * 


Qu. I underſtand you, and more than I have time to be 
Inſtructed in, 7 will perform, and poſſibly y 


Before you can begin, I'll end my Conqueſts. 
| Abd. Twill be a Victory worthy of your Beauty. 
K, I muſt to Horſe, farewel my generous Miſtreſs. 
25 Farewel / and may thy Arms as happy prove, 
As ſhall my Art, when it diſſembles Love. [ Exeunt. 


A ScENE, Philip's Tent. LN 
. Enter Philip, Alonzo, and Guards. | 


Phil. Tis a fad Story thou haſt told, Alonzo ; 
Yet twill not make me ſhed one fingle Tear: 
They muſt be all of Blood that I will offer, 
To my dear Brother's Ghoſt | 
Bur gallant Friend, this Good his Ills have done, 
To turn thee over to our juſter Intereſt, | | 
For thou didſt love him once. | 
Aon. Whilſt I believ'd him honeſt, and for my Siſter's ſake ; 
But ſince, his Crimes have made a Convert of me. | 
Phil. Gods! is it poſſible the Queen ſhould countenance 
S 
Nay, worle t o, tis I marry him ! 
Phil, Marry him! then here upon my Knees I vow, * | Kneels, 
To ſhake all n > 
ildre 2 
[ Riſes, 


And all that Reverence n owe a Parent, 

Shall hence forth be converted into hate. nv 

Damnation! marry him! Oh I cou d curſe my Birth! 

This will confirm the World N their Opinic 2 
2 


| my 


276 ABDELATER: Or, 
That ſhe's the worſt of Women; 5 
That I am baſely born too, (as ſhe gives it our) | 
Thar thought 5 does a juſt Rage inſpire, | ; 
And kindles round my Heart an active Fire. 
Alon. A Diſobedience, Sir, to ſuch a Parent, 
Heaven muſt forgive the Sin, if this de one: 
Met do not, Sir, in Words abate that Fire, 
Which will aſſiſt you a more effectual 4.24 


| _ 


Phil. Death! I could talk of it an FRG | Go I 
And, like a Woman, fret my Anger hy 4 15 
Till like my Rage, I have advanc d my Courage, , 0 


Able to fight the World againſt my Mother! 
* Our Wrongs without a Rage, will make us fight, 
| Wp that wou d make a Coward Reſolute. 
| Come, noble Touch, 
Let us joyn both our ſeveral 8 in one, 
And from them make a ſolemn Reſolution, 
Never to part our Intereſt, till this Moor, 
This-worle than Devil Moor be ſent to Hell- 2 Ido. 
Phil. Hark—hark—the Charge is ſounded, let's to Horſe, 
St. Jaques for the right of Spain and m. | | Exeunt, 


1 SCENE, A Grove, 


- Drumi and Trumpets afar off, with miſe of fighting at a dj ſave, 
After a little * 1 enter Philip in a Rage. 


' Phil. Oh unjuſt Powers! why d'ye protect this Monſter — 
And this damn d Cardinal, that comes not up 
With the Caftilian Troops; curſe on his fone Wide 


h | * Enter Alonzo. — 7 Kg 7 
——Alenzo, where's the Moor? be. 
Alon. The Moor—a Devil never did Fiend of Hell, | 

 Compell'd by ſome Magician's | 

Break through the Priſon of the folded Earth _ 

A 1wifh aw ia ih Fong of Face 

| ough our Troops, in ſpighr of Oppoſition, 

. Phil. Death! tis nor his fingle Arm ori the Wonders, 

But our Cowardice—Oh this Dog Cardinal! Peer Ant. 


Ant. Sound a Retreat, or elſe the Day is loſt. ' 
"FB gli bear that Cur to Death that bund ee 


Las Enter Schaſtian. bird e it F 


Seba. s Saund a Retreat. 
Phil. Who ist that tempts my Sword „Continue th Alarm, 
Fi "Six on N RO any IN 
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Bur ſound Retreat On this damn'd Coward Cardinal—{Zzxeuy. 


. The miſe of fighting near; after a little while enter Philip again, 
| Phil. Not yet, ye Gods! Oh this eternal Coward, —— 


EOS | Enter Alonzo, | 
Alon. Sir, bring up your Reſerves, or all is loſt ; 
Ambirion plumes the Moor, and makes him a& 
Deeds of ſuch wonder, that even you wou'd envy them. 
Phil. Tis well III raiſe my Glories to that dazling height, 
Shall darken his, or ſer in endleſs Night. \ [Exeunt. 


SCENE, 4 Gro. 


Enter Card. and Queen; the noiſe of a Battle continuing 
afar off all the Scene, 


Qu. By all thy Love, by all thy Languiſhments, 
By all choſe Sighs and Tears paid to my Cruelty, 

By all thy Vows, thy paſſionate Letters ſent, 

Ido conjure thee, go not forth ro fight : 
Command your Troops not to engage with Philip, 
Who aims at nothing but the Kingdom's ruine. 
A rrnando's killd——the Moor has * the Power, 
A Power that you nor Philip can withſtand; 

And ist not better he were loſt than Spain? 

Since one muſt be a Sacrifice... 

Beſides if I durſt tell it, | 95 
There's ſomething I cou d whiſper to thy Soul, 

Wou'd make thee bluſh ar ev'ry fingle good 

Thou'aſt done that inſolent Boy But 'ris not now 

A time for Stories of ſo ſtrange a Nature. 

Which when you know, you will conclude with me, 

That every Man that Arms for Philip's Cauſe, - 

Merits the name of Traytor,— 

Be wiſe in time, and leave his ſhameful Intereſt, . 

An Intereſt thou wilt curſe thy ſelf for taking; 

Be wiſe, and make Alliance with the Moor. 

Card. And Madam, ſhould T lay aſide my Wrong, 
Thoſe publick Injuries I have receivd, we 
And make a mean and humble Peace with him? 

No, let Spain be ruin'd by our Civil Swords, "= 
Ere for its fafery I forego mine Honour — g's" 
Enter an Officer. 

Offi. Advance, Sir, with your Troops, or we are loft. 

Card. Give order. | | OY. 
Nu. That they ſtir not on _ W,; > 
1 | T 3. 
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278. ABDELAZER: Or, 
Ts this the Duty that you owe your Country? Ps 
Is this your Sanftirty——and Love to me ; 

Ist thus you treat the Glory J have offerd | 

To raiſe you to my Bed ? 4 

To rule a Kingdom, be a Nation's ſafety, 


To advance in Hoſtile manner to their Walls; 


Walls that confine your Councrymen, and Friends, 
And 7 , to whom you've vow'd eternal Peace, 
Eternal Love; and will you court in Arms? 

Such rude Addreſſes wou d bur ill become you. 
No, from this hour renounce all Claims to me, 
Or Philip's Intereſt—for let me tell you—Cardinal, 


This Love—and that Revenge—are inconſiſtent. 


Card. But, Madam. 

Nu. No more disband your Rebel Troops, 
And ſtraight with me to Abaelazer's Tent, | 
Where all his Claims he ſnall reſign ro you, 
Both in my ſelf, the Kingdom, and the Crown: 
You being departed,thouſands more will leave him, 


And you're alone the Prop to his Rebellion. 


Enter Sebaſt ian. 


Sebaſt. Advance, advance, my Lord, wich all your Force, 


Or elſe the Prince and Victory is loſt, 
Which now depends upon his ſingle Valour; 


Who, like ſome ancient Hero, or ſome God, 


Thunders amongſt the thickeſt of his Enemies, * 
Deſtroying all before him in ſuch numbers 
That piles of Dead obſtruct his paſſage to the living 


Relieve him ſtraight, my Lord, wich our laſt Cavalry and hopes. 


Card. III follow inſtant iy IE. Sebaſt. 
err bur youſhall nor, une nde to Death - 
Shall you preſerve the only Man I hate, | 


And hate with ſo much reafon——ler him fall 


A Victim to an injur d Mother's Honour. . 
come, Iwill be obey d——indeed Tmuſt—| Fawns on him. 
Card. When you're thus ſoft, can I retain my Anger 
Oh look but ever thus in ſpight of Injuries | 
I fhall become as tame and peaceable — 
As are your charming Eyes, when dreſs d in Love, 


Which melting down my Rage, leave me defenceleſs. 


- 


2 


-Ah Madam, have a generous care of m 


© | 
For I have now reſign'd my Power to you. [Shout Within. 


Qu. What Shouts are theſe ? 
 Sebaft. My Lord, the Enemy is giving ground, FP 
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Tl give the Moor the Victory in ſpight, 
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And Philip's Arm alone ſuſtains the day ? 
Advance, Sir, and compleat the Victory. ?“ [Ext. 

Qu. Give order ſtraight, that a Retreat be ſounded; 
And whilſt they do ſo, by me conducted, . : 
we'll inſtantly to Abdelazer's Ten | 
Haſte—haſte, my Lord, whilſt I attend you here. ¶ Ex. ſeverally, 

L Cardinal going out, is met by Philip. ' 


Phil. Oh damn your lazy Order, where have you been, Sir? 
But tis no time for Queſtions, 4H 
Move forward with your Reſerves. 
Card. I will nor, Sir. * Phil. How, will not! 
Card. Now tb advance would be impolitick ; 
Already by your deſperate Attempts, 
You've loſt the beſt part of our Hopes. 
Phil. Death! you lye. Card. Lye, Sir-! 
Phil: Yes, lye, Sir. therefore come on, 
Follow the deſperate Reex-Guard, which is mine, 
And where I'll die, or Conquer follow my Sword 
The bloody way it leads, or elſe by Heaven 


And turn my Force on thee————— £ TTY 

Plague of your Cowardice—Come, follow me. [Ex. Card. 
| SCENE, The Grove. ' 

As Philip is going off, he is overtooh by Alonzo, Antonio, Seba- 
ſtian, and other Officers: At the other ſide ſome. Moors, and other 
of Abdelazer's Party, enter and fall on Philip and the reſt —— 


the Moors are beaten off ——one left dead on the Stage 
Enter Abdelazer, with Roderigo and ſome others, | ; 


Abd. Oh, for more Work——more Souls to ſend to Hell ! 
Ha, ha, ha, here's one going thicher—Sirrah—Slave 
Moor—who kill'd thee ?—how he grins—this Breaſt, 

Had it been temperd and made proof like mine, 
I never wou'd have been a Mark for Fools. 
Abd. going out. Enter Philip, Alonzo, Sebaſtian, Antonie, and 
Officers, as paſſing over the Stage. | 
Phil. TIl wear my Sword to ik Hilt, but I will find 


The ſubject of my Vengeance. — | | 

Moor, tis for thee I ſeck, where art thou, Slave: 
Abd. Here, Philip——— . _ * { Abd. turns. 
Phil, Fate and Revenge, I thank thee !—— 

Abd. Why——thou art brave, whoe er begot thee... + 

Phil. Villain, a King begot me. 
Abd, ] know nor that, ar > + 4.4 9 n 
"at T4 d 


48% 4B DAZ BR. 
But IIl be ſworn thy Mother was a Queen, ? 


And 1 will kill chee Wade tor her ſake. 15 Ws, 
Offers to fight, their Parties hinder them, 


Alon. Hold hold, my Prince. | 
Oſm. Great Sir, what: mean you ? [ To Abd, 
The Victory being yours, to give your Lite away ; 
On one ſo mad and deſperate, _ Y Parties draw, 


Phil. Alonzo, hold, 
We two will be the Fate of this great Day. 
Abd. And VII forego all Fve already won. 
And claim no Conqueſt ; though whole heaps of Bodies, 
Which this Right-hand- - has ſlain, declare me Victor. 
Phil. No matter who's the Victor; I have thee in my view, 
And will not leave thee, 
Till thou haft crown'd thoſe heaps, and made em all 
The glorious Trophies of my Victory Come on, Sir. 
Alon. Tou not fight thus ſingle; 
If you begin, by Heaven we'll all fall on. 
Phi. Doſt thou ſuſpe& my Power? 
Oh, I am arm'd with more than eompleat Steel, 
The juſtice of my Quarrel ; when I look 
Upon my Father's Wrongs, my Brother's Wounds, 
My Mother's Infamy, Spain's Miſery, | 
I am all Fire; as I am too cold 
To let out Blood enough for my Revenge: | 
—Therefore ſtir not a Sword on my fide. Abd. Nor on mine. 


They fight ;, both their Parties engaze on either ſide ; the Scene draws 
off, and diſcovers both the Armies, which all fall on and make the 
main Battle: Philip prevails, the Moors give ground : Then the 
Scene cloſes to the Grove. Enter ſome Moors flying in * der. 


en E changes to a Ten. a 


Enter Abdelaer, Roderigo, Oſmin, Zarrack, and Joe 
| 8 others of bis Party. _ 


Rod: Oh fly, my Lord, fly, for the Day i loſt. 
Abd. There are three hundred and odd Days ich Yea, 
And cannot we loſe one diſmiſs thy Fears, | 
They'll — a Coward of tha. 
Oſm. Sir, all the noble Spantaxds have forſook you ; 
Jour Soldiers fainr, are round beſet with Enemies, 
Nor. can you ſhun your Fate, but by your . 
Al. I can and muſt in ſpite of 
The Wheel of War ſhall turn about again, 
And daſh the Current of his victories. 


This is the Tent Tve pitch d, at diſtance om the dune, 
chan 


* 9 meer che Queen and Cardinal; 


* 
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Charm'd with the Magick of Diſſimulation, 
; I know by this h'as furl'd his _ up, 
. And is become a tame and coward Als. 
5 [4 Retreat is ſounded. 


. — —Hark——hark tis done; Oh my inchanting Engine / 
—Doſt thou not hear Retreat founded ? Rod. Sure tis im 
P, Abd. She has prevaild——a Woman's Tongue and Eyes, 
Are Forces ſtronger than Artilleries. e a 
Enter Queen, Cardinal, Women, and Soldiers. 
1 <=? un by | 
Qu, What means this Jealouſie ? your Weapons 
A And embrace the ſighit of theſe beget Suſpicion : 
—Abdelazer, by my Birth he comes in Peace; - 
Lord Cardinal, on my Honour ſo comes he. 271 
Abd. Let him withdraw his Troops then. . 
Qu. They're Guards for all our Safeties: {0 
Give me your Hand, Prince Cardinal—thine Abdel axer | 
| | [ She brings them together, they embrace: 
I nis bleſt Accord I do behold with Joy. | 
Card. Abdelazer. g = 
I at the Queen's Command have met you here, 4 
To know what tis you will propoſe to us. 
Abd. Peace and eternal Friendſhip? rwixt us two, 
How much againſt my Will I took up Arms, 
ne. Be witneſs Heav'n; nor was it in Revenge to you, 
— But to ler out the jafefted Blood of Philip, 
the Whoſe ſole aim e 
the Is to be King which Spain will never ſuffer; 
Spain gave me Education, though not Birth, 
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Which has intitd it my Native home, 
To which ſuch Reverence and Eſteem I bear, 
. 1 will preſerve it from the Tyrant's Rage. 
The People who once loy'd him, now abhor him, 
And *tis your Power alone that — ow Ye of 
And when you've lifted him into a 2 | 
Tis time to ſhake you off. . by 
Card. Whilſt I. behold him as my Native Prince, 
My Honour and Religion bids.me ſerve him ; 
Let not when I'm conyinc'd that whilſt 1 do ſo, 
I injure Spain. n W b 
Abd. If he were ſo, the Powers above forbid 
We ſhould not ſerve, adore, and fight for him; 
But Philip is a Baſtard :—nay, twill 8 ye, 
But that tis truth, the Queen will ſatisfie you. 


Qu. With one bold Word he has undone my Honour, Off- 
aw: ; -. Too 


202 ABDELATZER: Or, 
| Too bluntly, Adelazer, you repeat 
That whic 'by ſlow Degrees you ſhou'd have utter d. 
Abd. Pardon my — Imeant well. 
Card. Philip a Baſtard! 
If by ſuch Arts you wou'd divide me from him, 
I ſhall ſuſpect you wou'd berray us both. 
Qx. Sir, he informs 4 Truth; and I bluſh leſs 
To own him ſo, than that he is a Traytor. | 
Card. Philip a Baſtard . Oh it cannot be 
Madam, take heed you do not for Revenge, 
* ur dearer Honour, and loſe both. 
know hat's due ro Honour, and Revenge, 
Bur b etter what 7 owe to Spain, and you 
You are a Prince-o'ch* Blood, and may put off ba —— 
The Cardinal when you pleaſe, and be a Monarch. ey 
ard. Though my Ambition equal to my Paſſion, 
Neither ſhall make me act againſt choſe Principles 
My _ ever taught me to obey. 
— Madam | 
Tis a leſs Sin, not to believe you here, 
Than tis to doubt your Vertue. 
Qu. I wiſh it were untold, if it muſt forfeit 
The leaſt of your Eſtecm-—bue that tis Truth, 


Be wicneſs Hear n, my Shame, my Sighs, and Tears. lere 


Card. Why, Madam, vas t ſo ak conceal'd from me: 
Qu. The Circumſtances 7 ſhall at ire tell you: 

And for the preſent, KIA 

Let it ſuffice, he cannot rule in Sed | 

Nor can you fide. ich him, without being made 

As much inc3pable to Reign as he. | 
Card. Though Love and Honour I have always de 

The Buſineſs of my Life, 

My Soul retains too, ſo much of Ambition, 

As puts me ſtil! in mind of what Lam, 

A Prince / and Heir to Spain 

Nor ſhall my blinded Zeal to Loyalty, 

Make me that glorious Inrereſt refign, | 

Stice Philip's Claims are not ſo great as mine. 

——Madam, though Im convine'd Ive done ys 

In taking Arms for Philip 

Tet till be difficult ro diſingage m my ſelf; 
Ad. Moſt cafily—— A RY C'S 

Proclaim it in the Head of all your Troops, 177 

The Juſtice of. your Gauſe for leaving him; N. 

And tell em, tis a Work of TT Wan 


A 0 N 


e 


* 


More than by Juſtice, Reaſon, or Allegiancſge. 

—— The Crown which I as a good Husband keep, | 8 
I will lay down upon the empty Throne; 0 | 
Marry you the Queen, and fill ir—and for me, <6 
111 ever pay you Duty as a Subjet, [ Bows low 


Oh this damn'd Coward Cardinal has betray'd us! 


Wie ad dearly earn d the long-diſputed Victor, 


The Moor's Revenge. 
The giddy Rout are guided by Religion, 


Card. On theſe Condirions all 7 am is yours ; 
Philip we cannor fear, all he can do a 
Is to retire for Refuge into Portugal. 
Abd. That wou'd be dangerous | 
Is there no Arts to get him in our Power? 5M 
Card. Perhaps by Policy, and ſeeming Friendſhip, | 
For we have Reaſon ye to fear his Force; . 
And fince I'm ſatisfyd he's not my lawful Prince, 
I cannot think it an Impiety | 
To ſacrifice him to the Peace of Spain, 
And every Spirit that loves Liberty; 
Firſt we'll our Forces join, and make em yours, 
Then give me your Authority to arreſt him; 
If ſo we can ſurpriſe him, we'llſpare the Hazard = 
Of-a ſecond Barrel. | | 
Abd. My Lord, retire into-my inner Tent, "KEW 
And all things ſhall be inſtantly perform d. rem. 


ö SCENE, ne Gre. 


Enter ſome of Philip's Party running over the Stage, purſu'd by Philipy * 
Alonzo, Sebaſtian, Antonio, and ſome few Officers more. 
Alon. Do not purſue em, Sir, ſuch Coward Slaves 
Deſerve not Death from that illuſtrious Hand. | 
Phil. Eternal Plagues conſume em in their flight: 


When all our Swords were nobly dy'd'in Blood, 
When with red Sweat that trickled from our Wounds 


— 22 all! then to ſound baſe Retreat! 
t ſwells my Anger up to perfect Madneſs. IO 
Alon. Indeed n ſtrange. | 
Sebaſt. I'm glad, Sir 498 
Phil. Art glad of it? art glad we are abandon'd ? 
That I, and thou have loſt the hopetulſt Day 
Sebaſt. Great, Sir, I'm glad that you came off alive. 
Phil. Thou haſt a lean Face—and a carrion Heart— bY . 


A plague upon the Moor and thee—Oh Along, 


To run away —ſollow d by all the Army! | 
Oh I cou'd tear my Hair, and curſe my Soul to Air? cu 


ABDELATZER: Or, 
— Cardinal—thou Traytor, Judas, that woud'ſt ſell. 
Thy — again, as thou haſt done thy Prince. 
hur come — we're yet a few, | 
And we will fight till there be left but one 

5 It I proye him, Fll die a glorious death. 
* Ant. Tes, but the Cardinal has took pious care 
It ſhall be in our Beds. 
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Sebaſt. We are as bad as one already, Sir, for all our Fel. 


lows are crauld home ſome with ne'er a Leg, others with 
neter 5 ſome wich their Brains beat out, and glad they + 
„ 
Phil. But my dear Conntrymen, you'll ſtick ro me. 
\ 3 Sold. Ay, wou'd I were well off [ Aſide, 
Phil. "ſtout Sceva, wilt thou not? (AT 


1 Sold. Sceva, Sir, who's that? | 
Phil. A gallant Roman, that tought by Cæſars fide, 
Till all his Body cover d oer with Arrows, 
Shew'd like a monſtrous Porcupine. | 
x Sold. And did he die, Sir? 
Phil. He wou'd not but have dy'd for Caeſar's Empire 
1 Sold. Hah—why, Sir, I'm none of Scevz, but Empire, ſt Diego, 
et would as willingly die as he, but that I haye a Wite and 
ren; and if I die they beg. 
Phil. For every drop of Blood which thou ſhale loſe, . 
TIl give thy Wife—a Diadem. 
I Sold. Stark mad, as I'm valian 
Enter Card. Officers and Soldiers: Philip offers to run on him, is held 
by Alonzo. 
Phil. Oh Heaven! is not that the Cardinal? | 
Traytor, how dar*ft thou tempt my Rage and Juſtice? 
Card. Your Pardon, Sir, 1 come in humble Love 
To offer happy Peace. ; 
Phil. Was that thy Aim when baſe Retreat was ſounded? ? 
Oh thou falſe Cardinal—Jert me go, Alongo—— 
Death! offer happy Peace no, offer War, 
Bring Fire and Sword Hell and Damnation peace! 
Oh damn your muſty Peace——No, will you fight, and cry, 
Down with the Moor! and then PI die in peace. 
I have a Heart, two Arms, a Soul, a Head, 
TIl hazard theſe——1 cn but hazard all- . 
Come will. kneel ro thee—and be thy Save [Kneel 


II let thee tread on me, do any thing, 


So this damn'd Moor may fall/ Card. Yes, Sir, he ſhall— 
Phil. Gods !. ſhall he thy noble Hand upon t, 

And for this Promiſe, rake my grateful Heart. (Embrace him 

l e u! : 
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Card. Yes, upon the — | dn ot 
Like the tall Ruines of a falling Tower, 1 Of foramen a6) 
To cruſh thee into Duſt— nile wer too ti 
| K they embrace, the Guards ſeize him and the reſt. 
Traytor, and Baſtard, I arreſt thee of High- Treaſon. | 
Yhil. Hah !—Traytor - and Baſtard !\—and from thee ! _ .. 
| vb dba [They bold Philip's Hands. 
Card. Guards, to your Hands the Priſoner is committed, 
There's your Warrant—A/onzo, you are free. [E. Cd. 
Phil. Prithee lend me one Hand to wipe my Eyes, 
And ſee who tis dares authorize this Warrant: 35” 
he Devil and his Dam! the Moor!——and Queen? 
Their Warrant! Gods / Alonzo, muſt we obey it? 
Villains, you cannot be my Jaylors ; there's no Priſon, 
No Dungeon deep enough; no Gate ſo ſtrong, - 
To keep a Man confin'd—ſo mad with wrong. 
oh doſt thou weep, Alonzo { | 
Alon. I wou d fain ſhed a Tear, 
But from my Tears ſo many Show'rs are gone, 
They are too poor to pay your Sorrows Tribute; 
There's no Remedy, we muſt to Priſon. | 
Phil. Yes, and from thence to death — 
I chought I ſhould have had a Tomb hung round 


With tatter d Enſigns, broken Spears and Javelins ; A 
And that my Body with a th Wounds, | TC 
Shou'd have been born on Triumphant Chariot, 
. With ſolemn Mourning, and Trumpets ſounding 


Whilſt all the wondring World with Grief and Envy, 

Had wilh'd my glorious Deſtiny their own: - 

But now, Alonzo——like a Beaſt I fall, \ 
And hardly Pity waits my Funeral. | 


n — — D — 


— 


ACT v. SCENE L | 4 Pu. 
Chamber, with a Throne and Canopy. 


Enter Abdelazer, Cardinal, Alonzo, Ordonio, Rederigo, and o- 
#her Lords, one bearing the Crown, which is laid on the Table on 
4 Cuſhion; the Queen, Leonora, and Ladies, They all fear 
themſelves, leaving the Throne and Chair of State empty. Abde- 
Hinge riſes and bows, Roderigo kneeling preſents him with the 

rawn. | | 


% Oger of Spain, if in chis Royal Preſence IT 
© There breathes a Man, who having laid hi hold 
N faſt on ſuch a Jewel, and dares wear it 1 


— 


* 
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In the Contempt of Envy, as I dare ; e 
Yet uncompell'd (as free y as the Gods 

Beſtow their Bleſſings) wou d give fuch 75 a, 

Let ſuch a Man ſtand forth Are ye all fix'd 

No wonder, ſince a King's a Deity ! 

And who'd not be a God! | 

Ibis glorious Proſpect, when I firſt * the Lich, 

Miet with my Infant Hopes; nor have thoſe Fetters 

(Which cer they grew towards Men, Spain taught me how to 


wear) ee 

Made me forget what's due to that illuſtrious birth; 1 
—Yet chu I caſt afide the Rays of Majeſty ey 
| [ Kneels, and lays the Crown on the Table 
And on my Knee, do humbly offer up -; 
This ſplendid powerful thing, and caſe your Fears 
Of tion and of Tyranny. | ö 1 
Alon. What new Device is this? [Ae. 
Card. This is an Actioa generous and . Shi, | 
Ler us proceed to new Election. n 

Abd. Stay, Peers of r 5 
If young Prince Phili be King Philip's Son 
Then is he Heir co-Phitip, and his Cron: 
Bur if a Baſtard, then he is a Rebel, e 
And las a Traytor to the Crown ſhou'd ren 
That dangerous popular „ muſt be laid, * 
Or Spain muſt languiſh under civil Swords, oe br is 
And Portugal taking Advantages in thoſe Diforders, 7 
(fad by by the Male-contents within. Ne A 

Philip live will bring Confuſion home. . 4548. 
Our Remedy for this is firſt to prove, | 
And then proclaim him Baſtard.” © N. 

Alm. That project wou d be worth your Policicks [ Afede. By 


io ſhou'd we prove him Baſtard- E 
Abd. Her Majeſty being lately urg d by Conſcience, © Ho 

And much above her Honour prizing Spain, E 

Declar d this Secret, but has not nam d the Man; ex” J 

If he be noble and a Spaniard born ea 

ne ſhall repair her Fame, by marrying her: Kir 
Card. No; Spaniard, or Moor, the daring Slave ſhall die; | W. 


Nu. Wou AI were cover d with a Veil of Ni . | 
Thar 1 might hide the Bluſhes on my Cheeks; * 2 — 
But when your Safety comes into Diſpur e 
My Honour, nor my Life, muſt come in 3 ene, 
El therefore hide my Eyes, and bluſhing own, 5 
That Philip's Father is ich Preſence now. . 
5 | BO ag 
£4 | e 
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Bu. The Cardinal L riſe in Amazement.” 


\ 


Card. How's this, Madam! 
Abd. How! the Cardinal! 
Card. I Philip's Father, Madam! | 
Qu. Dull Lover—is not all this done for thee ! Wo 
Doſt thou not ſee a Kingdom and my ſelf, WO 
By this Conſeſſion, thrown' into thy Arms? en 
| Card. On terms ſo infamous I muſt deſpiſe it. 
J Nu. Have Ichrown by all Senſe and Modeſty, 
| To render you the Maſter of my Bed, 
To be tefus'd— was there any other way ?— 
7 Card. Icannot yield; this Cruelty tranſcends 
. All you have ever done me Heavens! what a Conteſt 
| Of Love and Honour, ſwells my riſing Heart. | 


C2 


Qu. By alt my*Love, if you refuſe me now, aw, > 

Now when J have remov'd all Difficulties, | Tan 
Il be reveng'd a thouſand killing ways. 1 
| Card. Madam, I cannot own ſo falſe a thing, * - 497 
My Conſcience and Religion will not ſuffer me. 


v. Away with all this Canting; Conſcience, and Religion} 
Gy” ® Advice from nothing bur from Love. ü 0 
Cad. Tis certain Im bewitch'd—ſhe has a Spell | 
Had in thoſe charming Lips. ; £14.25 WA 
| Alon. Prince Cardinal, what ſay you to this? 
Card. I cannot bring it forth- - 
Qu. Der, or thou irt loſt for ever. 0 met 
Card, Death! What's a Womans Power! COON 
And yet I can refiſt it. 
Qu. And dare you diſobey me? 15 
Card. It not enough ve given you up my Power, 
| Nay, and reſign d my Life into your Hands, 
| But you wou'd damn me too—Twill not yield— 
oh now I find a very Hell within me: 
n ; 
Alon. Sir, we attend your Anſwer. 
10: Tis now near twenty Years, when newly married, 
{And tis the Cuſtom here to marry young} - 
King Philip made a War in Barbary, : 
| Won Timis, conquer'd Fx, and hand to hand 
fo Slew great Ablels King of Fez, and Father | 
To chis Barbarian Prince. * 
Abd. I Was but young, and yet I well remember 
My Father's Wound poor Barbar but no more. F407 
Qu. In abſence of my King, Ilivd retir d, 
Shur up in my Apartment with my Women, 
Suffering no Viſits, but the Cardinals, 
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To whom the King had left me as ne; 1 
But he unworthy of that Truſt repos d, | 
Soon turn'd his buſineſs into Love. I UM 
Card. Heavens ; how will this Story end? Aae. 6 
. Nu. A Tale, alas: unp leaſant to my Ear, | | ' © 
And for the which 7 baniſid him my Preſence. , 1 
But oh the Power of Gold / he n 4 Women, 1 
That they ſhould tell me (as a Secret t 1 
The King ( whoſe Wars were finiſh! d) 3 return 
Without acquainting any with the time BY ac 2? 
He being as jealous, as I was fair and young, 41 
Meant to ſurprize me in the dead of Night; C-. | 
This paſꝭ d my Youth, which ne'er knew Art. 12 
Cad. Gods! is there any Hell but Woman's 7 ? [ aſide. 
Qu. The _— Ni i I haſted to my Beds | 
To wait my expette nor was 3 * | 
Before his gentle Steps approach'd my ek 
Lindrefs'd he came, and with a vi heh ks | Ne iy” oth 
Flew to my yielding Arms; Ical'd him King? 13 
My dear lov d Lord! and i in return he breath'd "TOS 
Into my Boſom in ſoft gentle Whiſper ——— | 
. My Queen! my Angel! my lov d Jabela fo 
And at that word——T _ not tell the reſt, N wa. ot 
Alon. Whats all this, Madam, do the Cardinal? ; 
Qu. Ah, Sir, the Night. too ſhort for his Careſſes, 5 
Made room for Day, Day that betray'd my Shame, © 
For in my guilty Arms, . 1 found Cardinal! | 
— tv wy did not you on . mu . this? 
Qu I was but young, and full of Fears; 
Baſhful, and doubtful * juſt belief, 7 
Knowing King Philip's raſn and jealous Temper; / a 
Bur from your Juſtice Iexpect Revenge, _ „ 
Rod. His Crime, my Lords, is Death, by all out La- 15 
Card. Have you betrayd ine by my too much Faitli; 
Oh ſhameleſs Creature, am WN for this? EY EN? 
Had I but ſo much eaſe to be inrag d, 
Sure I ſhou' 1 thee for this 20 cry; 
But Im all ſhame, and Riek al rt noh. 
My Lords, I never did commit this Crime. | 
Abd. Tis but in vain, Prince Cardinal, to deny * 
Nu. Do not believe him, Lords 5— -\ 
Revenge let Sentence paſs upon the Traytor. | 
Card. I own that Name with Horrour, which you drew n me to, 
When I betray'd the beſt of Men, and Prince; Y 
And tis but juſt you fic me for Deſpairs, N 
Thee may inſtru e bon ro follow him in Death + 997 
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Yet as I'm Prince o'th* Blood, and Cardinal too, 
You cannot bemy J udges. 
Abd. You ſhall be try d, Sir, as becomes your Quality. 
Oſmin, we commit the Cardinal to your Charge. 
Card. Heaven! ſhould I live to that! no, 

J have within me a private Same, . 
That. ſhall ſecure me from the publick one. | 
Alon. A pretty turn of State, we ſhall all follow, Sir. 

Card. The Powers above are juſt, __ 
Thus I my Prince a Sacrifice firſt made, 
And now my ſelf am on the Altar laid. Ex. Card. guarded. 
Abd. Madam, retire, you've acted fo Divinely, . 
You've fill'd my Soul wich new admiring Paſſion 
Ill wait on you in your Apartment inftancly, 
And at your Feet pay all my Thanks, and Love. 
Qu. Make haſte, my deareſt Moor, whilſt I retire, 
And fir my Soul, to meet thy kind Defire, Eat 
( Ex. * and her Train, Lean. advancing to follow, is ſtaid by Abd. 
Aba „ beauteous Maid, ſtay, and receive that Crown, 
Oh n [ Leads her bach. 
Which as your due, Heay'n and all Spain preſent you with. 
Aon. But granting Philip is that thing you call him, 
If we muſt grant him fo, who then ſhall Reign? | 
Not that we do not know who ought to Reign, ' 
But ask who tis you will permit to do ſo. [To Abd. 
Abd. Who but bright Leonora the Royal Off- ſpring 
Of noble Philip, whoſe Innocence and Beauty, ky 
Without th' advantage of her Glorious Birth, 12 * 
Merits all Adoration. 2 5. ah ee 
All. With Joy we do ſalute her Queen. 2 
Abd. Live Leonora { beauteous Queen of Spain / [Shouts 
Alon. From Abdelazer this / it cannot be, * ap 


At leaſt not real. 

Abd. My Lords, Tr C 
Be it now your care magnificently to provide 
Both for the Coronation, and the Marriage 
Ot the fair Queen; OR 
Let nothing be omitted that may ſhew, . 
ow we can pay, where we ſo vaſtly owe. [ Bows; 
Alon. Tam much bound to Spain, and you, my Lords, 
For this great Condeſcention. 

Leo, My Lords, I thank ye all, 
And moſt, the gallant Moor—I am not well— { Turns to Alon, 
Something ſurrounds my Heart fo full of Death, 
Imuſt retire to give my Sorrow Breath, . ; 

{ Ex. Leo. follow'd iy gll but * and Rod. who looks on Abd. 
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Rod. Sir. har have done ? 
Abd. What every Man. that loves like me ſhou'd 1 
Undone my ſelf for ever, to beget 
One moments thought in her, that I adore her zu 
Thar ſhe may know, none ever loy'd like me, 
Tue thrown away the Diadem of Spain——— - 


is gone? and there's no more to ſet but 45 | 


(My Heart) — and at this one laſt Caſt, 
Sweep up my former Loſſes, or be undone. 

Rod. You Court at a vaſt rate, Sir. 

Abd. Oh, fhe's a Goddeſs! a Creature made by Heaven! 
To makefmy proſperous Toils all ſweet and charming! 
She muſt be Queen, I, and the Gods decree i 

Rod. Sir, is ſhe nor-defign'd Alonzo's Bride? 

Abd. Les, ſo her ſelf, and he have ill agreed ; lows 
But Heaven a I, am of another mind, N 

And muſt be firſt obey. 

Rod. Alonzo will not Yield his Intereſt eaſi iy. 

. Abd. Wou'd that were all my ſtop to Happineſs ; 

But, Ro — this fond amorous 9 

Sits heavy on my Heart. | | 

Rod. She's but a Woman, nor has more Lives than one. 

Ahd. True, Roderigo, and thou haſt dealt in Murders, 
And know'ſt the ſaſeſt way to Nod. How, Sir 
Ad. Thou dar ſt nor ſure pretend to any Verrue ; 5 

Had Hell infpir'd thee with leſs Excellency 
Than Arts of killing Kings! chou'dft neer been mid 

To that exalted height r ve known my Secrets. 
| Rod. But, Sir. | 


. 4bd. SlaveJookbackwpon the Wretehedpeſs Irook thee hs 


'WharMeric hadſt wg do deſerve my * 2 
But Vice, brave proſperous vice! i 
Thou rt neither Wiſe, nor Valiant. 


Nd. I own my ſelf that Creature rais'd by you, 15 | 


Ad. live but tore name the way. 
Ad. My bunch Kone have I remor'd 3 3 


She does expect my coming this very Hour, 
And when ſhe does 6 ti cuſtom to be retir'd, | 
Diſmiſſing all And bur Eluir a. 


Rod. The reſt, I need not be infirudted i in. [8 Rod, 


Enter Oſimin. 


- Ofm. The Cardinal 5 ö 
Abd. Tis well. 
Arn. And do you think it fit, 855 ey ſhou'd live? 


ſome of Dexh, 
ha * That 
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I there to offer up rich Sacrifice 
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That may be ende was given them by themſelves: 

Pm ſure I give them cauſe.—Ofnin, view well this Ring, 

Whoever brings this Token to your Hands, 

Without confidering SEX, or Qualiry, 2 

Let em be kill d. | 

Oſm. Your Will ſhall be obey'd-in every thing. [ Ex. ſcuerally. 
SCENE, A fine Chamber. A Table and Chair. 
Enter Queen and Elvira. | 


Qu. Elvira, haſt thou dreſt my Lodgings up, 


Fit to receive my Moor ? | * 
Are they all gay, as Altars, when Tome Monarch en 


291 


Haſt thou ſtrew d all che. Floor his Feet muſt preſs, 
With the ſoft new-born Beauties of the Spring? 
Elu, Madam, I've done as you commanded me. 
A. Let all the Chambers too be fill d with Lights; 
There's a Solemnity methinks in Night, 
That does inſinuate Loye into the Soul? Wayne 
Aud makes che baſhful Lover more afſurd. cans 


Elv. ak 
You f. 'this were your firſt Enjoyment. 

Qu. My ed Oh Eb, his his Power like . 
His wit, or Bravery! 7 for hour renews: 
Love gathers Sweets like Flowers, which grow more 
The nearer they approach 25 6 50 Knock, | 
Hark! tis my Moor, m ee trig 5 2 
The thought comes o'er me ke a pert! s | 
Raiſing my Blood into a thouſand Be, 

Zu. Madam, it 5 a Prieſt. 

Qu. APrieſt./ oh ſend 19 r | 
l wou'd not have ſo cold, and ull an Object, TY PF 
Meer wich my nobler Senſe, tis mortifying. _—_ 

Elu. Perhaps tis ſome Petition from the Cardidat. 

D. Why, * have I to do with Prieft or Cardinal? 

m not enter. 
{Elv. gves out, and returns with Rod. 4% ig « Ber 

Elv. From elaxer, Madam. : 

Qu. Has nam'd a word will make all places free. 

Rod, Madam, be pleas'd to ſend your Woman hence, 
Tve ſomething to deliver from the Moor, 
Which you alone mult be acquainced with. 

Qu. Well, your Formality ey all be allowd—retire—[To Elv. 
What have —— to deliyer to me pow? 

Red, f: (, ngen and be ber 

N OT: 5 the Hands. 
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Qu. Hah!— Kod. You muft not call for MR 


Qu.” What daring thing art thou ? © 
Red. One that has now no time to anſwer thee. 
Stabs her, ſbe firuggles, her Arm bleeds, 
| Ou. Oh hold thy killing Hand ! Tam thy Queen. 
Rod. Thou may ſt be Devil roo, for ought T know ; 


III try thy Subſtance — | Stabs again, 

Qu. Oh Abdel axer 
Thou haſt well reveng d me on my Sins of Love; — 
5 U ſeats her in the Cha 


| Bur ſhall I die thus ramely unreveng d: 
| . Gt, offers to ſtab 4 


F Elv, Oh Heaven:! 1 the e Queen is murder'd— help the 
> HAM 75 Rod. offers 10 ft Eh 


8 Euer Abdelazer.” 13 | 

Abd. Hah ! the Queen! what Sacr jous Hand, ; 
Or Heart fo Brutal — et * | 
Durſt thus prophane the Shrine ador'd by mel: | 
Guard well the Paſſages —— 

Qu. Thou art that Sacrilegious Sa Sa ge Er 2 
And falſe as are the Deities thou worſhip'ſt. 

Abd. Gods! let me not underſtand that killing Language is 
Inform me quickly, how you came thus * 18 


Left looking on that Sacred Stream of Blood, . 4 
I die ere I've revengd you, oh your Murdeter. Anc 
Nu. Haſte then, and kill thy ſelf; Wird u art s Murdere 3 ll © 
Nor had his Hand, if not by er 1 A 
Aim'd at a Sin ſo dange erous. —— - Wis 
Abd. ——Surely ſhe'll live—— aſide, ri — = cou 
Can Miſchief dwell beneath. chis Reverend ſhape ? Fr. 35 
Confeſs who taught thee ſo much Cruelry /” F 
Confeſs, or I will kill thee. n 
Rod. The Cardinal. Nv. The Cardinal. wanne 
Aid. The Cardinal oh im pious Trayror 
How came I mention d then? Rod. To get admirtance. Such 
Abd. But why do 7 delay thy Puniſhment? | Lt 
Die, and be damn'd coßerher —| — Ale. 1 bin. fan 
Eur oh my Quecti/=———Ehnra——all fot he Tay 
Have I remoy' all that oppos'd our Flame, CKneels, uf Fiore! 
To have it thus blown out? thus in a minute/ Nay, 
When 7, all full of youthful Fire / all Love. Piet: The | 
Had rais d my Soul wick hopes of near Delights, Poor 


3 | = meet thee n pal 0 find thoſe Eyes, ; All 
L TY | | ole "4 
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Thoſe Charming Eyes thus dying; —— 0h ye Power!? 
Take all the proſpett of my future Joys, F 
And turn it ro Deſpair, —fince thou art gone. X 

Qu. Ceaſe—ceaſe—your kind Complaints my ſtrugling Soul, 

Twixt Death—and Love—holds an uneaſie Conteſt ; | 

This will not let it ſtay,—nor that d — 

And whilſt 7 hear thy Voice thus — Love, 

k hovers ſtill about the grateful found. 

——My Eye have took an everlaſting leave 4 

Of all chat bleſt their Sight, and now a gloomy Darkneſs 

Benights the wiſhing Senſe, that vainly lvew— 

To take another view; but tis too late, 

And Life—and Love muſt yield to Death—and—Fare. [ Dies. 
Abd. Farewel my greateſt Plague—— [ Heriſes with oy. 

Thou wert a moſt impolitick _ thing, 

and having done my bus neſs which thou wert born for, 

Twas time thou ſhou'd'ſt retire, | 

And leave me free to Love, and Reign alone. 


Enter Leonora, Alonzo, Ordonio, and other Men and Women. 


—— Come all che World, and pay your Sorrows here, 
vince all the World has Intereſt in this loſs. oh 
Aon. he Moor in Tears / nay, then the Sin was his. 
Leon, The Queen my Mother dead / 
How many Sorrows will my Heart let in, | 
Ere it will break in pietes. [ Weeps over ber. 
Alon, I know the ſource of all this Villainy, ; 
And need not ask you how the Queen came murder'd. | 
Elv. My Lord, that Frier, from the Cardinal did it. 
Alon. The Cardinal. | | 
Tis poſſible, for the Injuries ſhe did him | 
Cou'd be repair d with nothing leſs than Dearth. [ aſide. 
———My Fair, your Griefs have been fo juſt of late, 
dare not beg that you would weep no more 
Though every Tear thoſe lovely Eyes let fall, 
Ove me a killing Wound—— remove the Body, | 
Lo remove the Body, Ex. all but Alon. and Leo. 
duch Objects ſuit not Souls ſo ſoft as thine. 
Leon, With Horrours I am grown of late familiar; 
T ſaw my Father die, and live the while; | 
I ſaw my beaureous Friend, and thy loy'd Siſter, 
flarella, whilſt her Breaſt was bleeding freſn; 
Nay, and my Brother's too, all full of Wounds / E 
The beſt and k indeſt Brother, that ever Maid was bleſt with, 
Poor Philip bound, and led like victims for a Sacrifice; 
All this I ſaw, and lid 
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And canſt thou hope for Pity from that Heart, _ 
Whoſe harden d Senſe is Proof gainſt al theſe Miſeries? * 
his Moor Alonzo; is a ſubtle Villain, | 
Yet of ſuch Power we ſcarce dare think him ſuch. 

Alon. Tis true, my charming Fair, he is that Villain, 
As ill, and powerful tod; yer he has a Heart - 
That may be reach d with this—bur is not time, 


[ Foints to bis Sword, 
we muſt diſſemble Jeb which is an Art 
Tov bat 10 © Innocent a5 thine. ni tend 
. Exer Abdelazer. | . 
<> * Moor! - 5 
1 Hell ! will he not allow us ſorrowing time? 


Abd. Madam, 1 come to pay my humbleſt Duty, 
And know what Service you command your Slave. 
Leon. Alas, I've no Commands; or it I had, 
I am too wretched now to be obey d. 
Ahd. Can one ſo fair, and great, ask any thin 
Of Men, or Heaven, they wou'd not grant with oy? 
. Leon. Heav'ns Will Tm not permitted to diſpute, 
| And may implore in vain ; but tis in you | 
| To grant me what ma y et preſerve my Life. 

Abd. In me! in me! the humbleſt ot your Creatures“ 1 
By yon bright Sun, or your more ſplendid Eyes, ; 
I wou'd deveſt my Soul of every hope; | . 
To gratifie one ſingle Wiſh of yours, | 
— Name but the way————— 


| E 

a 8 

Leon. Jam ſo unhappy chat the only thing | rent E 
I 

A 


I have to ask, is what you muſt den; | 
The Liberty of Philip ——— 47 ' 
d. How/ Phil $s Liberry—and muſt I grant it 
I (in whoſe Hands Fortune bd put the Crown) 
Had : - * the good and peace ad Spain, 
Might have d it to my own Advantage 
5 
W ve preferr d a m r 
Be loſt . 45 him, in him a lud aca 
Alon. That he's a Baſtard, is nor, Sir, believ'd x. 
And ſhe that cou d love you, might after thar 
Do any other Sin, and *rwas the K . 
of all the number to declare him Baſtard. | 
Abd. How, Sir / that cou'd love me / what is there bere— 
Ox. in my Soul, or Perſon, not be belov'd ? 
Yon. 7 I ſpoke without R on your Perſon, 
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From whence came all the Ills we have endur d; 
And now warm in Miſchiefs, | 
Thou doſt purſue the Game, all all be thine. 4 
Abd. W 4 
Alon. Yes, thine- 
The little humble Mask which you put on 
Upon the 222 Falſhood, and Ambition, . 
Is 72 throu 10 you gave a Crown? 
But you'll co the Kingly Power ſtill, 
— and disband, deſtroy or ſave at Pleaſure. 
Abd, Vain Boy, (whoſe "higheſt Fame, 
Is that thou art the great Alvaro's Son? 
Where learnt you ſo much daring to upbraid 
My 2 nerous Power thus fallly—do you know me ? 
Yes, Prince, and tis that Knowledge makes me dare; 
I know thy Fame in Arms; I know in Battles 
Thou haſt perform'd Deeds much aboye thy Years; 
My Infant Courage too, 
(By the ſame Maſter taught) grew up to chine, 
When thou in Rage out- didſt me, not in Bravery. 
—T know thou'ſt greater Power too thank thy Treachery! ! 
Abd. Doſt thou not fear that Power? 
Alon. By Heaven not I, - 


Whilſt I can this command. [ Lys his Hand on bis Sword: : 


Abd. I roo command a Sword, 
Abd. lays his Hand on his, an comes ſeu to im: 
But not to draw on thee, Alonzo z - | 
Since I can prove th Accuſations falſe t 
1 ways more take this Ring, Alonzo; 
The fight of it will break down Priſon- Gates, 
And ſet all free, as was the firſt born Man. 
Alon. What means this turn? 1 
Abd. To enlarge Philip; but on ſuch Condacions, 
As you think fir to make for m Security : 
Aud as thou'rr brave, deal with me = facts, 
Alon. Art thou in earneſt ? | 
Abd. I am, by all chats ſacred . 
Leon. Oh ler me fall before ; you, and ne*er is, 
Ly I have made you Know what Gratitude 


2 = A — NES 1 
— treat with Phitp, © 12 a0 


Nog 40 nk his Freedom, but on ſuch Term + 

As may be advantageous to the, Moor. ek. 
Aen. Nor 1, by Heaven! Ibu che Prince's Soul, % 

Though i be erbe, Din pa Bongurs, Tarr, Fo 
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bart will become of Abdelazer now? 


Who can ſo generqully bive Liberty, 
2 It muſt not be whilſt Leonora lives. 


: >_ 1 


a da poſſeſs, 
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And for a Deed like this, will make returns, 


Such as are woſthy of the brave Obliger, ( Exit Alon. 
Abd. Tes, if he bs not gone to Heaven before you conic, 9 


Who wich his Power has thrown away his Liberty. 
Leon. Your Liberty! Oh Heaven forbid that you, 


Should be depriv d of it / 


Abd. Tis ſhe that rakes it from me. 1 
Leon. 1! Alas, I wou d not for the World 

Give you one Minutes» Pain. 

| . You.cannot help it, tis againſt your will: 4 


Your Eyes inſenſibly do wound and kill. 


Leon. What can you mean? and yet I fear to know. 
Abd. Moſt charming of your Sex! had Nature made 
This clouded Face, like to my Heart, all Love, 


It _ have ſpar'd that Language which you dread; - | 
Who 


rough harſh-ſound, unfit for tender E 
Will ill expreſs the Bufineſs of my Life. 

Leon. Forbear it, if that Buſineſs, Sir, be Love. 
ne wee Acriont 
Becauſe I want Art to te | 
In chat ſoft way, whieh thoſe 5 40 whole Balincls 
Is to be ſtill fo idly employ d, | 
J muſt be ſilent and indure my Pain; 
Which Heaven ne'er gave me ſo J ramenef for. 
Love in my Soul is not that gentle 8 
It is in other Breaſts; inſtead of Calms, 
It ruffles mine into uneaſie Storms. | 
———-1 wou d not love, if I cou'd help it, Madam ; 


But fince tis not to be reſiſted here 
Tou muſt permit it to approach your Ear. 


Leon. Not when I cannot hear it Sir, an 8 
Abd. With Honour / © . 5 


Nay, I can talk in the Defence of that: 
By all thar's ſacred, tis à Flame as vertuous, 
As ev ny TOS ught inhabirs your fair Soul, 
And it ſhall learn to be as gentle too; 
2 14 merit yu | 
not hear this Language / 
vol Abd. bags toned y not? mark PN 
ou're Da of the of Shai 
And I am Heir = ab fg * 


| 3 ; 
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. (of which my Paſſion only made you Queen) - K 
| And re · aſſume that which your Father took 
= From mine—-a Crown as bright as that of Spain, 
Leon. You ſaid you wou'd be gentle 
Abd. I will! this ſullen Heart ſhall learn to bow, 
And keep it ſelf within the Bounds of Love; 
Its Language Tll deliver out in Sighs, 
Soft as the Whiſpers of a yielding Virgin. 
I cou'd transform my Soul into apy Shape; 
Nay, I could even teach my Eyes the Art 
To change their natural fierceneſs'inro Smiles 
hat ist I wou'd not do to gain that Heart / 
Lebn. Which never can be yours! that and my Vows, 
Are to Alonzo given; which he lays claim to 
2 the moſt ſacred Ties, Love and Obedience; 
Spain eſteems him worthy of that Love. . 
Abd. More worthy it than 7.” it was a Woman, 
A nice, vain, peevith Creature that pronunc'd it; 
Had it beeen Man, t had been his laſt Traſgreſſion / 
His Birth / his glorious Actions / are they like mine? 
Leon. Perhaps his Birth wants thoſe Advantages, 
Which Nature has laid out in Beauty on his Perſon. 
Abd. Ay! there's your Cauſe of hate / Curſt be my Birth, 
And curſt be Nature that has dy'd my Skin 
With this ungrateful Colour / cou'd the Gods 
Have 2 me equal Beauty with Alonzo / 
Let as I am, Tue been in vain ador'd, 4 
And Beauties great as thine have languiſh'd for me. 
The Lights put out / thou in my naked Arms 
Will find me ſoft and ſmooth as poliſh'd Bbony ; 
And all my Rifles on thy balmy _ as ſweet, 
As are the Breezes, brearh'd amidit the Groves, 
Ot ripening Spices in the height of Day: 


As vigorous too, 
As if each Night were the firſt happy Moment 
TI laid thy panting Body to my Beſom. 
Oh that tranſporting Thought | 
Sce—T can bend as low, and ſigh as often, ¶ Kneels. 
And ſue for Bleffings only you can grant. 
As any fair and ſoft 4/onzo can 
If you could pi 
But you are 


me as-well | 
, and in your Eyes Iread 

A Scorn which animates my Love and Anger; 

Nor know I which I ſhould diſmiſs or chrifh, F 
* Leon. The laſt js much more welcome than the firſt; 


. 


. #4 
9 * * 1 3 
« 


9 45 DBL AZ ER; % 


er can bur kill, r . 


| 9 12 
me ever wretched, ſince tis impoſſible 
by ever can return it. 
Abd. Why kill me then / you muſt do one or t other, Cal. 

For thus I cannot live why doſt thou me? 1 8 
Thy every Tears enough to drown my Soul! | 
How tame Love renders every feeble Senſe / Kies. 
- ods / I ſhall turn Woman, and my Ey yes inform me 
The Transformarton's near death. Ill not endure it, 

Til fly before ſhe as quite undone m Soul—— (. Offers to go. 
But tis not in my Power ſne holds it faſt 
And I can new command no ſingle part- 
Tell me bright Maid if I were amiable, 
And you were uningag d, cou d you then love me? 
| Leon. No I cou d die firſt. 

Abd. Hah awake my Soul from out this drowſie Fit, 
And with thy. wonted Bravery, ſcorn thy Fetters. 
. — Heaven tis gone / and I am now my 3 | 
my dull Submiſſion / my lazy Flame . 

GH - ſenſible / and knows' . what twas kindled. 
—— Co Miſtreſs you muſt yield and quickly roo: 

Were you devout as, Veſtals, pure as their Fire, 
Yer I won'd wanton in the rifled Spoils % 
Of all that ſacred Innacence and 1 a 
h my Deſires grow hi 


% 


midnight F lames let Page; in cities, py 


| Aut, fe that too will 2 — Pepe it lights. 
| Come——this A nt was deſign d for Pleaſure, - 
And made thus filent, and = thy y for me; 
There I'll convince what Error, hc vainly made thee tk 
I was net meant for Love 11 
Leon. Am I —4 d? are all my women gone! 
And have I nou t Heaven for my Defence! 
. Abd. None elſe, "a that's too diſtant to befriend you. 
Leon, Oh hi my Lite, and ſpare my dearer Honour?! 
—— Help! help. — e Powers char favour Innocence. 
[ Enter Women. 


Juſt as the Moor Flle, 222885 enters Fo bim 


Abd. What of him, you Slave——s he not ſecurd 1 


Speak, dull Intruder, that know ſt not times and ſeaſons, 


Or get thee hence. 
Ofm. Not till Ve done the Buſineſs which I came. for, 


Abd. Slave —— cam'ft for. 
45% he 1 1 Stabs him in | raj 


+» 


{ Returns. 


I muſt aſſi 


But ſee, thee Moor returns, 


+ = \ r 7 
5 % 
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Oſmn. No, ewas to tell you, that Alonzo, 
Finding elf betra d, made brave refiſtance ; N 
Some Tn ur Slaves Ixas killld, and ſome h'as wounded, 

8 


Abd. time he were ſecur d; 
Guards, or all is loſt. {Exit 
Lev. Sure Oſatin from the Gods thou cam'ſt, | 
To hinder my undoing ; and if thou dyſt, 
Heaven will almoſt forgive thy other Sins, 
For this one pious Deed !———— 
But yet I hope thy Wound's not mortal. | 
1 Tis only in my Armand, Madam, for this pity, 
Pl! live to do 4 Service. | 
Lev. What Service can the Favourite of the Moor, 


Train d — Blood and Miſchiefs, render me? 


Oſm. . Madam, I command the Guard of Nen 
Who will die, when cer 1 give the Word. | 
— Madam, twas I caus'd Philip and the Cardinal 
To fly to th camp, 
And gave em warning of approaching Death. 
Leo. Heaven blefs thee tor thy Goodneſs. 

Oſm. And I am weary now of being a Tyrant's Slave, 
And bearing blows too; the reſt I cou'd have ſuffer d. 
Madam, III free the Prince: 


Teo. That Monſter's Preſence J muſt fly, as from a killing | 
Plague. [ Ex, with her Women, 


Enter Abdelazer with Zarrack, and Train of Moors. 


Ab. It is prodigious, that le Man 
Should with ſuch Bravery ded his Life, i 
Amongſt ſo many Swords ;—bur he is 
Oſmin, I am not — to ſue for Pardon, 
And when I do, you oughtto grant ir me. 
Oſm. I did not merit, Sir, ſo hart a Ufage. 
Abd. No more, I'm aſham'd to be upbraided, 
And will repair the Injury I did thee. | 
Oſm, Acknowledgment from you is pay ſufficient. 
Abd. Yet Oſmin, I ſhou'dchide your Negligence, 
Since by it Philip lives ſtill, and che Cardinal. 
Oſm. I had deſign'd it, Sir, this Eyenings Sacrifice. 
Abd. Zarrack ſhall now perform i. and — 
Alonzo too muſt bear em company. 
Zar. TIl ſhew my Duty in my haſte, Flo « Tar, 
Oſm. Death! Tm undone ; ll atter — offs 
s #0 go; 
ba. Oſmin, T've buſineſs with you. benen | 


„ 


zes ABDELATER: Or, 
As they are going off, enter Leonora, Ordonio, other 
, * Lords, and Homen. 1 | 
Leon. Oh Prince / for Pity hear and grant my Suit. [ Kneels. 
Abd. When ſo much Beauty's proſtrate ae why Feet, 0 2 1 
What is t I can deny riſe, thou brighteſt Virgin 
That ever Naturre made; 
Riſe, and command my Life, my Soul, my Honour! 
Leon. No, let me hang for ever on your Knees, 
Unleſs youll grant A/onzo Liberty. 
Abd. Riſe, I will grant it; though Alonzo, Madam, 
Betray d that Truſt I had repos'd in him. 
Leon. I know there's ſome Miſtake ; let me negotiate 
Between my Brother, and rhe gallant Moor. 
I eannot force your Guards, 
There is no Danger in a Woman's arm. 


Abd. In your bright Eyes there is, that may corrupt em more, | 


Than all the Treaſures of the Eaſtern Kings. 

| Yer, Madam, here I do reſign my Power, 

Act as you pleaſe, diſmiſs Alonzo's Chains. 

And ſince you are ſo generous, to deſpiſe 

This cron, which I have given yeu, 

Philip ſhall owe his Greatnels to your Bounty, 

And whilſt he makes me ſafe, ſhall rule in Spain. 

me Ot — [ Whiſpers. 
Ord. And will you truſt him, Madam! i 
Leon. If he deceive me, tis more happy far 

To die with them, than live where he inhabits, 
Ojm. It ſhall be done n 
Abd. Go, Oſmin, wait upon the Queen — 


And when ſhe is confin d, Fl viſit her, 


Where if ſhe yield, ſhe reigns ; if not, ſhe dies. | Aſide. 
| [ Ex, Abd. one way, Leon. Oſm. and the reft E 


SCE N E, A Priſon. 


Diſcovers Philip chain d to a Poſt, and over againſt bim the 
| Cardinal and Alonzo in Chains. | , 


a 


Phil. Oh all ye cruel Powers! ist not enough 

I amdeprivd of Empire, and of Honour! | | 

Have my bright Name ſtol n from me, wich my Crown ! 

Diveſted of all Power all Liberty? | 
And here am chain'd, like the ſad Andromede, * 

- I 1 -; + _ 


. 


+»; 4 
= 


* 


_ . Pim, To ſer you free my Prince / 


De Moor Revenge. 
To wait Deſtruction from the dreadful Monſter! 
Is not all this enough without being damn'd, 
To have thee, Cardinal, in my full view! 
If I cou'd reach my Eyes, Fd be 3 | 
On the officious and accurſed Lights, Wo 


For guiding fo much 1 to m 


Card. My much wrong d Prince 14 you need not wiſh to kil 
By ways more certain, chan by upbraiding me 
With my too credulous, ſnametul paſt miſdeeds. 

Phil. If that wou'd kill, I'd weary out my Tongue 


With an eternal repetition of thy Treachery; 


Nay, and it ſhou'd forget all other Language, 
Bur Traytor / Cardinal, which I my repeat, 


Till I had made my ſelf as ragin 


As the wild Sea, when all the = rope are up; 
And —— _— LES t 4 et my yGrik | ** 
Card. Wou d Icou of O 85 
Phil. Oh Alonzo, to add 1— — Biacdal, you the 
Muſt I find thee a ſharer in my Fate! . | 
Alon. It is my ber Sir, to die with you. 


But, Sir, my Prince 


Has here a more than equal claim to Grief; | 
And fear for her dear Safery, will deprive me ; 
Of this poor Life, that ſhou'd — your Sacrifice, © 


4 Enter Zarrack with « Dagger; taxes on Philip. 
Phil.. Kind Murderer, welcome! quickly free my Soul? 
And J will kiſs the ſooty Hand that wounds me. g 


Zar. Oh, I ſee you can be humble. 
Phil. Humble 7 Tll be as gentle as a Love-fick Youth; +. 


When his dear Conqu reſs ſighs a hope into him, 


If thou wilt kill me————Piry me, and kill me. 
Ear. Thope to ſee your own Hand do that Office. 


' Phil. Oh thou wert brave indeed. 1 


if than wont en 


Zat. You'll want a Dagger then. 
Phil. By Heaven no, Id run it down my Throat, 


Or ſtrike my pointed Fingers through my Breaſt, 


Zar. Ha, ha, ha, what pity tis you want a Hand: 
Enter Oſmin. 


Phil. Ofmin ! ſure thou vilt be ſo kind to kill me 


Thou hadſt a Soul was Humane. 
Oſm. Indeed Lwill not, TY you are MY King. COnbing: him 
Phil, What mean'ſt thou? 


„ 


| | | 
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Phil. Thou art ſome Angel ſure, in that Uark Cloud. 
Ear. What mean'ſt thou, Traytor! 
Oſm. Wait till your Eyes inform you. 

Card. Good Gods! what mean'ſt thou! 

mm. Sir, Arm your Hand with this. 


Gives Phil. a Sword. goes to undo Alonzo. - 


Zar. Thout art half dann tor chis! 


III to my Prince! | 
Phil. Tll ſtop you on your way—lie there——your To = 
bim. 


Shall tell no Tales to os Now Carflinal-—but hold, 
I ſcorn to ftrike t Iſt thou art unarm d, 
Yet ſo thou didft — . 
For which I have not leiſure now to kill thee. 
here, take thy liberty; nay, do not thank me, 
By Heaven, I do not mean it as a Grace. 
fm. My Lord, take this. [Io Alon. and the Card. 
And this to arm your Highneſs. 
Alon. Thou doſt amaze me / | 
Oſm. Keep in your Wonder with yoor Doubts, my Lord. 
Phil, We cannar doubt, whilſt we're thus fortify 


[Looks on bis 4 
Come Oſmin, let us fall upon che Guards. — 
' Oſm. There are no Guards, Great Sir, bur what are yours; 
And 1 Friends I've brought to ſerve ye too. 


- { Opens a back, Door, 


Enter Leonora pf Wamen, Ordonio, Nas Antonio, Ore 

Phil. My deareſt Siſter ſafe! | » 

Leo. Whilſt in your Preſence, Sir, and; Alm md. 

Oſen. The Mid ade a ready all. 

Phil. That Name I never heard ick Joy till now 
Let him come on, eee ee ö 
Thus fingly I deſie him. [Drovs; , 

; Enter Abdelazer.” 


464. Hah! betray d! and b m Slaves: by Oſmin too·. 
| Phil. Now thoudimu'd Villain *-xrus! born Soul of Hell 1 
| Not one of thy Infernal Kin ſhall fave thee. | 
\ Abd. Baſe Coward, Prince! : 
Whom the admiring World miſtakes for Brave ; 3 
When all thy boaſted Valour, ſierce and hot 
As was ehy Mother i in her height of Luft, 
Can with the aid of all theſe treackerous Swords, 
— but a ance Life! but ſuch a Life, 2 

the ir Store the envying Gods 


* 


(olnia * — the fre | 
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e I © fuch to breathe in Man. 

Phil. Foun on thou monſtrous Inſtrument of Hell! 
For I'm ſo pleas d to have thee in my Power, 

Thar 1 — ar thee number up thy Sins, 

And yet be calm, whilſt thou art near Damnation. 


Abd. Thou ly ſt, thou canſt not keep thy Temper in; 


For hadſt thou ſo much Bravery of Mind, 
Thou'dſt fight me fingly 3 which thou dar ſt not do. 
Phil. Not dare ! 
By Heaven, if thou wert twenty Villains more, 
And I had all thy weight of Sins about me, 
I durſt thus venture on forbear, Alonzo. 
Alon. I will not, Sir. | 
Phil. I was indeed too raſh; tis ſuch a Villain, 
As ſhou'd receive his Death from nought but Slaves. 


N 5 
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Abd. Thou'ſt Reaſon, Prince! nor can they wound my Body, | 


| More than I've done thy Fame; for my firſt ſtep 
To my Revenge, I whor'd the Queen y Mother. 


Phil. Death though this I knew before, yer the hard Word | 


Runs harſhly through my Heart 

It thou hadſt murder'd fifty Royal berdinands, 

And with inglorious Chains as many Years | 

Had loaded all my Limbs, 't had been more pardonable 

Than this eternal Stain upon thy Name: 

—Oh chou aſt end thy wort of Venom now, 
Phil M, next advance, was poilſc — thy Father. 

. Phil. My Father poiſon'd! and by ou Dog. 

Oh r 1 

or chat the World depended on thy ſingle one, 

That l might make a Victim 

Worthy to offer up to his wrong d Ghoſtom—— 


Bur n Count of Sins untold, 
Nl not t doubt by Heaven, 


That I am Philip's Son 
Abd. Not for thy Eaſe, bur to declare my Malice, 
Know Prince, I made thy amorous Mother 
Proclaim thee Baſtard, when I miſs'd of killing chee. 
Phil, Gods! let me contain my Rage 
Abd. I made her too,berray the credulous Cardinal ö 
hex pr +, 1; 6 Ten | 
Satiated with her Euſt, 
I fer Roderigo on to murder her. ry 
Thy Death had next ſucceeded ; and thy. Crown 0 
I wou'd have laid at Leonora's Feet. 
Alon. How! durſt you love the Princeſs! 


4bd, Fool, durſt! had I been born a Save, 


4 


„ ABDELAZER: o, 
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bie 1 thy Sins PINE and forgore 


And from that ſtore of Mercy Heaven hasgiven you, 


I durſt with this ſame Soul do any thing: \ 

IN nas, 

Will be my Paſſion for the 

Whom I'd enjoy'd &'er now, but for thy Treachery. [To Oſmin. | 
Phil. Deflowr'd my Siſter ! Heaven puniſh me erernally, * 


1 thou our-liv'ſt the minute thou'ſt declar'd it. 


Ad. I will, in ſpight of all that thou canſt do. 
tand off, Fool · kardy Youth, if thou dſt be ſafe, 
And do nor draw thy certain Ruine on, 

Or think that c'er this Hand was arm'd in vain. 


Phil. Poor angry Slave, how I contemn thee now. 


Abd. As humble Huntſmen do the generous Lion; 
Now thou dar ſt ſee me laſh my Sides, and roar, | | 
And bite my Snare in vain; who with one look, 6 
Had I been free) hadſt ſhrunk into the Earth, - . 5 
ſhelter from my Fo oh 
And like that noble Bea though thus betray'd, 1 
Ive yet an awſul fierceneſs in my Looks, of 
Which makes thee fear t approach; and” tis ar — 28 
That thou dart kill me; for come but in = 
And with one graſp, I wou'd confound th 
: Phil, El let — ſee how vain thy are, 
And unaſſiſted by one ſingle. age. 
Thus make an eaſie Paſſage to m Heart 
| dener all the reft do the like in the fame er 
Abd. aims at the Prince, and kills ous, 
and falls dead himſelf. 


{Shout * 
Alon. Great Sir, your Throne and Kingdom want you now's, 


| Your People rude with Joy, do fill each Street, 
And long to ſee their King,—whom Heayen preſerve. Canal. 


All. Long live P hilip, - King of Spain + 
Phil. I thank ye all and now my dear _ 
Receive the Recompenee of all thy Sarin 190 
Whilſt I create the Duke of Salamancha. 
Alon. Thus * take the Bounty from your . . 


Teo. Riſe, Sir 3 — * made us 
Card. And ſhall th this joyful Day, that has reſtor 22 


To? all the Glories of your Birch and Merits, | 

That has reſtor d all Spain the greateſt Treaſure 

Thar ever happy Monarchy poſſeſs d. 

Leave only me unhappy?” w Sir, my Crime 
Was only too much Faith ;— chus low I fall, 


ebe wa * TA 


| 
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Phil. Riſe, ( though with much ado ) I will forgive 
Leon, Come, my dear Brother, to that glorious buſineſs, | 
Our Birth and Fortunes call us, let us haſte, 21 
For here methinks we are in danger ſtill. 
Phil. So aſter Storms, the joyful Mariner 
Beholds the diſtant wiſhd-for Shoar afar, 
And longs to bring the rich · fraight Veſſel in, 


Fearing to truſt the faithleſs Seas again. Eq * 


: 
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So by my meanst 


EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by little Mrs. Ariell. 


WI. late Succeſs heing bleſt, Tm come again”; 
You ſee what Kindneſs tan do, Gentlemen, 
Which when once ſhewn, Our Ser cannot refrain. 

Tet ſpight of ſuch a Cenſure I'll praceed, 

And for our Poeteſs will intercede : . ' 

Before, a Poet's wheadling Words prevail d, 

Whoſe melting Speech my tender Heart aſſail d, 

And I the flatt „ 1 Cuuſe maintain d; 

Fop Ap plauſes gain d. 

*Twas wiſely done to . m' his Advocate, 
Since I baue prov'd to be his better Fate, +: bak 
For what I lid, I thought you could not hate. 

& for you, Gallants, made me comply, 

Though I confeſs he did my Paſſion try, <a 
And I am tov good. natur d to deny. TIT 
Bur nom not Pity,” but my Sexes Cauſe wy To 


4 


* Whoſe Beauty does, like Monarchs, grue you © Hand 
Fould now Command, being jon d with Wit, Applauſe. 

Tet ſince our Beauty's Power's not abſolute, 

She'll not the Privilege of our Sex diſpute, 
But does by me ſubmit. Jer ſince you've been - 
For my ſake kind; repeat is once agen. ks | . 
Tour Kindneſs, Gallants, I ſhall ſoon repay, 
Full but favour my Deſign to Days © 

Dor laſt Applauſes, like xefreſhing Show'rs, 
Made me ſpring up and bud like ear * ly Flow'rs ; 


Sincę. then Tm grown at leaſt an Inch in height, 
Ae long be full-blown fir Delight. 
| | Written by a Friend, 


- 


3 PRC. 


PR 


Wit rather ſhou'd an Eſtimation hold * 
.- With Wine, which is flill beſt for being old. 


With ſuch like grinning. Honour, tas perchance, 


wy * ; — 
— 


OLOGUE: 
| are like Wit, can only charm when new; | 
Is there no merit then in being true 2 -- 


Y 


Fudgment in both, with vaſt Expence and Thought, 

Ton from their native Soil, from Paris brought, © 
The Drops that from that ſacred Sodom fall, — — + 
Ton like induftrious Spiders ſuck up ull. — 
Well might fie Breneh'd Conqueſt Pee EHE; 
Were but their Swords as dangerous as their Wine. © 


They * our Virgms Nuns, unman our Tath.. 5 0 

We that don't know em, think em Monſters. go; * 

And will, becauſe we judge of them Ly you. _ 

Tou'lP ſay, this once was ſo, but now you're grown 

So wiſe F invent new Fullies of your own : 

Their ſlaviſh Imitations you diſdain ; 

A Fer ef Fps that purchaſe Fame with. Pain: 

We no ſuch Fools as firſt to mount a Wall, 
your King and Country venture all. 


Tour dull Forefathers firſt did conquer France 

Whilſt they have ſent us in Revenge for theſe, 

Their Women, Wine, Religion, and Diſeaſe.” 

Tet for Religion, its not much will down, N 
In this ungirt, unbleſt, and mut inous Town. . 
May, I dare ſwear, nat one of you in Seven, 

E're had the Impudence to hope for Heaven. 

In this you're modeſt rue ITE *_ 2 
But as to Wit, moſt aim before their time, _ * ww 
And he that cannot ſpell, ſets up for Rhime + | A 
They re Sparks who are of Noiſe and Nonſence full, 

At Fifteen witty, and at Twenty dull; 

That in the Pit can huff, and talk hard Wards, 

And briskly draw Bamboo inſtead of Swords: 

But never yet Rancounter cou d compare 

To our late vigorous Tartarian War : \ 

Cudgel the Weapon was, the Pit the Field 5 2 


Hlerce was the Heroe, and too brave to yield. 


But ſtoureſt Hearts muſt bow; and being well can d, : 


Ar crys, Hold, hold, you have the Viltory gain d. G | 
All laughing cal 
Turn out the, Raſcal, nn — TS, > 


, * 


©. 
PROLOGUE. | 


ES. 1 Conn Srmmds, crys Tartarian, I en out of Pocket : 

+ Half Crown my Play, —— my Orange cat; wy 
; Equip me that, do you the Conqueſt boaft. S - 
For which v0 be at eaſa, 4 Ga made, 
And our they turn the Brother of the Blade. | 
Ebi is the Fruits of Idleneſt and Eaſe. 1 
Heaven bleſs the King that keeps the Land in Peace, & 
"OWE be ſweetly ſerv Wen. 5 | 


re 1 
— — 


5 ramatis Perſon &. 


© AC I A N'S. 
' Queen Of Dacia. th 
' Orſames Her Son, kept from his Infancy, in a Caftle on a 
Lake, ignorant of his Quality, and of all the 
World beſides; never having ſeen any humane 
thing fave only his old Tutor. 
Cleomens His Siſter, bred up in War, and deſign d to reign in- / 
| ſtead of Orſames : the Oracle having pe d the | 
bloody Cruelties ſhould be commitred d his 
| ſhort Reign, if ever ſuffered ro wear the Crown. 
Honorius General of the Army, and Uncle to Orſames and 
2 cCCleomena. 
Olympia His Daughter, young and beweif. | 
 Jſmenes and 
2 Artabazes Treo Rival Princes in love _ Cleamend. 
. Riwviante © © A Fop- Courtier. g Sab ue E, 
 Arates A Courtier. D 0 
Semi Woman to Cleumenn. 3 
V aMengis A Colonel of the Army, 
| Pages and Attendants. _ 


$CETHIAN'S. ng 
King of Sothie N 


Tberſander His Son, under the Name. of Clemaathis when on 


3 the Dacian ſide. m 
Amintas- A young Nobleman, belord by meu, and f 

2) Lover of Urania. 
' Jyſander Page to Therſander. d e ioglng pit 
7 Urania In love with Amintas. p  S$% L.% e . W 
Tyces - AShepherdreſs, gn hep : | 
5 Sola Shepherds, and a Babble 9 
| ol ends, Shephedeſle,nd Na 
1 Drais beten the o Armies juſt Fer 
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ACT L. SCENE I. A Grove near the Cnp 


Enter Pimante alone with Letters, 


One ! Well, I haye never the ill Luck, I thank my Stars 
ro meet with an of theſe mighty Men of Yalour, 
| ————altentio Noble Colonel. 
Enter Vallentio. 
Val. Pimante : 1 Whe, e the Devil e thee to the 
Camp? 


irs, 
Vall. They muſt be wondrous preſſing chat made-thee ven- 
ture ; but the Fighting's paſt, and all the Noiſe over; every 
Man of Fame gone to receive what's due to his Merit; and the 
whole Camp looks now like @ City in a great Plague, no ſtir- 
ring——Bur what's thy buſineſs hexe ? 
Pim. Why, I brought Letters from the Queen to char ame 
mighty Man of Proweſs What dye call bim? a 
Vall. The brave Clemam bis? | 
Pim. The ſame But Colonel, is he indeed 8 
— 2 thing as Fame gives — ſhe acre noble 
ag at Hi ory. fil, | 
Vall. How dare thy Cowand-thoughts venente upon upon any ching 0 
ſo terrible as the tee vo af that. t Man? Is mat hits | 
Name like Thunder to thy Lars? Does or mae thee ſhrink 
into thy ſelf ? 3561 et ont a £- 10d 0 | 
Pin. 1255 Colonel, why ſo hot? 3 9 | 
; po, 
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the World to be thus continually us d to fighti 5 why how un. 
3 n way of 
Vall. Oh! how foft and wanton Leeden geben 
tion I could make of him 

4 He merits all in Peace as well as War: 

4 Compos d of Charms would take all Womankind, 

1 As thoſe ofs Valour overcome the Men. 

Fim, Well Haid, ifaich, Colonel; bur if he be ſo fine a Mar, 
why did you not Keep him here amongſt you to do Execution 
on the Scythians 2 far: I think &re long you'll give em Battle. 
Vall. The General, | whoſe noble Life he ſav'd, 

Uls d all his Intereſt with him, but in vain : 
Neither could oblige his ſta ich Camp, 
get him to the Court. Oh! were his We 
Bur like his Actions great, he were a Man 

To merit Cleomena, 

| Whoſe Worth and Bearury, as «rhing Divine, 

3 I reverence. | 

F But I abhor the feeble Reign of Women 

) Is foretells the Downfall of the aobleſt Kal., | 

- Give mea Man to lead me on to Da 
Such as Clemanthis i is or as Orſames mi — 3 been. 

Pim. Colonel, tis Treaſon but to name Orſames, — more 
to wiſh he were as King. 
Vall. Not wiſh he were * by all cheg Gods I will, 
Who did conſpire againſt him in theft Oracles. 
Not wiſh kim King! yes, and may live to fee it. 
Pim. What ſhould we do with ſuch a King? The Gods fore 
tell he ſhall be fierce and bloedy, a Ravifhet, a Tyrant ore hi 
| _People ; his Reign bur ſhorr, and ſo unfit for Reign. - 
= o- Vall. The Gods! Tl not truſt em tor a Days Pay « et 
b_ them bur give one a rſte of tis Reign, thought but an hour, 281 


Inu be converted to them. 
4 Pim. Beſides, he is v very ill. bred tor 2 King; he knows 16 
- .. thing of the World, cannot dreſs himſelf, not fing, nor dance, 


iſs on any Mufck; nere /faw a Woman, nor knows hor 
2 eule ht ane iF he had her. "There's an old fuſty Phile 
_ — inſtructs him; but tis in nothing ever that hal 


— 2 ſme Gentleman of him: re 
3 „ g ES and tells Rim that his Natural Re: 
E We Sin———Eut, Colonel, between you and I, he'll no mor 


your b , n 85 ſullen as if you'd the breeding 


32 — Hedvenly ; a King, » King again! 
Oh for a mutinous Rabble, * tr Priſon-Wall 
. <a both from his een and I Tho 
9 7. In. Ine 
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Pim. There is a Diſcourſe at Court, that the Queen deſigns to - 

ain br greg Fork era ape eg ou Bur Im 
ne of that Counſel, ſhe's like ro make a fine Courron't ; we 

have enough in che Virago hef Danghter, who, if it were not 
for her Beauty, one would ſwear * were no Woman, ſhe's fo 
given eo Noiſe and Fighting. 

Vall. I never faw her fince ſhe wa a Child, and then ſhe ns 
turally hated Scythie. 

Pim. Nay, ſhe's in that mind ſtill; and the Cuperſticious 
Queen, n, who thinks that Crown belo to Cleomeng—— 

Val. Yes, that was the Promiſe of the Oracle roo. 

Pim. Breeds her more like a General than a Woman. 
how ſhe loves ſine Arms / a Bow, * er ; and though ſhe 
be no natural Amazon, ſhe's ca all their martial 
tie — But hark; what Noiſe is — ? [ Song 

Vall. Tis what vie do nor uſe to hear—p—Stand by. | 


S N , 


(1.) © 
Do cannet blame your Will, 
'Twas Chance, and not Defign, did ki; 

For whilſt you did prepare your Arms E | 
On purpoſe Celia to ſubdue, - | | 
I met the Arrows as 
And ſev'd der f um their Harms. | 

e nne e att 
22 ſhe could mt make returns, 
2 21618 mia 
d who does her c wits: 
Win all the ſefteſt Marks: 
And tis in vais — 2 44.5004 4 
The cruel Shepherdeſs. 
N (3 9 'L 0 
Content thee with this vithory, ” 
Tm mug and Beautifut 4s ſhe; 
Til make thee Garlands all the Da, | 
And in the Shades we'll ſit and fing; 
Tl crown thee with the Pride ot Wr, 
When thou n Indo May. 5 


Ah 


* 


0 Euer Urania ger &9, Lyees 4 mug. q | 
Ly, Still as I fing you figh. er 
Dran. I cannoꝶ boys Voice, and the returm ls au 3 - 
The Ecchocs of theſe, ſhady Groves repeat. 
But I muſt find ſome wire ax my | Heath, © | 
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25 But this too 19 2 one where thou wert born. h 
1 PPY . 


Oaths are like Garlands 


o' d I had never known another Dwelling, 


Ly. You ff _ ſuch things become none but 


Maids thar are for 3 Your Beauty is too great to ſuffer that. 


Da. No Beauty s proof againſt falſe perjur d Man. 


* . Ty. Ist poſſible you can have loſt your Lore? 
Vra. Yes pretty Maid, canſt tell me any tidings of him? 
- Ty, I cannot tell, by what marks do you know him? 
- Ura. Why by theſe——a tempting Face and Shape : 
A Tongue bewitching, ſoft, and Breath as ſweet 
As is the welcome Breeze that does reſtore 
Life to Man half kill'd with hear before: 
But has a Heart as falſe as Seas in Calms, 
Smiles firſt to tempt, then ruins with its. Storms. 
Ty. Oh fair Urania there are many more 
. your Love, if ſuch a one he be, 
yo 


u wou'd talck each Shepherd to be he: 
tis grown the faſhion your to be fogſworn ; 

is made of fineſt Flowers, 
Wither. as — as 7 * "Fa 
They change their Loves as often as their Scrips 
2 their Miſtreſſes aſide like Ribbons 


Which they themſelves have ſullied. 


Pim. Gad Fl venture i. —- 
Val. Fair Women, and ſo near the Camp! 
What are ye, and from whence; * 8 
Pim. Ha! tis no matter for that; ask no Queſtions, but fall to. 

N anne [ Goes to Lyces. 

Ura. Fm not aſnam' d to tell the one or tother; 

I am a Maid, and one of the gentle Birth, 
A Scythian born, an Enemy to thee, , 
Not as thou art a Man, but Friend to Dacia. 

Val. What Sin have I committed, that ſo ſair a Creature 
ſhould become my Enemy? but fince you are ſo, you muſt be 
my Priſoner, unleſs your Eyes prevent me, and make me yours. 

Pim. How, take a Woman Priſoner} I hope you are a finer 
Gentleman than ſo, | . 

Val. But Madam, do not fear, for I will uſe you 
As well as ſuch a Man as I can do. was nts f 
Tua. Though thou be'ſt rough, thou. haſt-a noble look, 
| an 1 RY 1 will be gentle. | 
Val. Fair 15 Confidence is brave i 
89 not usd to make returns, E 5 
Ales in er on my Enemies | 


% 


Ter name the way, and I will ſtrive to ſerve you, 
des Then, $r, 1 beg nor you would fer e ee, 
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Nor yet retain me here a Priſoner; _ 8 
But as thou rt brave, conduct me to the Caſtle on the Lake, 
Where young Amintas lies, the ſpoil of War. 
Val. Amint as, Madam, is a gallant Youth, 
And merits more from Fortune than his Chains; 
But I could with (fince I have yow'd to ſerve you) 
You would command me ſomething 
Worthy = Beauty and of that Reſolution. _ 
Ua. There is no other way to do me ſervice. 
Val. Then moſt willingly I will obey you. 
Ura. But, Sir, I beg this Virgin may 3 


Being a Dacian, and a neighbouring Villager. : 


Val. All your Commands ſhall ſtrickly be obey'd. 
Pim. Pox on her, ſhe's Coy, and let her go. Well Colanel, 
I dcubr you'll be for the Queen by and by. | 
Ura. Here take this Jewel as a part of payment, 
For all thy goodneſs to an unknown Maid. | [To Lyces. 
And if by chance I ever ſee thee more, , 
Believe me, Hees, I will quit the ſcore. © ¶ Ex. Lyces weepmg. 


| | [ Exeunt, 
SCENE IL 4 Ce ef Trees. | 


Within the Scene lies Therſander ſleeping, his Cap and Feather at 
3 a diſtance from him. 
Enter Cleomena dreſt like an Amazon, with a Bow in her Hand, and 
a Quiver of Arrows at her Back, with Semiris attived likg ber. 


Cleo. Tm almoſt tir d with holding out the Chaſe. 
Sem. That's ſtrange! methouglit your Highneſs followed not 


So faſt to Day as I have ſeen you heretofore. 


Cleo. I do nor uſe to leave the Game unvanquill'd, 
Yet now by what ſtrange inclination led 
I know nor, | 


The Sport growing dull, I wiſh to meet a place 


Far from the noiſe and buſineſs of the Day : 
Haſt thou ty d faſt my Horſes ?  _ | 
Sem. Madam, I have. 
Cleo, What place is this, Semiris? 
Sem. I know not, Madam, but tis wondrous pleaſant ! 
Cleo. How much more charming are the Works ol Nature 
Than che Productions of laborious Art! 
Securely here the wearid Shepherd ſleeps, 
Guiltleſs ot any feaf, but the diſdain 
His cruel Fair procures him; 5 
How many Tales the Ecchoes of theſe Wood 
Cou'd tell of Lovers, it they would betray 
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That ſteal delightful hours beneath their Shades! * 


Sem. You'd rather hear em eccho back the ſound 
Of Horns and Dogs, or the fierce noiſe of War. 

Cleo. You charge me with the faults of Edycation, 
That couzening form that veils che Face of Nature, 
But does not ſee what's hid within, Semirs : | 
T have an Heart all ſoft as thine, all Woman, 

Apt to melt down ar every render Ohñect; 
—Oh Semiris! there's a ſtrange, change vithin me 

Sem. How, Madam“ 

Cleo. I would thou knew'ſ it; 

Till now I durſt do any thing—bur fear, 
Let now I tremble with the thoughts of relling thee 
Wharnone but thou muſt know I am in love. 

Sem. Why do you bluſn my Princeſs, tis no ſin; 
But, Madam, who's the happy glorious Objeft? 
| Elen Why? canſt thou not po then ? 

Sem. How is it poſſible 7 ſhould ? 

Cleo. Oh Gods / not gueſs the Man, 
Or, rather think ſome God.” Dull ſtupid Maid, 
Haft thou not heard of ſomerhing more than mortal? 
_*Fwixt Humane and Divine, our Countries Genius, 
Our young God of War.” not heard of him? 

Sem. 'Tis not Prince Artabaces, or  Iſmenes ? 

Cleo. Away, thou anger'ſt me. 55 

Sem, Pardon me, Madam, 

It can be none at Court, if none of . ; 
And all beſides are much below that Glory. 

Cleo. What call'ft chou much below, miſtake ; 
Can a gay Name give Virtue, Wit, or — 
Can it gain Conqueſt, or in Feilds or Sure? + 
No, nor defend its own fantaſtick Owner. 
Come guels again. 


* 


Sem. I can gueſs W further chang Mavgand that I I'm ſure he is, 


Cleo. I know not ··— 
For * never ſaw him, but in's Character, 
Unleſs ſometimes in Dreams. 

Se:n. Is p not enough he conquers where ebene 
But that his Fame prevents his - wink and Eyes ? ; 
Perhaps his Perſon may not be agreeable z 
The beſt in Camps are not the beſt in Courts. 
Cleo. So brave a mind muſt have as brave zn W A * 
Ny Uncle's Letters from the Camp contain | 
Vothing, but Wonders of his Worth and Yo | 

And tis impoſſible but ſuch a Man | 
Muſt merit * as 5 well as Admiration. 


% 
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Sem. Does he not come to Court? 25 
Cleo. The Queen has made him many Invitations ; ; 


But he, for ſome unknown, and cruel Cauſe, 


Humhly implores her Pardon for refuſing, 
Nor can the General learn his — . 
But like his Deeds, believes it muſt 


— 


Sem. Tis moſt likely; but I ſhould never fal in love with 


Fame alone 
Cleo. J hope it is not Love———but ſtrange Carioficy 
To ſee this brave Unknown and yet I Up 
I've hid this new impatience of my Soul, | 
Even from thee, till it grew too importunate z 
And ſtrove by all my lov'd Divertiſements, 
To chaſe it from my Boſom, but in vain ! 
'Tis too | 45 for lirtle Sports to conquer, 
The Muſick of the Dogs diſpleas'd to day, 
And I was willing toretire with thee, _ 
To let thee knowymy Story: 
And this lone Shade, as if defi wer for the, 
Is fitteſt to be conſcious of m ww te 
—— Therefore go ſeck 2 Bank where we may fit; 
And I will gh whilſt thou ſhalt pity me. 
Stands with her Arms acroſs, 
Sem. See, Madam, what T've found! 
gem. looks about, finds the Cap and Feathers. 
Cleo. Tis a fine Plume, and well adorri'd, 
And muſt belong to no uncommon Man: 4. 


And look, Semiris, where its Owner lie 


—Ha / he ſleeps, tread ſoftly leaſt you wake him: 


Eh Gods! wh ris with ſo diyine a Shape? 


Sem. His Shape is very well. 
Cleo, Gently remove the Hair from off his Face, 


And ſee if chat willanſer to the reſt: 

All lovely! all furprizing > oh m Hearr, 4 
How thou berray'ſt the weakneſs of our Sex ! 

Look on that Face, where Love and Beauty dwell— 
And though his Eyes be ſhut, tell me, Serves, 

Has he not wondrous Charms ? | 


[Sem pus back, is Hh, BY I 


Sem. Yes, Madam, and I wou d excuſe you, if you ſhou'd 


now fall in Love, here's Subſtance ;"bur that ſame P Rotor 
Fame alone, 7 do nor like. F. Cn 
Cleo. Ah, do nor call m oy, Bluſhes to my Face, 

But pardon all my weakne 

May not my Eyes have leave to gaze a while 2 1 | 
since affer this there's not another Object $74 


. 


* 
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Can merit their Attention— 
But Fl no longer view that pleaſing form— [Turns from him, 


And yet I've loſt all power of removing ——e 


[Turns ad aver. ry 


Even now 7 was in love wich meer Report, | 
With Words, with empry Noiſe ; | 1 
And now that Flame, like to the breath that blew it, 
Is vaniſh'd into Air, and in its room 
An Object quite unknown, unfam'd, unheard of 
Intorms my. . how eaſily dis conquer d / 
How angry am I with my Deſtiny ! | 
Till now, wich much diſdain I have beheld 
The reſt of all his Sex, and ſhall 7 here 
Reſign a Heart to one I muſt not love / 
Muſt this be he muſt kill the ug of of Scythia ? 
For I muſt lay no claim to any o | 
Grant, Oh ye Gods, who play with Mortal thus, 
Thar him for whom ye * deſign d your Slaye, 
May lock like this Unknown, 
And Il be ever grateful for che Bounty; 


Hut theſe are vain ry Joys. 
2 wakes, ri es, and gazes. 


Ter Am 1 awake, or do my Dreams preſent me 
Idea's much more bright and conquering, 
Than ere approach my waking Senſe by far? 
ure tis Diana, the Goddeſs of theſe Woods, 
That Beaut) and that Dreſs confirm me tis [ Kneels, 
Y —Goreat Goddeſs, pardon an unlucky Stranger, | 
The Errours he commits *gainſt your Divini 
Who, had he known this Grove had Sacred cen, 
He wou'd not have prophan'd it by his Preſence.” 
Cleo. Riſe, Sir, I am no Dei 


or if 7 were, 1 cou'd-nor be 0 oo et 


wy __ ſo —— a Man——Gods, how he looks: 1 
Ar u be mortal / 
* happy nd contains yh? or whar Men 
AYE 1 you? 2 he 
Cleo, ou are a 5 er to | 
Jou elſe had bon me 2 Cleomena. A 
Ther, The Princeſs Cleomena { my mortal Enemy ! [ Aſede. 
Cleo. You ſeem diſpleas d at the knowledge of my Name; 
But, give me leave to tell you, yours on me 


Wou d have another Senſe. 85 
ber. The knowledge of your Name has net N me 2 

| | Kneels. 

as Madam, 7 had. . . you for 7 
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The Sovereign of the World than that of Dacia; 


— you to expect leſs Adoration | 
hu World, than thoſe who are born your Slaves; 


And amongſt thoſe devour ones number him, 


Whoſe ha apy Fate conducted to your Feet, 


And who'll eſteem himſelf more fortunate, 
If by that little ſeryice he had rendred you, 
Clemanthis Name have ever reach'd your Ear. 

Cleo. Clemant his what cou d the Gods do more, Aſide. 
To make me ever bleſs d. Riſe noble Yourh— (Raj him. 
Cou'dſt thou ſalute me Miſtreſs of the World, 

Or bring me news of Conqueſt over Sothia, 

It wou'd not reach ſo kindly ro my Soul, 

As that admir'd illuſtrious Nene of thine. 
This Crown's in debt to your all-conquering Sword ; 


And Tm the moſt oblig'd to make Returns, 28 . a 
Which if you knew me, ſure you wou d not doubt, 
If to thoſe Favours you've already done us, | 3 


- You'll add one more, and go with me to Court. 


Ther. To ch' Court! to t 'urmoſt Bounds of all the Univerſe 
At Command, through Dangers vie than Death, 


Ta flie with haſty Joy = 


Like Gods, do but decree, and be "> 


Sem. Madam, the Company- we are Hoek this 
and with them Prince — | 12 
Ther. The General here ſo ſoon! CA. 


Enter Honorius, Iſmenes, Women and Hint ſmen. 
Cleo. bas way - * victorious Uncle. 2 biſſes Cleo. . Hand, 
Hon. Madam, I hear che Noiſe of Horns and Dogs, | 
And thought your Highneſs was abroad to Day! | 
Following the” Cry, it brought me to this Company 
Who wee in ſearch for you, and twas my Duty to attend chem, a 
Ay Gallant ber Clemant his here ! 
This was above ny h ; ler me embrace thee — 
And tell thee with what = Jon find thee in the preſence 
Of my fair Niece, who muſt prevail upon you, 
To wait on her to Court; what I cou'd nor intreat Jet her command. 
Ther, Where Duty and and my Inclination * me, 3 
There needs no Invitation. | 
Cleo. Already, Uncle, he has promis di ir. 
Im. Sir, is this the Man to whom all Dacia is ſo. much oblig'd? 
Han. This is that gallant Man whoſe fingle Valour 
Has gain'd the Victory over the Nomades, | 
Who kil'd their King, and ſcatter d all their Forces ; 
And when my feeble Strength C which Age and * ö 
Tal made — for 8 Toils) grew fr, 
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He like nem, bore my aged Limbs Wenn. 
Through all che Fiery Dangers of the Battle. 
Therſ. Too much you ve ſaid to my Advantage, Sir, 
Robbing the Gods and Fortune of their Glory. 
Im. Rank me amongſt your Captives; for I find 
Whether you fight, or not, you muſt be Victor 9 Therſ. 
. «Enter Vallentio, Urania, Pimante; Vall. W and delivers 
— Urania to the Princeſs, I 
Cleo. What new Encounters this? 
Vall. I need not ask where 7 ſhall pay my Duty: 
My wonder will direct me to your Feet. 
 Clev. Who knows the Man that makes me ſuch a F: 
Hon. Madam, he is an Officer of mine, 


A worthy gallant Fellow; 


Bur that y knows what Cities are, | 
But as he'as veiw'd em through their batterd Walls, - 
And after join'd em to your Territories. 5 
Cleo, Riſe high in her Eſteem that loves a Soldier. [ He riſes, 
Vall.- I need &— nothing for my Priſoner, PR, | 7 200 
Whoſe Looks. reccommend her: only this, | 
It was my Will I made her fo, - - . * 
Who ne re refus AArill then to take your Enemies. 
Therſ. It is Urania, ſhe'll know me, and begray me. ¶ Aſedr, 
Cleo. Say, lovely Maid, whom, and from w 1 : 
Ura. A Scythian, Madam, and till now your Fo. 
Pim. Aye, Madam, we took her, we took her. 
Cleo. 85 fair av one muſt merit my Eſteem - 
1 hope there are not many ſuch fine Creatures 
Brought into the Camp againſt us; if there * ir nth 
The Scythians cannot doubt of n rh! Los ate, £: 
——Thy Name and Buſineſs here? „ 
Vra. UVrania, Madam ——-: fo 
5 — were too tedious for your Ear, 
were it fit I ſhould relate it here, 
- But 'tis not as an Taemy I come... 
„ "Tis rather, Madam, to receive my Doom, "2; 
Nor am I by the chance of War TY | 
Bur 'ris a willing Captive I am made: D 4 
When I confefs my Fault is only Loye : | 
EA r 2 
ow to nor cou d to you : 
As Libery for Ranſom you deny; 1. 0 
I dare not fay chat this ĩs Cruelty, * 
Since yet you may be plead co give me Kae | | 
3 m, wich whom L muſt | nor live, 2 
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ner Excellent Maid! what generoſity her Love has raupht 


her ! 
Cleo. Thar you Eſteem me cruel, is unkind, LA. 
- But Faults of To muſt forgiveneſs find. 
| Amintas Chains had far more eafie been, 
. Had he been leſs a Favourite to his King; 
ut you, Urania, may perhaps redeem 
That Captive which I would not render them. 
Ura. Madam, this bounty wou'd exceed Beliel, 
Bur you too generous are to mock my Grief : 
And when _ ſhall m' unhappy Story learn, 
| 'Twill juſtifie my vos your Concern. 
Cleo. I need bs ene for what I do, 
But that I will, and then it muſt be ſo. | 
Ura. The Prince of Sothia in the Camp of Daria 0 | 
5 be * — or WP i 
m thus ing me : \ 75 ü 
— — nothing but Amintas like him. | 
Cleo, Come, let's. to Court, by this the Queen expects us 
You my fair, Priſoner muſt along with me : e akes her Hand 
—Thy Hand, N too.— Non, tell me, 
T Takes bim with the ther Han, 
What Sgthia char behlods me thus ende, | 
Would not repine at my Felicity, = 
—_ ſo brave a Friend, ſo fairan Enemy. [Aen. 


ACT II. SCENE L Aller Prim 
on the Sea. © 


ies little Nine on the Inte 


Enter Orſames wih bis Arms cleſs, looking melanchnl, faul h 
4 * r e 4 

07% Do not li is Muſick; | en ö 9 

It pleaſes me at firſt, 5 . 

Bur every touch thoy giv ſt that is fol and low An 818 

_ ſuch Impreſſions. here, 8 5 

puzzles me beyond Philoſophy * "Ws 

15 find the meaning of ; [his nnd, 

Begets — Notions of I Knott not what, — 

And leaves a ind i 
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- Ger. You were not wont to think ſo. 


But fince with rime grows ripe atid 1 f 
And will be active, though but ill emplo a” | 
Geron, thou ſt — told me, 


That this ſame admirable Frame of Nature, 


"ow " 


* Id. 


This — and this Harmony of things, 


Was admiration, * bo 
yer thou ſay'ſt all Men are like to us, | | 

Poor, 25 ene Philoſophers. | 
I, tomy ſelf could an Idea frame 
Of Man, in much more excellence. 
Had I been Nature, I had varied ſtill, 
And made ſuch different Characters of Men, 
They ſhould have bow'd and made a God of me, 
Ador'd, and thank d me for their great Creation - a 
| o, tell me, who's indebted to her Bountie?: 
Whoſe needleſs Bleſſings we deſpiſe, nor praiſe. 

Ger. Why, what wou d you have done, had you been Nature? 
| - Orſ. Some Nen I wou'd have made with mighty Souls, 
with Thoughts unlimited by Heaven or Man; 7 Js 

I wou'd have made 'em—as—thou paint ſt the Gods. F 


Ger. What to have done ? | | 
Orſ. To have had Dominion o'er the lefſer World, 4 
A ſort of Men with low ſubmiſſive Souls, | 
Thar barely ſhou'd content themſelves with Life, 
And ſhould have had the Infirmities of Men. 
As fear, and awe, as thou haſt of the Gods; 
And thoſe I wou'd have made as numberleſs _ 
As Curls upon the Face of yonder Sea, it 
Of Which es each Blaſt drives Millions to che Shoar; | 
Which wy ng, res for Millions N h 
Fer. But what if the e, lo numerous, though umble. 
Refuſe Obedience to the mighty few? ; 
Orſ. I would deſtroy them, and create anew. 
— not obſerv d the Sea? 1.6 
Where every Wave that haſtens to the Bank 
Though in its angry Courſe it overtake a =P petty = 
How unconcern'd twill triumph o'er their Ruin, 
And make an eaſy Paſſage to the Shoar 
Ger. Which i i its proud career 'ewill roughly kifs, 
And * 8 9 7 2 
Orſ. W u an ough tame practable- 
Are mortal, f muſt W fall; | 
oeh that thought! that damn'd reſiſtleſs thought? | | an 
e it OP Fate its time, 5 | 
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Auf makes me with for what Ifta wou'd bun ,— 8 
Ger. Appeaſe your ſelf with thoughts of future Bliſs, 

On. Future Bliſs! the Dreams of lazy Fools 
Why did my Soul take Habication here, f 
Here in this dull unactive piece of Earth! 
Why did it not take Wing in its Creation, 
And ſoar above the hated Bounds of this ? 
| What does it lin here?. 
0 Ger. To make it ſelf fit for that glorious end 
Twas firſt defign'd for. 
By patient ſuffering here. 
Orſ. But Geron, {till to live! ſtill chus to live 
In expectation of that future Blifs, 
(Though I believ'd it) is a ſort of Vertue 
I find the Gods have not inſpir d me with. 
1 4 Philoſophy will teach you, Sir. 
Orſ. Not to be wiſe, or happy 
Fll hear no more of you Philoſophy. 
-Leave me- For I, of late deſire to be . thee. 
Ger. This Diſobedience, Sir, offends che * 
Orſ. Let em do their wo 
For I am weary of the Life t ey gave. | 
Ger. He grows too wiſe to be impos d upon, 
And I unable to withſtand his Reaſons [ Ger. ges out. 


Af lies downon the Ground, 
Enter 


Urania, Keeper. | 
Keeper. This Ring is ſufficient Warrant, and your, path on the 
right nd will lead you to the Lord Amintas — but have a 
care you advance no further that way. [ Keeper Exit. 
Ura. What ſtrange Diſorder does poſſeſs my Soul! 
And how my Blood runs ſhivering through my Veins, 
As if, alas, 't had need of all its Aid, 
At this encounter with my dear Amintas. | 
Orſ. Ha! what Noiſe is that? (He FOURCS. 
A 5 1 * a your * — elſe ic was the fear 
oomy place es t enter | 
—y, I was forbad that Walk. 25 . 
BY —Heavens! Ihave forgot Which twas 1 ſhould have taken, 
, Il eall my Love to guide me—Amintas, Amintas.— 
Orſ. What Voice is that: 
Methought „n? Liveernefs int than Gerd —— - 
Riſes, gares, ary a to ber. 
— charming Thing art Thou? 
Ura. Tis not Amintas yet I ſhould not fear, 
He looks above the common rate of Men. 
A, can you direct my WT = 


— 
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To find 4 Priſoner out call Amintas [ ATI p 


Orſ. ——Oh Gods! it ſpeaks, -: hats and ads like me; | 


It is a Man, a +: hn Man ! 
Whom Nature made to pleale me. 
————-Fair thing, pray if 
Thy Voice has Mufick int thar does tired 

All Geron's Lutes, pray bleſs my Ears again. . 

Dra. Sir, as you're Noble, as you are a Gentleman, 

Inſtruct me where to find my Lord Amintas. 

Orſ. Bright Creature! ſure thou wert born i' th upper World, 
Thy Language is not what we practice here; 
Speak on, thou Harmony to every Senſe, 
 Raviſh my Ear as well as Sight and Touch. 
* Ura. y he's mad —— nay, Sir, you muſt not touch me. 

Orſ. Perhaps thou art ſome God deſcended hither, | 
8 [ Retires and bows, 

And cam ſt to puniſh, not to bleſs thy Creatures 13 
Inſtruct me how to adore you ſo, | 
As to retain you here m Houſhold God, 
2 And Land Geron ſtill will kneel and pray * 

Dra. Alas, Tam a Woman. | 

Orſ. A Woman! what's that? 
Something mbre powerful than a 8 r 
For ſure that Word awes me no leſs than rother. 


Ura. What can he mean—oh, 7ſhall die with fear [Ae | 


ir, I muſt leave you. 

0. Leave me! oh no, not for my future Being! 

Lou needs muſt live with me, and I will love you; 

I've many things that will invite Ka W 

I have a Garden compaſs d ro | 
Whigh'every day ſhall ſend freſh . — 48 lab, 44 wk 
To make thee Wreaths to crown thy ſofter Temples. ' 

Geron ſhall deck his Altar up no more 

The gawdy Flowers ſhall make a Bed for thee, 

Where we will wanton out the heat o'th' day 
F thete, chat riſe and fall . 


+, © [Touches her — 


Like Waves, blown gently up by ſwelling Winds ; 

Sure thou haſt other Wonders yet unſeen, 5 

Which theſe gay things maliciouſly do hide. 

Ura. Alas, I am undone, what ſhall do: 

., -Nature, thy Conducts wiſe! nor could oy Favours 

Be giv'n to one more apprehenſive of m1 

y, lovely Waman/ . | 

Impatient of delay, | 

Can you Nr me what L un to 0 0 - [ Sight. 
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Undreß, and let me lead thee ro my Bed, * 

Ura. Alas, Sir, what to do? defend me Heaven! [ Aſide. 

O. Why, I will hold cthee———thus, between my Arms, 
III ſee thee ſleep, and wonder at thy form, | 
hen wake thee to be gazing on thy Eyes, 
And ſomething more - but yer I know not what. p 

Ura, His whole Diſcqurie amazes me, "3 
And has more Ignorance than Madneſs int: | =_— 
But how ſhall I ger free? | 

Orſ. Thou wi in tient too, come, let us in 
Goes to take her in, in, ſhe * to gt free, 


| be ſtruggles with 
ra. Hold off, you are rude. 
O. This is the prettie play Leer was at, | | 
* A the better. ¶ Takes her in his Arms to carry ber off. * 
p, help. | 1 
Enter Amintas in Fetters. = 


Amin. A Woman's Voice ——Villan, unhand the Lady. 
Orſ. Ha! what new thing art thou ? 
Amin. One ſent from Heaven to puniſh Raviſhers. ———— 
b  (Snatches Ura. while Orſ. is gazing on him. 
Off. Thou It cal up an unwonted Paſſion in me, —_ «2 
And theſe be the effects on't. | 
(org fits an; thy rer. and fall 
on. 
Ger. Hah ! what's 2 — 2 Woman too! 
We are undone — Madam, I pray retire 


lira, geen into Amin“: Apartment: 
For here's no ſafety for your 5 


Ura. I galdly take your ir Counſel, | 
Orſ. What art thou? ; EF 
Amin. That which I ſeem to be. . 
Orſ. Then thou tt a God; for till I ſaw a Woman, 
I neyer ſaw a ching fo fine as thou: 
And tis bur juſt thou ſhould'ſt be more 2 


That durſt command that Creature from 


my Arms. . 
Amin. It is the King I know it by his Innocence, and 
Ignorance: 5 (Aide, 
—Riſe, 1 beſeech you, Sir, and 

0. 80 I could live a Year 


on me. | 
looking on thee; 


But where's the Creature call'd it ſelf a Woman? , 
Ger, What Woman, Sir? 
Orſ. Ha! Geron, where's the woman? 
Ger. What do you mean, Sir? \ 
Orſ. The Heavenly Woman! that was here but now. 
Ger. I faw * I what you mean. 
| 2 | 


Of. 


| 

} 
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Orf. Not, what I mean ? thou could 't not be ſo dull: 
| wa ist that I have ſtrove for all this while? 
0 TIl leave him too, my Preſence may be hurtful, 


And follow the Lady that's fled to my Apartment. ¶ Amin. Ex. 
Orſ. Go fetch the Woman, or by Heaven Tl! fling thee into 
% , 


the Sea. 5 n | 
- N 222 


JIE -* 


Ger. I muſt delude him. 


Orſ. Fly, why ſtay ſt thou dully here? and bring the Woman. 


Ger, Sure you are Frantick. | 
Orſ. I am fo, and thou ſnalt feel the effect ont, 


Y Unleſs thou render back that lovely Creature. 


Ger. Oh! this is perfect madneſs, Sir, you are loſt; 


Call back your noble Temper, and be calm. 


Orſ. No, there's « furious Tempeſt in my Soul, | 
Whieh nothing can allay but that fine thing. 2 
Ger. Hear reaſon yet no Humane Being can get entrance here; 


Iook round this Caſtle, and no other Object 


Will meet your Eyes, but a warry Wilderneſs, 
And diſtant and unhabitable Lands; 
What Airy Viſion has poſſeſs d your Fancy ? 


For ſuch the Gods ſometimes afflict Men with. 
| Of Ha / an Airy Viſion; - Oh but it cannot be; 1 
By all that's good, twas real Fleſh and Blood. 5 


Ger. And are you ſure you are awake? 

Orſ. As theu art now. | = | 
Ger. Then twas an Apparition. "IP 5 

Orſ. Away — thou'ſt often cold me of ſuch Fooleries, 
And I as often did reprove thee fort. 


Fer. From whence, or how ſhould any living thing get hither? - 


Orſ. It dropt, perhaps, from Heaven, or how, Iknow nor; 
But here it was, a ſolid livin 2 | 


Lou mighr have heard how long we talk d together. 


Ger. I heard you talk, which brought me to this place, 
And found you ſtruggling on the ground alone; 
But what you meant I know not. SEA 
Orſ. — Tis ſo—I grant you chat it was'a Vifion—— 


Aon ſtrong is Fancy /——yet——it is impolſible 


Have I not yet the Muſick of its Words??? 


Like anſwering Ecchoes leſs ning by degrees, 
Inviting all the yielding Senſe to follow ;' 


Have not my Lips (that fatally took in—— —. 
Undreſt from ev ry tquch of chat fair Hand) 


The ſweer remains of warmth receiv'd from thence, 
Beſides the unerring Witneſs of my Eyes? 


And can all theſe deceive me? tell me, can 


dy! 
Cr. Moſt certainly they have, | ds 


/. Then 


% 
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Orſ. Then let the Gods take back what they fo vainly gave. 
Ger. Ceaſe to offend, and they will ceaſe ro puniſh. 
Or. But why a Woman? cou d they ſecure my Faith 
By nothing more afflicting? 4 
Ger. Shapes Divine are moſt perplexing, - 
To Souls, like yours, whom Terrours cannot frig 


It leaves deſires of what it cannot gain, 


And ſtill ro wiſh for thapw——— _ | 
Is much the greateſt torment of the Mind. 
Orſ. Well ſaid, but Geron, thou'ſt undone thy Aim, 


And us d the only Argument cou'd invite me 


T offend again, that thus I might be puniſſid. 


The Gods themſelves invite me to the Sin! 98 

Not ſee ng 4 Woman, I ne er had bin. [Tren 
5 einer 9 
2 Enter Amintas in Fetters with Urania. 

Amin. My gallant Maid! this Generoſity, 

Above thy Sex, and much above my Merit, 

I never can repay: my dear Urania, 

Thou didſt outdo thy Sex before in Beauty, 

In all the Charms that makes em ſo ador d; 

But this laſt Act, this noble Mark of Love, 

Begets a reverend Wonder in my Soul, 


And I beheld thee as ſome ſacred thing, | 
That—this way ſhould be worſhipp' 


8 ¶ Kxeels and kiſſes her Hand, 
Dra. Tm glad you have ſo kind a Senſe of that * 

Which ev'ry Maid that lov'd like me wou d do; 

What cou d you leſs expect. ah my Amintas, 

That fatal Night before our Wedding - day, 


Being alarm d by the Enemy, 


And you were ſent to try your Force with theirs 3 


. My Heart foretold your Fate; and that ſame Night, 


Whoſe darkneſs vail'd my Bluſhes all alone, 

Dreſt liſte a Youth I haſted from the Court, 

And being well mounted, ſoon o'ertook the Army, 
When all unknown, I got ſo near your Perſon, 


That in the Fight I had the Glory twice, 


To ſerve you, when Horſes being kill'd, 
I ſtill gs you wie freſh, whoſe Riders | 5 
Thy Yalour had diſmounted. - | | 


Amin. Oh Gods ! wert thou that Boy, 1 
Whom oft I ſaid, I thought wawſent from Heaven, 


And beg d t' encounter when the Fight was ended? | 
Vra. The ſame, twas all you'd time to ſay; for after that, 
Venturing too far, they took you Priſoner, 
| 'YE Amin 


1 


„ 


= 
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To make my Application to the races, 
Jo try (ſince mighty Ranſoms were  refug'd ) 


And you muſt only wear Loves Fetters now: 


———Come; nale, Anita, from this horrid Place, 
es And be thy ſelf again, appear in Arms. 


* © # 


Amin. Oh with what Shame I look upon your Bounty, 
Which all my Life's too little ro acknowledge; 
What follow'd then, my dear fair Vrania? 

Da. I gladly wou'd have been a Priſoner too, 
Bur I appear'd a poor dejected Boy, 

That was not worth their Fetters; 
—Then I reſoly'd upon this laſt Adventure, 


Knowing her noble Nature ; 


What ſimple Love would do, and in my way 

J lighted on a Druid, who in's Youth 

Had liv'd inWburrs, but now retir'd to Shades, 

And is a little Menarch o'er his Flocks, - | 

To him I told my Story, who encourag d me in my reſolv d deſign, 
Hnd 7 ſo luckily have made an Intereſt 

In Cleomena's Heart, 

Theſe Chains ſhe's given me Freedom to diſmiſs, 


[She takes off * Chains, 


The $Scythians are encampt within thy View, | f 
And ere three Births of Day the Armies meet; 8 B 
Th Eyent of which, Tat the Druid's Cell 
Will wait; ſending continual Vows to Heaven 

For thy dear Safety : there when the Fight 15 done YE 
I wiſh to meet thee ; P 


— Bur now your Country ex . 
And I love Gl n NN 5 


Amin. . if the Pinch 


Yi xx how che Gals of War go move 
o grant me Vi or the vanquiird prove; 
— be RG ; 


r (.Exeunt, 
 "'$CENE UL, | A Grove, 


[; 
Obliges here, ao lefs than Duty there; 5 5 h 
8 
þ 


r 
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. 
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And ſee where ſhe approaches. 


L 


Therſ. The Gods inſpire it, ü their Work alone ; 


I know ſhe is my Enemy, hates Therſander, 


Has ſent for all che neighbouring Kings for ai 
That hither Artabaſes and . " 
Have brought their Powers t aſſiſt againſt my Crown: 
But what of this? She loves me as Clemanths, 
Which will ſurmount her Hatred to the Scythians : 
Oh, 3 did'ſt thou know her Charms, 
Thou'dft alſo know tis not a mortal Force 
That can ſecure the Heart: She's all divine! 
All Beauty, Wir, and Softneſs! and ſhe loves! 
Already I have found the grateful Secret; 
She Scorns the little Cuſtoms of her Sex, 
And her belief of being ſo much above me, 
permits her to encourage m Det ; 
She gives a Boldneſs to my Flame, 
And entertains me with much Liberty. | 

He. Were all this true, you're equally unhappy ; 


She muſt be only his that conquers you, 


That wins her Crown and lays it at your Feet. 
Therſ—-Love never conſiders the Event of things, 

The Path before me's fair, and Ill purſue it; 

Fearing no other Forces than her Eyes, 

Bright og the Planets under which they're born. 
Ly,—-an& will you let her know you are in love? 
Therſ,—\**all my Sighs, if Eyes ſtill fix d on hers 

With Languiſnment and Paſſion will inform her, 


Fl let her know my Flame, or periſh inth' Attempt.” 


Eee you declare it as you now appear ? 

And can you hope, that under the Degree 

Of what indeed you are, ſhe will permit it? 

And your Diſcovery is your certain ruin. 
Therſ, Thy Counſel, dear Lyſander, comes too late, 


/ 


She's in the Grove, where now I muſt attend her, 


Enter Cleomena, Semiris. 


Cleo. The Stranger, ſay you, grown of late ſo penſive. 
l muſt enquire the Ciuſe - what if it ſnou d be Love? 


And that too not for me! hah my Semiris / 
That Thought has given me Pains I never felt; 


—Gods ! why comes he not? I grow impatient now; | 


ay, didſt thou bid him wait me in the Grove? 
Sem. Madam, I ſpoke to him my fſelt——— 
Cleo. And told him I wou'd ſpeak with him / 


yy } 


Sem. As you commanded me, I faid. 
Cleo, It er | 
* 4 


= 
4 


: * 7 1 * 2 
- 


327 


A who 


5 
* 


| 
bi 4 


* 
. - 
} 
; o 
1 d 
- 
. 


- The Lan King ; 1 


328 
Who is ſo ſlow in his Obedience: 
Where found you him? 


Sem. Pth' Antick Gallery, Madam. 

Cleo. Gallery / what did he there? tell me exatily, - 

I haye no Picture there. | 

Sem. Madam, he was viewing that of Olympia your fair Couſin, 

Bur for the Excellency of the Work, not Beauty, | 
Cleo. Thou art deceiv'd; viewing her Picture, ſay you? 

Uh thou haſt touch d a tender part, Semiris; 


Dut yonder's he chat can allay my Rage, (Sees Therſander. | 
And clam me in that Love by every look. | | 


—Clementhis, you abſent your ſelf too much 
From thoſe to whom your Preſence is agreeable ; 
I hear that you are grovn retir d of late, 

And viſit ſnady Groves, walk thus and ſigh 
Like melancholy Lovers; has the Court, 

(Who for your Entertainment has put on 
More gayety than in an Age before + Hy 
Nothing that can divert you?—Cea your * ; 


Bows low. 
Fam your your Friend, and if ought harbour there, 
Within that ſullen Breaſt, impart it here 5 
And Fll contribute any ching to eaſe you. N 
Come —boldly tell thy Grief; | 


I have an Intereſt in thy noble Life ; 


perhaps, 11ice you are arriv'd at Court, you've ſcen 
Some Beauty that has made a Conqueſt o'er your Heart; 


hoe er ſhe be you cannot fear Succeſs. 


Ther. The Honours you have heap'd upon your al | 


Have been — 
To have d any bold Attempt; 
And here are Beauties would transform a God, 


Much more a Soldier, into an amorous Shape ; 


——Bur, I confeſs, with , I broughe no Heart | 
Along with me to Courr, "afrer that 
What acceptable Sacrifice can I offer? 


This makes me ſnun the Pleaſures of your Court, 
And ſeek Retirements ſilent as my Griefs.  » 
Cleo. It ſeems you were a Lover eerl ſaw you, 
* * from your Miſtreſs make you . 

Madam, do not ask me * ny Quel 
dir I ſhould merit Pity, 


| The dtc may arrive unto her Knowledge, 
=o ya jor e the humbleſt of 8 
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Cleo. Give me your Hand, we'll walk a little. 
VET —_ [ They go and fit down on a Bank. 
no do you like this Grove? * 
Ther. As I do every place you're pleas d to bleſs. 
Heaven were not Heaven were Gods not preſent there; 
And where you are, tis Heaven every where. 
Cleo. Look Clemanthis—on yonder tuft of Trees, 
Near which there is a little murmuring Spring, 
From whence a Rivulet does take its riſe, 
And branches forth in Channels through the Garden; 
»— Twas near a place like that - where firſt I ſaw Clemanthit 


15 [ Sighing, 
Ther. Madam, be pleas'd to add, twas alſo there 
Clemanthis left his Liberty at the Feet 
Of Divine Cleomena / 1 N 
And charg d himſelf with thoſe too glorious Chains, 
Never to be diſmiſt but wich his Life She riſing in anger, he kneels. 
Cleo. How, Clemant his. | 7 
Ther. Ah! Madam, if I too preſumptuous grow, 
From your Commands, and all your Bounties to me, 
You ſhould forgive the Pride you do create, 
And all its ſtrange Effects; 
Which if J have miſtaken, let me die. 
Only this Mercy grant me, to believe, | 
That if our Adorations pleaſe the Gods, . 
Mine cannot be offenſive to my Princes, | 
Since they are equally Religious. , 
Cleo. Stranger — before I puniſh thy Preſumption, 
Inform me who it is that has offended ; 
Who giving me no other knowledge of him, 
Than what his Swerd has done—dares raiſe his Kyes to me? 
Ther. Madam, what you demand is juſt, 27 7 
And I had rather die _y you; 
But I am conſtrain d by a Neceſſity 1 
(Which when you know, you certainly will pardon) 
For ſome time to conceal my Birth and Name. 
Cleo. Fill then you ſhould have kept your Flame conceal d, 
T had been leſs diſobliging from a criminal one, 
Whoſe Quality had juſtify' d his Boldnefs. | 
Ther. Ah! Madam, wou'd Heaven and you wou d find no o- 
ther Difficuley than want of Quality to merit you. 
Cles. I muſt confeſs, Clemanthis, with a Blu 
That nothing of the reſt diſpleaſes me. 55 
Ther. Ah, Madam, how you bleſs me! 
And now with Confidence I dare aſſure you, | 
Thar which ſhould render me more worthy of you, 0 


3 
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Shall be in me found more to your Advantage, 


Than in thoſe Princes who have taken on 'em "3. 6,08 Af 
The Glory of your Service. _. | Lo 
Cleo. As Jam very reaſonable, and do act | 
With more Sincerity than Artifice, 1 
Til now defire no more. £ . 
But have a Care you uſe my Bounty well ; + 354; 0000 
For I am now grown kind enough to think ; 1 
That all you ſay is true. 3 Th 
 Therſ, Madam, banifh me your Preſence, as the Man | Th 
Ot all the Werld unworthy to adore you, | | _ 
If I preſent not to you in Clemanthis . Th 
A Man enough conſiderable to hope. r 10 
Cleo. Bur oh / Clemant his, 1 forgot my Fate, Up 
My Deſtiny depends upon my People ; == 
Urg'd by the Queen, they've made a Reſolution As, 
To give me to that Prince who does moſt powerſully | 
Advance the Ruin of the King of Scythia. _ 5 Yo 
Tben. Madam, I am not ignorant of the Conditions hon 
Thar are impos'd on thoſe pretend to you; Bu 
I will not only ſerve you in this War, n et _ 
With more Succef$ than an, a "94g 
But ſer the Crown of 'Scythia on your Head. | 10 
Cleo. That's bravely ſaid. ae a Th 
- They. Perhaps, it ſeems extravagantly ſpoken, 
In che Condition you behold me now ; G0 
But here I vow——T never will demand - [Kneels. To 
The Devine Cleomena till I hdve/crown'd her L To 
4 | Yes, Madam, till I have crown'd her Queen of Scythia, | Rec 
- - —Till then—give me but hope—cnough live [Riſes L 
| Cles. Thats to your Perſon due; and when IKnoõπ | Aff, 
Who tis I favour I wif more allow. c 10 
1 | Sem. Madam the Queen is here | L 
 _ Enter Queen, Honorius,Artabazes, Iſmenes, Guards, Attendants, & c. Ih. 
B Queen. I'm glad to fee you all in Readineſs ; OY * 
To morrow 7 intend to be i' th Camp. * f 
And Cleomens is your General. 0 
Since tis her Cauſe we fight, it is but juſt - 
She ſhare the Danger of it with the Glory. Fe wel The 
Arta. We all approve it, Madam, and are proud — 
Fair Cleomena that a Witneſs be r 1 But 
Of what we do to ſerve her, | | 7 | To 
And ſee the eaſie Conqueſt we ſhall make _ 5 
Upon the Perſons of her Enemies. 2 | 2 de 
* Hon. I know not, Sir, what you may do, | , Bro 


Aut we have found it not ſo eaſie. | | 
SA ; | . = Ayſa, 


; 


"M * 


a. 
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Arta. Oh there's no doubt, but we'll depopulate Sqtbhia, 
And lead its King, with the vain Prince his Son, ' 
Loaden with Irons to is Triumphs. L 

Therſ. Madam, I-muſt conteſs your Force is great, 

And the Aſſiſtance of theſe Men, conſiderable ; 
Yet I adviſe your Majeſty ro prepare 

For the Defeat of the great King of Scythia, 

As to a Buſineſs much more difficult 

Than they preſent it to you; for I know . 

The Forces of that Nation are-not leſs, [ Looks with ſcorn on them. 
Conſider too, that King was never conquered, 
Though theſe believe to dot with ſo much eaſe. 
I oft have een Therſander, that young Prince, 
Upon whoſe Sword Fortune her ſelf depends, 
——_ I can tel[ſ—he's not wy chain'd, 

As, Artabazes, you imagine him. 

Arta. What, do you think to fright us with the Praiſes 

You give our Enemies? 

—[ have heard of that King, and of Therſander too; 

But never heard of ſo much Terrour in em, | 

Should make us _pevet an ill Succeſs ; 

—Ang, you, Clemanthis, do not know us well, s 

To think we'll tremble for the Prince of Scythia, 

Though many ſuch as you ſhould take his part. 5, | | 

Therſ. How many ſuch as 1! | lf Comes up to his Breaſt, W 
Gods! wiſh your ſelves no cther Enemies | 
To join with that young Prince ; 

To conquer him and many ſuch as I, 
Requires a Number of ſuch Kings as you. 

Iſm. It is too much, Clemanthis ; were you well | 
Affected to the Service of the Queen, on . 
"They. Madam, L humbly beg your Pardon * | 

erſ. Madam, y beg your on, 
I have fail'd in the Reſpett I owe you, a 
By what Te ſaid in favour of your Enemies, 
Whom, _— think ſo eaſily o'ercome, | 
You will negle& that Power ſhould make you Victor. 
Queen. Tis Vertue, Sir, that makes you give what's due, 
Though to the Advantage of thoſe Men you oy 
— muſt not have you take ought ill from him. [Ire King, 
But bd wary all unanimouſly join'd n 
To us in this War, fo all imbrace, 8 
F * ( Therf. ſalutes em cold!y. 
Be one and ever Friends. 


Brother, I leave the Cendu} of this hopeful Army [T6 Hon 
* een 


% 
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To your unqueſtion'd Care; and if you can, 
Oblige this noble Stranger lor ever —— our Service, 
Cles. Uncle, TIl to the Camp with you; 
And you, Clemanthis, muſt be near me ſtill. 
Therſ. bows, All go out | but Ther. Hon, 
Almen Therſ. Hon. I. Vander, 
Hun. Clemanthis, you are troubled. 
Therſ. I a a 0 2 _ tis gone: | 
Hon. You ſhou'd not blame them, Sir, for envying 
"3 fo young, and ſuch a Name in War ! "oy 
t, Sir, is only your Eſteem of it. 
Fong No, dear Clemant bis, * I may declare 
To all the World and thee, how much I prize it. 
Without conſulting of your Quality, 
ITIl make you abſolute Maſter of my Fortune. ' | 
Ther. Heay ns ! whence this Generef [ Aſide, 
Hon. I have a Daughter, Sir, an only Child F 
Whom all the World eſteems a vertuous one, 
And for whoſe Love Princes have ſu'd in vain, 
I now with Joy will render you in * 
T berſ. I am undone, 
It is a Princeſs, Sir, I much admire, - 
But never durſt behold her with Eyes of Love, 
A Maid ſo much above me. 1 4 
Hon, I am a Man, whoſe martial Diſpoſition 9 81 It 
Renders unartful in my Language, 
I cannot ſtudy fineneſs in my Words, * 
But with Sincerity declare my Heart, 3 ' 
And do propoſe this Marriage with Olympia, . 
For your Advantage and the publick Intereſt, 
Beſides my own Content. | 
_ - Therſ. Have you conſider'd, Sir, I am below her? 
Hon. No more of that, go viſic my Olympia + Th 
She is prepar'd to give you Entertainment. (Hon, Ex. Of 
. Ther. Marry Olympia! © 1 
No. could he with Ohmpia give the World, 
1 could not love, not marry her. 
Oh my Lyſander / what evaſion now? 
———Didfſt hear he ole * of the General? 
H. I did, great Sir, and what will return? 
Tberſ. If I refuſe, I muſt offend the Man | 
To whom of all the World I am moſt oblig'd, 
And one who knowing me but by my Services, 
Offers me what Therſander might accept. 
It is fir you ſhould conſult the princeſs, Sir, 
* tis yu ought to do. 
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Therſ. T'll take thy Counſel—and wait upon Olympia : | 


es, I will go viſir her, tho* but to proye © - 


No Torment can be like diflembled Love. 


SCENE Iv. A Chamber. 
Enter Queen, Cleomena, Honorius. 
Queen. Is't poſſible, my Brother, you can have 
So great à Paſſion for the publick good, 20 
As willing to ſacrifice your Child to its Repoſe, 
And make her Arms the ſoft and eafie Chains 
To link this gallant Stranger to our Intereſt? 
Hon. His Virtue I prefer above a Crown. 

Cles. You ſnou d love Virtue as you — to love it; 0 
Not give it over · meaſure But are you ſure he will accept it? 
Hon. I am not certain, being not come ſo far; | 

But I-propos'd it, and no doubt he lik d it. 
Cles. This cannot be his Malice; for he was ever noble, 
Hon. talks to the Queen. 
But falſe or feign'd, I can endure no more ont; 


—Hy Heaven this Strangers falfe / falſe as his Name! 


——Semlris found him gazing on her Picture: 
is ſo——he loves Olympia 7 | f f 
And when I askt the Name of her he lov d, 
I urg'd it wich ſuch ſolgneſs in my Eyes, 
That he in Pity of ore twas 1: | 
Now can 7 find how'much my Soul's re 
With Love, ſince tis with Jealouſie oppreſt. 
ueen. How do you like the Trial of Orſames, 
Which I intend to make? 12 
Am. You'll oblige your People, and do a Mother's Duty. 
Queen. You know twas not the Tyrant in my Nature 
That from his Infancy has kept him ignorant 
Of what he was but the Decrees of Heaven. 
Hun. Madam, tis true; and if the Gods be juſt, 
He muſt be King toe, though his Reign be ſhort : 
You cannot alter thoſe Decrees of Heaven. | 
Queen. The Gods are Witneſs how theſe eighteen Years 
I have with much Regret conceal'd his Birth. 
Hon, You know the laſt Defeat the Sthians gave us, 
Th impatient People broke the Caſtle-gates, - | 
againſt all your Powers were ready to have crown'd him ; 
And ſhou'd we now be conquer'd, nothing lets. 
Will ſtill che mutinous Army: try him, Madam, 
He may be fit for great Impreſſions, 
Had he but good Examples to diſpoſe hin. 
Rueen, I'll have it done to night 


{ Gees at. 


Sa Heaven, 


2 >. 


hut a Paſſion too unfir 


Or, doſt thou come to meer thy juſt Re 
— J ſotnething in his Looks that does preſerve him, 


: Sill be wou'd chem wy Rage, a he ka aburd ay Love 3 


wi 334 | The Young Ning; Or, T 


Heaven, if it be thy Will, inſpire my Son 
Wich Virwe fir *. his Father a. | [Exeunt, 


Scene draws off, diſcavers Therſander ſeemingly courting Olympia. 
Enter Cleomena; ſees them, ftarts, gazes on them, then goes out 
. unſeen; and the Scene cloſes, and changes to her Apartment, ==— 
* She enters in 4 Rage —— 


Cleo. Perfidious Man / am abandon d then? [ Rage, 


— for Olympia / my Shye——— 


RE I lov'd him more than I did Heaven CN. 
Wen 2 be for this Infidelity ? 
Without e | 
No, let me be a ſhame to all my oe ; 
— Oh, Clemanthis to whom 1 fondly gave my Liberty, - 
When firſt I aw thee ſleeping in the Wood: 


For fo much anger as my Soul's d with; 
?Twas but even nn uch Ardor; 
And he, who promis d me the Crown of Sothia, * 


Dar ſt thou become unjuſt, ungrateful Stranger! 


Who having rais d thy Eyes to CI ene, 


Would facrifice her to another Miſtreſs ? 


——Tti Heart which ought not to ve been given awa 
rhe Services and Blood of Kings, * 
— thou loſt it on a falſe Unknown, 


Without being paid for it one ſingle 
Enter Theſander; ſhe draws a Dagger; er: to bill him, hat cat 
Traitor haſt thou the impudence to appear before me? 


Drs to fab bin. 


Or Tm not truly brave, and dare not kill him. 
—600 . whom Tue preferr d 


Before ſo mapy Princes, who in vain 
Sue for this — yes which thou'ſt berray'd. 


Ther. Ah ! Madam, be thus cruel to me, 
n e offended ? 

Cled, Be I fay, if thou weuld'ſt ſave a Life, 
Which thoſe that dare do evil fear to loſe. | 

Ther. Thoſe Eyes thus ordered are far worſe than Death ; 
End what you have ſo wel begun, {> hea.” 


And kill me; 
Tet fro 


another's Hand 
The Blo would be lefs cruel. 
Cleo, Oh 


But 
4 
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Put Monſter, though thou art below m — 

ra yet a Princeſs, I can ay man, 

nf. By Heaven I'll try how much R * invent. 

, Ml Semiris, call Ohympla to me ſtrai 

pra. She ſhall in Triumph with me end ſmile, 

a To ſee thee by ſome Yaſſal bleed. 

* Ther. There needs no other witneſs of my Death, 
But here I have offended ;; 

. To you alone T offer up my Life ; for dying, 
Tre ugh nor to relate may juſtific your Rage, 

oft. Wl Though nor deſerve your Pry. 

Cleo. Hell 
Now I'm rm? d, he fears that ſhe ſhould ſce 
Him die, leſt it ſhould coſt her but a Tear; 5 
—— Why ſhould I want the Strength! 


Offers to preſent the D | 
——But oh, I cannot. 0 the on 


But can thou live falfe Man, and ſee me frown? 
Ther. No, Madam, I can die thus 


ers to fall on bi Sword. 
Cleo. Sta 1 aj 


 —— 

Thou ſhalt not ſo much Glory gain: 

No, live, and prove wretched enough to know _ 

How very podrly thou haſt loſt my Heart. [ Ex. raving. 
er. gaxes after her. 

Ther. Muſt I then live ?- I will obey———farewel 

The faireſt aud und unkindeſt of thy Sex; 1 

It e er it be thy chance to meet wick ene 

That loves more than Therſander, if thou canſt 

Treat him worſe than thou haſt done me— 

For oh / how miſerable is the Wretch, ( whoſe 


W IS: like me, liyes oy to — a [ Exits 


3 * 1 


he Curtain is let FR being * up, di . ſeataf 
on 4 Thrown aſleep, dreſt in Royal Robes, the Cron and Scepter + 
lying by en à Table. On either fide of the Stage Comtiers ready 
dreft, and 2 of Lights. Above is diſcovered the Queen, 
and Women, Pimante,  Artabazes, Iſmenes; Soft 
' Muſt bas plays; whilſt be wakes by 2 and gazes round about 
bim, and on himſelf with Wander. | 


I Ods! what am 7? 
[re is there any others bur 7? 


s 
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Ger. Yes, my great Lord, 
But you're a King, a mighty Monarch, Sir. 
Orſ. I underſtand thee, tis ſome God thou mean ſt. 
Ger. On Earth it is? your Power too is as great: 
Your frowns deſtroy, and when you ſmile you bleſs; 
Ar every Nod, the whole Creation bows, 24 Po 
And lay their grateful Tributes at your Feet; 
Their Lives are yours, and when you dain ta take em, 
There's not a Mortal dares defend himielt ; * 
But that you may the more reſemble Heaven, 
You ſhould be Mercitul and Bountitul. 5 
Orſ. I do believe I am the Ning thou ſpeakeſt of. 
Ger. Behold this Crown this ſacred thing is yours. 
[Kneels and gives him the Scepter and Crown ;, he puts it 
| on and walks about. 
Orſ. It is a glorious Object . 
And fit for none but me- 
ohm. Madam, methinks the King is the fineſt Man = I 
That e er I ſaw— —ſhall he not ſtill be King? 
Qu. I hope he will deſerve it. | 
. So, now methinks I move like Heaven it ſelf, 
All circled round with Stars, 

2  ——Hah!-—whar's this that kneels? ¶ The Queen kneels, he 
Ger. The Queen yu Mother, Sir. — fnatches her up. 
Orſ. By my great ſelf it is another VVoman, 

Which I have burnt with a defire of ſeeing ; 
— Be gone, and leave us here alone together; 
Pve ſomething to imparr to this fair thing, 
Muſt not be underſtood by you. | 
u. VVhy, Sir, what is it you can impart o me, 
Which thofe about you muſt not underſtand ? 
Or/. A new Philoſophy inſpir'd by Nature, 
And much above whatever Geron taught, 
Come and augment my Knowledge. | 
Nu. VVhy me, Sir, more than any one about you? 
Or. Thou art all ſoft and ſweet like ſpringing Flowers, 
And gentle as the undiſturbed Air. UE 
Nu. But I am your Mother. 
Orſ. No matter; thou'rt a VVoman, art thou not? 
- And being ſo, the Mother cannor awe me. q 
Ger. Sir, tis the Perſon gave you Life and Being. 
Or}. That gave me Life! oh how I love thee fort / 
* Come—andTl! pay thee back ſuch kind Return 
Ger. Moſt Royal Sir, this VVoman was 
Net made by Heaven for you; | 5 
Or. Away with your Philoſophy; bug now you ſaid 3 
0 | 


it 
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I was 4 King, a mighty God on Earth, ; 

And by that Power I ma J — do any thing. 
u 


Ger. ” BurKings are as well as Powerful, Sir. 
0r/. Lam ſo to my ſelf, do not oppoſe me. 
Ger. Sir, this is one not meant, not form'd for you. 
Orſ, Am I a God, and can be qiſobey d? 
Remove that Contradiction from my fight, 
And ler him live no longer: Ha, more Women ! 
Etter Olympia and other Women. 
Oh News oy furniſh'd me with ſtore! 
And finer far this es | 
hut what is that whoſe Eyes give Laws & all, N 9 5 
And like the Sun, Eclipſes the leſſer Lights“ 
N. Speak to him Olympia. 
O0rj. Who tells me what ſhe is? 
ohn. Oh how. I tremble! —Sir, 7 am a Maid. 55 
u. A Maid! and may you be approacht with Knees and 


Prayers? K J 
Ohm. Tam your Slave, you muſt not kneel to 3 


Takes him up. 
Orſ. Hove · [oon my Glory's vaniſhe ! . 
Till now I did believe I was ſome God, 
And had my Power and my Divinity 
Within my Will, but by this awful n, 
I find thou art the greater Deity : 
—Pray tell me faireſt, are you not a Woman? 
ohm. I am a Woman, and a Virgin, Sir. 
Orf. Idid believe that thou wert ſomething mare, 
2 7 we ſeen a Woman, and ne er knew | 
diſorder in my Soul before: © 
- every look of thine gi 85 ves me a Pain, 
And draws my Heart out of its wonted Seat. 
ohm. IN Sir, have I hurt you? 
Orſ. Extreamly hurt᷑ me, thou haſt a ſecret power, 
And canſt at diſtance wound, 
Which none but Heaven and you cou'd ever do. 
hut 'was my fault, had I not gaz d on thee, | 
Thad been ſtill a King, and full of Health. 
—Here—receive this Crown,'tis now unfit for me, 
Since thou haſt greater n it fits here — 
He takes off his Crown, and puts it on ber: 
Ic looks like Stars fall'n from their proper Sphere ! a 
— o, now they re fixt again. | 
Qu. Pimante, ſpeak to him to take it back. 
Pim. He kills me with his looks. 
sir, when you part with this, 2 be diſpisd; 


Tour 
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Your.Glory, and your Thunder, all will vaniſh. 
Orſ. I yet have ſomething that ſhall make thee fear, 
I am ſtill a King, though I muſt bow to her; 
Take him away to Death immediately 
Pim. Any where to be out of your ſight 


A King, quotha? [ Exit, 


Or. Come, my fair Virgin, this ſhall be my Altar, 
And I will place thee here my Deity, 
Qu. Great Sir, that Throne is only fit for you. 
Orſ. J ſay again, I'Il have it fir for two? 
Thou art a Woman, thank the Gods for that: | 
——Aſcend, my lovely Virgin, and adorn it; 


* Aſcend, and be immortal as my ſelf. e 


Art. That Throne ſne was not born to. 
Ger. Into the Sea with that bold Counſellor, 


And let him there diſpute with winds and waves. [Art. Exit. 


Being ſeated on a Throne, enter ſeveral in Maſquerades, and Dunce. 
cou d I be ſenſiblè ot any Pleafure, 
But what I take in thee, this had ſurpriz d me. 
Ohm. A Banquet, Sir, atrends you. 4.79 
07. Diſpoſe me as you pleaſe, my lovely Virging © 
For I've reſign d my Being to your Will, * 
And have have no more of what 7 call my own, 
Than Senſe of Joys and Pains, which you cteate. 4 _ 
| [ They riſe, and fit dawn at a Banquet. He gaxes en he, 
ohm. Will you not pleaſe to eat? 
Orſ. It is too groſs a Pleaſure for a King. 
Sure, if they eat, tis fome Celeſtial Food, 


As I do by gazing on thy Eye hu 
Ah lovely Maid' 1 — | 
ohm. Why do you ſigh, Sir? 455 * of” 


Orſ. For ſomething which I want, yet having thee, 
What more can Heaven beſtow to grarifie 
-My Soul and Senſe withal!? * 
Ohm. Sir, taſte this Wine; | 
Perhaps twill alter that deceiv'd Opinion, 
And let you know the Errour of your Paſſion; 
Twill cauſe, at leaſt ſome alteration in you. 
Orſ. Why ſhould'ſt thou ask ſo poor a Proof of me? 
But yet, I will obey; give me the Wine. 
| [ They put ſomething into the Bowl. 
Olym. How do you like it, Sir? | 
. Wh well; but 7 am ſtill rhe ſame, 
Come, give it me again — tis very pleaſant— 
Will you not taſte it coo? 


Methinks my Soul is grown more gay and vigorous; 


What 


— 


e 2 
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owl, 


That 


What T've diank, has deity'd thee more, 


, Heightens the Pleaſure which I take to gaze on thee, 
And ſends a thouſand ſtrange uncafte Joys, 


That play about my Heart, and more tranſport me: 


Drink, my fair Virgin, and pertraps thy Eyes 


May find ſome Charms in me to make thee thus. 
Olym. Alas they've found already but too many. [ Aſide, 
* Orſ. I thought I muſt have gaz d on thee for ever; 
But oh / my Eyes grow heavy in the play, 
As if ſome ſtrange Divinity above me, 
Told me my Safety lay in their Declenſion; 
As it not Sleep ?—ſure Kings do never ſleep ; 
That were a low ſubmiſſipn to a Power © 
A Monarch ſhould deſpiſe——hur yet tis ſo; 
Ye Gods, am I but mortal then? 1 
Or do you ever ſleep? I find ye do; _ 
Eut 7 muſt——and loſe this lovely Object; 
Grant, oh ye Gods, that T may find it in æ Dream, 
Let her Idea hover abour my Soul, + -. 
And keep it ſtill in this harmonious Order 


—Ard gently blow the Flame it has kindled there. [Falls aſteep. 


Enter Geron, Pimante, and Arates. 
Pim. Are you ſure he's allaep? - 
Ger, How do youlike him, Madam ? 
Nu. I fear he is a Tyrant in his Nature. 
Ger. But, ſince he can he ram'd hy Love andBeauty, 
You ſhoald not doubt but he'll be fit ro reign.- 
Q. Remove him now into his own Apartment, 
And ſtill continue to impoſe upon him, | 
Till you receive new Orders. | [ Exeunt. 


SCENE I. 


Enter Cleomena with « Truncheon in her Hand, a Sword and a Qui» 
ver of Artows by her ſide, with Semiris. | 

Sem. Madam, you are fad, 

As if you doubred your Succeſs to Day. 
Cleo. There are ſome Moments wherein I do repent me, 

The too raſh Baniſhment of poor Clemant bis. 

How did he take the Lotter which I ſent? 
Sem. As perſons innocent and full of health 


'Receive unlookr-for Sentences of Death ; 


He figh'd, and ſaid he would your Will; 

And, Madam, had you ſeen Frog Bi Grief, 

You would have thought him innocent. | 
Cleo, Innocent! baniſh that fooliſh Piry from your was, 

2 2 That 
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That would perſwade thee he is innocent. 
Did not I ſee him courting of Olympia ? | 
And can my Eyes deceive me ? | 
Sem. Olympia, Madam / Gods, what do I hear: 
Till now I did not know his fault of Baniſnment. 
Cleo. And was't not cauſe enough? , _. | 
Sem. Ah, Madam, what injuſtice have you done? 
Before Clemanthis came into your Cabinet, | 
He entercain'd me fora pretty while, 
With the Intentions of your generous Uncle, 
He told me how he offer d him Ohm. 
And that he durſt not ſeem to diſeſteem it, 
Being your Uncle, and a Man to whom 
He gw d ſo much; but moſt to hide his Paſſion ; 
And then was coming to conſult with you, 
How he ſhould manage this Affair with him. 


Cles. And is this truth thou tell'ft me dear Semiris? 


Sem. Madam, I do not uſe Cabuſe your Credit. 
Cleo. Fly then, Semiris, and reverſe his Doom. 
Sem, Would I knew whicher, Madam. 

Cleo. Why, is he no longer chen in the Camp? 
Sem. Ah, Madam, is he no longer in the World? 
For tis impoſſible to be imagined , Wee 
He parted hence with any thought of Life. 


Cleo. Send ev'ry way to find him—hark, I'm call'd—— 
4 [ Trumpet ſounds, 


And he that finds him firſt, is made for ever. 
Oh Jealouſie, thou Paſſion moſt ingrate / * 
Thy ills procure more miſchief than thy hate. 
"Tis thou art Tyrant, when Love bears the blame, 
Tis pity thou'rt conſiſtent with Loves Flame; 
T1! not my weakneſs nor reſentment ſnow; 

A Heart like mine, ſhould ſooner break than bow. 
—— Come my Semiris, we too long have ſtay d; 


That Call, till now, was never diſobey'd. ¶ Trumpet ſounds, Ex. 


SCENE III. Sythian Tents. | 


Enter Amintas, dreſt Fine, with Urania. 


Ura. Within this ſhade till the black Pay be paſt, 
Iwill attend thy Fortune, or thy * | 
Amin. The King has taken Horſe, the Fight's hegun, 
And I muſt leave thee to the Gods and Prayer. 
Da. Why was I made a Woman? or being ſo, 
Why had I not a Maſculine Courage given me? 
That ſide by fide I might have ſhar'd thy Glory, 
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Or haye expir d together. | 15 
Amin. Thou wilt undo me with this tenderneſs; 


Come ſend me kindly from thee, 


With Joys about my Heart that may preſerve it; q 
Here reſt till my return; farewel, my Fair. 

Vra. And if I never ſee thee more, farewel— ¶ Amin. Exit. 
Here I will lay me down, and never riſe, | 
Till thou rerurn'ſt with Lawrel, or with Cypreſs. [Sits down, 
Now 7 could curſe the Fortune of my Prince, | 
Who quits a Father for an Enemy, 

To fatisfie a Flame will ruine him. wel noiſe of fighting, 
« 


Ehe Fight increaſes; oh ye Gods of Ba 


In midſt of all your Rage preſerve my re. 
Enter Artabazes over the Stage, and goes out. 
Art. My Nephew kill d! and I diſmounted too! oh curſt Fate! 
Ura. This noiſe has comfort inf, it ſounds like Victory. 
CA hallowing within amongſt the noiſe of jighting. 
Enter Amintas. © te; 
—Oh Gods! Amintas / what haſt Fortune done? 
Amin. The undaunted Scythians never loſt the Field, 
Yer rſt twas doubtful a 
To which fide Fortune would incline her ſelf. 
Imenis kill'd where-e'er he turn d his Sword, 
And quite defeated our Agrippian Forces 
Yer was not ſatisfied, knowing the King | 
To be the price of Cleomona's Heart, 
But ſought him our on all ſides, 
Whom twas not hard to find; | 
For he was hurrying now from Rank to Rank, 
Diſtributing a Death to all Oppoſers. 
But young Iſmenis having piere d the Squadrons, | 
And knowing our great King by ſeveral Marks, 
Boldly cried out, —Defend the Lite 7 claim, 


The King made no reply, but at that word, 


Prepar'd himſelf to fight. ; 
. Ura. Thou kilPſt me, till thou bring him off again, 
Amin. Diſordered thus—the Dacian took advantage, 

And charg'd with ſo much Vigour—we gave Ground, 
When on that fide the ſingle Combat was, 
There appear'd a Body of two thouſand Horſe, 
Led by a Man, whoſe Looks brought Victory, 
And made the conquering Foe retire again; | 2 
But when he did perceive the King engag d, 
VVith unreſiſted Fury he made up, 
And ruſning in between them, 1 | 
Gaye the young Prince a blow upon his Head, | 

| 4 Z 3 That 
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That ſtruck him from his Horſe. „Mis 
After this Victory Therſander's Name 
Did fly from Mouth ro Mouth, 
Inſpiring every Scythian with new Valour : - +». 
He kill'd Philemon, and forc'd Artabazes 
To ſeek his ſafety by his Horſe's flight; 
But here's the Ring retire into this Wood. {| Ura. Exit. 
Enter King, Therſander, Officers and Soldiers. | 
King. Let me once more embrace my dear Therſander. 
Amin. The Prince is wounded, Sir. Hed? ie 
King. He is. bit they look lovely on him. 
Ther. They re too ſlight Marks to give you of my Duty; 
Tour Majeſty has greater need of Care. | : 
Ling. Thou art my beſt Phyſician, and thy fight : 
Heals all the Wounds I have : come in with me, | 
Agd ler me lay thee to my pnting Boſom, , 
ou great Preſerver of my Crown and Lite. 
Ther. TIl wait upon you, Sir. 
5 . Exeunt all but Therſ. and Amin. 
Now let me take thee to my Arms, my Friend; 
For thou arr half my ſelf, my dear Amintas ; 
Thave ſtrange News to tell thee fince we parted, 
And need thy Counſel in an affair of Love—— 
— Thou know?ſt my buſineſs to the Dacian Court, 
Was to have ſet thee free; but oh my Friend! 
In lieu of that, I've made my ſelf a Captive. 
- Amin. Your Story, Sir, /know,but heard withal, 
Ig)he Princeſs did repay your grateful Flame. 
| Ther. Ithought ſhe did, for ſoa while ſhe ſeem d, 
And when 7 thought my ſelf rhe moſt ſecure, 
Being fortify d withall her new-made Promiſes, . 
My blooming hopes were blaſted e er full blown, 
And I receiv'd her Orders for my Baniſhment, 
Which Jas ſoon obey'd: but by the way, 
? did conceive 2 thouſand Revolutions 
Sdmetimes to ſerve my Princeſs—then my Father; 
Sometimes twas Nature got the GETS 5 
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And then again 'twas Love: in pute 

Imet the Levies of the Jadons, | | 

Who were the laſt of all our Chavalry, ' He 

To whom I made me known, and came fo luckily, Fo 

As gain d the yer - diſputing Victor. | 
Amin. *Twas in an happy t. Ih 
Ther. Thus I comply d with what I ow'd my Duty, W. 

But theſe of Love are ſtill unſatis d; W165" 3: - . 


Dare Y, who eould offend to that degree, 
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is eat | 
As to deſerve a Baniſnment from her, 
Approach her uninviced? 
Amin, Twas dangerous, Sir. 4, 
Ther. Then twere the fitter for my Enterpriſe - 
—Bur her diſpleaſure oh my Cleomena ! 
If, for the puniſhment of my Diſobedie nce 


it. You'd only take ny that Life you threaten, 
How willingly 7 would refign it up, " m1 
Rather than undergo this Separation 


Amin. Y ow'l certainly expoſe your Lite by going, 
Whar other reaſon could ſhe have to baniſh you, 
But from her knowledge that you were Therſander / 
And, Sir, you ſee her paſſion for Clemanthis 
Could nor o'ercome her hatred for her Enemy. 

Ther: No, when I call to mind her cruel words; 
It chuſing me before ſo many Kings, 

I find twas the Stranger, not the Scythian, - 

She killiagly addreſt em; therefore Ill venture on in my defign : 
ive order that our Horſes be made ready, 

Whilſt 7 excuſe our abſence to the King: our ſtay will not be lo 

Mean time it may be thought we're gone to view the Camp: 

Intereſt and Love bur rarely do agree, WY d 

Yer I muſt reconcile 'em both in me. 


 *$CENE Iv. The Dacia Tents, 
Enter Queen, Cleo. Hon. Arta. Iſm. Women, Attendants. 


Cleo, *Twas ſtrangely loſt, and yer I dare affirm , 
The Victory had been ours but for Therſander, 
Who like the imperuous Sea d by Land, 
Made breaches and o erflow d all that lay near it. 
Im. J had teveng d you on the King of Sqthia, 
Had his arrival not prevented me. 
Cleo. He is brave, wichout diſpute. 
Im. And tis as certain that he did ſurprize me, 
Without permitting time for my defence, 
He had not elſe fo ſoon diſmounted me; 
But, Madam, I deſign (if you approve it) 
To fight Therſandey in a ſingle Combat. 
Arta. —_ I may hope as well as ycu; 
He kil*d my Nephew, young Philemon, ;; 
For which Tl be reveng'd#. | | 
Qu. I cannat bur commend that noble Ardor F 
That carries you to thoſe deſigns of Glory; 
What thinks my Brother of it: 1 
Hm, 1 like it, if the Victor will accept it. 
Cleo. And ſo do; 
10 2 4 
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And that we may do equal Juſtice to you all, 
We'll write Therſander's Name, 
And he who draws chat Name ſhall fighr the Gombar. 
Hon. But are you ſure he will accept the Offer? 
Im. I dare engage he will. N 
Cleo. I am of your Opinion; 
The only brave are never proud o Conqueſt, 
Pl write his Name my {el | 
. Enter Tage. | 
Vn. What Shouts are theſe ? [ 4 Shout without, 
Page. Madam, Clemanthis is arriv'd. Y | 
Queen. The News is welcome. 
Enter Ther, kneels, kiſſes the Queens 1 the ſame to Cleo- 
mena—ſalutes al 
Therſ, Madamthe grear Neceſſiy LEN ade me leave you 
When 1 believ'd my ſelf unproficable, 
Could not detain me, when I was afſur'd 
My Sword could do you Service. | 
Queen. This Viſit recompenſes all our Los, 11 
You've made it in a time you may redeem 


Tue Opinion pour Abſence almoſt ſorteited. 


Hon,” Sir, I cond chide you too, but chat your * 
Changes my Anger into kinder Welcomes. 

Ther 1 2 to ſuffer, Sir, in your Opinion, 
Till my Excuſes may redeem m N. Credit. 

Cleo. How great at once, and innocent he ſeems, 
And how his Eyes his paſt Offence redeems ! 5 
Whilſt all my Cruelties they ſeem t upbraid, 

They pardon too the Faults themſelves have 

„ Tm ſatisfy d, and you are fitly come 
To ſhare a Danger we are now diſputing. | 

Therſ. Tis not the Danger Madam, can divert me 
From enterprizing ought that is to ſerve YOU... ib," 

Arta. Madam, confider who we are, ky 
And ought not to be ran d with one below us. 

Therſ. Your Honour, Artabazes, is too nice; 


Would we could find in this Diſpute, whate'er i it bes EY" 


That were the greateſt Difficulty : 


| —— Madam, name your Commands. 


Heen. We are 5 3 a Lot 
To Therſander in a fingle Combag, 
Tperſ. Hah-—Therſander, Madam, is 4 M queror. 
Im. Since you're ſo nice, we will eter age . * 
Therſ, What — 3 accident was this ! 


Ove Moment's had made me hap | Ade. 
Aud rendred up theſe * to my . nie | | 0 _ 
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Come, Sir, the Lots are ready. . | 
_ . [ They draw Lots, I falls to Therſ. 
| Therſ. My Fears are all com̃pleated—— { Afide. 
The Lot is mine. | 
Cleo. Clemant bis, I m ſo ſenſible of the Danger [ Aſide to him. 
Whereto you muſt expoſe your felt for me, ] | 
I cannot think with Pleaſure on the Victory 
You poſſibly may gain. 8 X 
, Ther — thus, I cannot fail of Conqueſt: 5 
g [ Bows to her, and ſpeaks low. 
Bur, Madam, if Therſander be as nice [ Turns to the Queen. 
As theſe two Princes re, it will be hard * 
To get him to accept a Challenge fromme. 
Cleo. Clemant his Deeds has rais d his Fame too high 
To be eſteem d unworthy of that Juſtice; - | +» 
Nor can we find the Scythian Prince a Foe 
More equal to his Youth and Valour too. 
Therſ. It Fortune bleſs me with Succeſs to day, 
PII owe it to your Cauſe, and not my Sword. n 
Queen. May ſt thou be ever victor. [They lead bim out. 
Manent Arta. Iſm. s- 
Arta. My Art ſhall fail me then. 
In. You are diſfpleas'd, Sir. 
Arta. Is that a wonder ? 2 
Who can be tame and ſee an unknown Youth, , 
Who brings no Forces but his ſingle Arm, 
Raviſh the Hope and Spoil of Victory from us, 
And Rival us in Love as well az Glory, # | 
Whilſt our Claims to Clecomena's Heart, | ; 
Muſt be neglected ſiſſte we want Succeſs. 
1/m. We could pretend to her no other way. 
Arta. Have you, or I, lefs Virtue than Clemanthis * 
Im. Les, it we envy. at his Merits.  '- 
Arta. Purſue your vertuous Road, and in the end 
See whether you or I reach firſt the Goal. 
I] take Revenge. Arta. ex. 
Im. I Honour will purſue, «.& 
A Path which never led me to Repentance; 
—Clemanthis, if thy Life Ibaſely ſought, * 
Like him, I'd fave the Hazard of my own; » 
Bur as thou rt brave, fo thou ſhalt bravely fall | 
Before Therſander rob me of thy Life, 


. F 


or thou the Fortune haſt to vanquiſh him - 
And if in this encounter I expire, 
Ido but fall a Victim to an hopleſs Fire. LEA. 
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Scene changes to the Wood, diſcovers Therſ. and Amin. among the 


Trees, changing Cloathes ; after which they come forth. 
Therſ, So, now thou doſt appear ſo like Clemanthy, 


That not a Dacian but will be miſtaken in thee. SPS: 


Amin. My Lord, I know not how I may appear, 
But I am ignorant how 1 am to aft. 

Therſ. Remain within the Covert of this Wood, 
Untill the Sign be given for the Combat, 
and then appear upon the Place 1 
Where I will meet and fight with nw 35 


But fo F'll order all the Blows I 

They ſhal{ not wound nor hurt 

For ſtill remember I muſt be the Viktor. | 
Amin. I will endeavour to it ſo, n 

That none ſhall know the falla | 

Ther. Be gone, I hear a Noi ile; farewel, dear Amintas, 
Remember that you aft Clemanthis well. [ Ex. Ther. 
Enter ſome Fellows in Cloaks. 


1 Fel. Tharshe thar goes ino the Wood, i know him by hi 
Plume ; are ye all ready ? 

2 Fell, Yes, for a greater Murder than the killir of one ſin- 
2 Nan; and here's 4 Place as fit as we could wi ſnall ve 
rn Aﬀair required; Kil 

1 Fl. Ay, ay, neatneſs in this is not 
him and 428 deſires no more. 

1 Fellows & behind the Trees, they feht, Amigtas falls, 

| Enter Iſmenis. c 
In. Into this Woꝶ he went, as if he knew my Buſiueſs; 


ere we unſeen may end the jerings ley Noiſe within 
. of fighting 4 L 


Ferhaps my Aid's required, - 
__ £905 m, Scene draws open, diſcovers. Amintzs bing as dead all 
bloody, Pimante peeping, Iſmenis re- enters. 
| | Jon. It is Clemanthis, and this {xr bow Vere | 
Is dome: by Artbazes. R wh * > + 
Ener Pimante. Pris: 

| Pim. Had ever Cavalier ſuch damn'd luck? I have heard it diſ- 
puted, that this ſame Danger was to be courted by the brave and 
bold; but 7, who took the beſt Care I could whilſt the Fight 
laſted to ſecure my ſelf by this retreat, find my ſelf even here 
ſurrounded with it; and poor Clemanthic, "who, III warrant, 
came too with my Deſign, has met hers what he endeavour'd 
to ſhun: Yonder's J/meniso0-—well, we are all bur Men. 
Im, Here's yet ſome Breath remaining; oh Pimante, lend thy 


a aſſiſtance. 


—Clemanthir if thou yet haſt ſo much Senſe, 
3 Fnform 
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Inform us how thou cam'ſt thus wounded? = . 

Amin. Know Sir, Therſarider — Prince of Sti 
——Therſander Prince of ——Sothia—— Faint, 

Pim. Alas, he's dead, Sir, trouble him no further. 

Im. The Prince of Scytbia do this! 

Pim. Ay, ay, this mighty Prince, tearing to encounter a fin- 
gle Man, has fer a dozen to kill him; mercy upon us, *rwas a 
bloody fight: bur, Sir, what ſhall we do with the Body ? 

Im. If I could command thee any thing it ſhould be Silence, 

— 


Till I have met Therſander in his Room. (Ilm. eit. 
Pim, You ſhould command me, though 7 was never at 


Secrets. is | 
| Enter Cleomena, Semiris. 
Cleo, Let the Coach wait at the entrance of the Wood: 
I find I ama perfect Womamnow, | 
And have my Fears, and fits of Cowardiſe. 
Sem. Madam will you not fee the Combat then? 
Cleo. I dare nor, ſomething here aſſures me | 
Clemanthis will be conquered. 
Pim. Ha! the Princeſs here? on my Conſcience there was 
never Miſchief but a Woman was at one hand on'r, | 
Sem. How now, Pimante, why do you look ſo + y? 
Pim. Ah, Madam, ſuch a Sight ſo diſmal and bloody! 
Cleo. What ſays he? wy | 
Pim. Clemanthis, Madam =. 
Cles. Cle manthis Oh what of him? s 
Why my prophetick Heart doſt thou betray me? 
Sem. For Heavens Sake, Madam, reaſſume your Courage. 
Cleo. Ves I will hear fatal Story ut. 
Pim. Truth is, Madam, to retire the Noiſe and Fury of 
the Battle, I came into this Wood, and when 7 thought all Dan- 
ger paſt, I heard even here the Noiſe of Swords and fighting; 
_ endeayotifing to avoid, I fell almoſt into the Danger of 
ben. y * 
Sem. Leave out the Hiſtory of your own Fears, and come to 
the Buſineſs. | | 1 
Pim. But ah, Madam, unſeen I ſaw :. who did I ſee— 
Ah, who ſhould 7 ſee but Clemant his, Madam, 0 
Fixt with his Back againſt yon Cypreſi- tree, b. 
Defending himſelf againſt a dozen Murderers. 
Twas, alas, too weak to take the weaker tude, 
And therefore came not forth to his Aſſiſtance. 
Prince Ißnenis would have taken his Parr, but came too late 
But e' er he died we beggd to know his Murderers, 
And he could anſwer nothing but Therſander. 
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Cleo. Remove me to the Body of my Love——— _ 
{ They lead bs to Amin, who lies wounded : ſhe 

 gaxes on him a while, bis Face being all bloody, 
E will not now deplore as Women uſe, _ 
But call up all my Vengeance to my Aid. 
Expect nor ſo much Imbecility- 
From her whoſe Love nor Courage was made known 
Sufficiently to they Oh my Clemanthis / 
I would not now ſurvive thee, 
Were it not weak and comardly to die, | } 
And leave thee unreve 
Be calm my Eyes, an Er my Soul ſu Ply Jes 3 
A ſilent broken Heart muſt be his Sacrfii 0 
 Ev'ry indifferent Sorrow claims our Tears, 

Mine do require Blood, and tis with that ke 

| Theſe muſt be waſhit away——— —{ Riſes, wipes her Eyes, 
Whatever I deſign to execute, . N 
Pimante, and Semiris, I conjure ye, 
Go not about to hinder, bur be ent, 
Or I will ſend my Dagger to this Heart, _ ; 
Remove hy bot further into the Wood, 1 
And ſtri oſe glittering Ornaments, | 
And keg me perſonate this dear dear Prince. 


Obey, and dreſs me ſtreight without reply. G 
There is not far from hence a Druid's Ge | 4 
A Man for Piety and Knowledge famous, x7 A 
Thither convey the breathleſs facred Corps, | A 
Laid gently in my Chariot, RIO: I. 
There to be kept concea d till further oder | = © 
Sem. Ah, Madam, w t you intend to | If 
Cleo. What ſhould I 40 but die —ah do not — . Af 
But haſte to do as I commanded ye; © Bu 
Haſte, haſte, the time and my 8 üres it. Tt 
Sem, For Heavens fake,Madam, for your Royal ſelf, S BL 
Do not purſue this-cruel fatal Enterp Th 
Mankind. Af 


| * the Queen, your Servants, and + al | 
leo. Away thou feeble thing that never knew'ſt the real Joys Th 


of Love, ; 
Or ever heard of any Grief like mine ; : 
If thou would'ſt give me Proofs of thy Eſteem, _ 
Forget all Words, all Language, but Revenge: | Let 
Let me not E* o much of Woman in thee e — 
To ſhed one Tear, but dreſs thy Eyes with fircenels, _ 
And ſend me forth to meer my Love, as gay, A n 
As if intended for my nuptial — . 2 Har 


t Soul that. ſighs in pity of my Fate, 
meet returns of my extremeſt hate : 


"Pity. wich my Revenge muſt find no room 


TIT bury all bur Rage within thy Tomb. 75 [ Kraut. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. A Flat-Woed. 


Enter Cleomena dreſt in Clemanthis's Cloathes, Semiris bearing the 
Cap and Feather, Pimante the Sword, 
Cleo, F* Ome, my Semiris, you, myſt aſſiſt a little, 
And you, Pimante, buckle on my Sword. 
Pim. I never parted with a Sword ſo unwillingly in my Life, 
Cleo. SoHo doſt thou like me now? 
Might I nor paſs, thus habited, for Clemanthis 

Pim. Yes, Madam, till you come to the fighting part. 

Cleo. Now go, and do as I have ordered you. 

Sem. Ah, Madam, own I muſt not wait on you to fight, 

I will in Death, tis my f Act, and laſt of Diſobedience. 

Cleo. Do not diſturb me with thy Grief, Semiris: * | 
Go leave me to my ſelf, and Thoughts of Vengeance: 
And thou, baſe Traytor-Prince, ſnalt buy thy Life 
Ar ſuch a Rate ſhall ruin thee for ever ; IR 
And if 7 fall—As I believe I ſhall 
The very Shame to know am a Woman, 

Shall make thee curſe thy Fortune and thy Arms, 
If thou haſt any Senſe of Manhood left, 
After the barbarous Murder thou haſt done : 

Bur if my better Fortune guide my Arm, 

This Arm (whom LoveWreR) to meer thy Heart, 
Then TI ſhall die with real Satisfaction: ? 
The time dagws on when I ſhould try my Fate; 
Aſſiſt me, mighty Love, in my Deſign, 

Thar I may prove no Paſſion equals mine. 

Sem. Madam, conſider whom you muſt encounter, 

Cleo. Conſider thou who's dead, the brave Clemanthis / ¶ l cep. 
Oh *cis a Shame to weep being thus attir'd, | 
Let me once more ſurvey my ſelf 
And yet I need not borrow Reſolution : 

Clemanthis, thou art murder d, thats the Word, 

'Tis that creates me Man, and valiant too, 

And all incenſed Love can prompt me too, 

Hark —hark the joyful Summons to my Death. { Trumpets ſound, 
| Go, 
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Go, leave me to approach it folemnty=——— 


Come, my dear Sword, from thee I muſt expect. | . 
That Service which my Arm may fail to affect; Rn 
And if thou ever didſt thy Maſter love, 
Be ſure each Stroke thou mak ſt may mortal prove. 
: 1 [ Exeunt ſeveralh, 
SCENE IL 


After a Noiſe of Trumpets at ſome diſtance and fighting—the Scene 

draws, and diſcovers Cleomena ami Therſander fighting. Ly- 

fander. On one ſide ſtands the King of Scythia with his Party: 

On the other, the Queen of Dacia, Hon. Artabazes, and her 
Party ; Vallentio. —. | 


Therſ. What mak'ſt thou to fight as if indeed thou wen 

Clemant hi? : | 

But fince thou art not him thou repreſent ſt, 

Whoe'er thou be'ſt *rwas indiſcreetly done, 

To draw me from an order might have fay'd thee ; 
bo ist that dares aſſume Clemanth#'s 3 ? [They fight, 

Cleo. Unworthy Scythian, whoſe reported Valour 

Unjuſtly was admir'd, cou'dſt thou beheve the covert of the 

Wood, Cleo. falls ; be floops to look, on her, 
Cou d hide thy Treaſon—Treaſon which thou durſt own too 


Der. Ah! Cleomona, is it you ? pp” 
What have I done that could ſo far tranſport you? | 
Clemanthis boldnefs has incur'd your hate, . 
But he has been ſeverely puniſht fort 
And here in lieu of chag unhappy Scranger, | | 
Receive Therſarider wich his equal Paſſions, - ' 
But not his equal Crimes, b 35 
Cleo. Oh Villain, ſince thou'ſt puniſi Clemant bus, 
Puniſn the unhappy Cleomena too, | LET 
And take her Life who came to have taken thine. „ 
Qu. Tis not Clemanthis, but my Clevmena— Mut 
With whom Therſander fights ah cruel Child! . 
. 7; oak 
Der. Oh, whither, whicher do you bear my Goddeſs?" 
Return, and here reſign your ſacred Load. 
Thar whilſt t has Life it may behold the Sacrifice 
That I will make of this wild wretched Man 
That has ſo much-offended —(dtobeyd. 
| * Arms, my Arms, Lyſantler mount me ſtraight, 
And let me force the diſobedient Troops; f 
Thoſe Coward - Slaves that could behold her bleed, 


And 


[4 cry of. Joyanthe Scythian's file. 
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And not revenge her on the Murderer : . 
8 Quickly my Arms, kill, burn, and ſcatter all; 
y WhiPſt midſt the 2 7 of the World . fall. i | 
e Scythian Guards carry him off by force, 
1 Enter Iſmenes 5550 his Sword. They all deſcend, 5 N 
7 Im. Still thus defeated and outſtript by Fate, 
. kneſolv'd betimes, but fallied out too late; 
Fortune and Love are equally unkind: | 8 
—\Who can reſiſt thoſe mighty Powers combig'd? [Eremt. 


y SCENE II. A Priſon. 
* 
2 | Enter Orſames, Geron. 


Ger. May I not know what tis afflicts you ſo? » 
en Lou were not wont to hide your Soul from me. 
+ Orf, Nor wou'd I now, knew I but ho to tell thee; 
Oh Geron, thou haſt hitherto ſo frighted me G 
Wich thoughts of Death, by Stories which thou tell'ſt 
Of furure Puniſnments Ith* other World, 
ht, That now I find thou'ſt brought me to endure 
Thoſe Ills frgm Heaven thou ſay ſt our Sins procure; 
the There's nora little God of all the Number | 
her, That does nor exerciſe his Arts on me, 4 
o? And practiſe Power, which by my ſuffering; 
(ode. He grows more mighty it—I'll not endure it. 
| Ger, Why not, as well as 7? X 
Orſ. Thou maiſt do what thou wilt; but there's a Difference 
(As vaſt as twixt the Sun and leſſer Lights) | 
Berween thy Soul and mine ; | 
Thou canſt contented fir whole Days together, 
And entertain thy Lute that dull Companion, 
Till dufler Sleep does ſilence it and thee ; | 
But I, whoſe active Soul deſpiſe that drouzy God, 
Can ever dare him in his height of Power, | 
Then when he ties thee to thy lazy Couch, 2 
Where thou'rt ſo far from Senſe, thou ſt loſt thy Soul; 
Even then, my Geran, my divertive Fancy * 
poſſeſſes me, beyond thy waking Thought —— 
But, Geron, all was but an airy Dream; 
I wak'd, and found my ſelf a thing like thee. 
Ger. What was your Dream ? 80 
„ Why 1 will try to tell it thee——— 
——Methought I ſaw the Firmament divide, 
And all the Clouds, like Curtains draw aſide; 
ſhe Sun in all his Glory, ne'er put on 
% bright a Ray, nor Heaven with more Luſtre ſhon! 


— 


© 


And The 
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The Face of Heaven, too bright for mortal Eye 
Appear'd, and none durſt gaze upon't but ; 
In Fove's illuſtrious Throne: I only ſate, 4 
Whilſt all the leſſer Gods did round me wait ; I 1 2 ab 0 
My Habit, ſuch as cannot be expreſt; | 
Tri in all her various Colours dreſt;, -  - | 
The Morning-Sun, nor Sun-declining Sky, | | | | 
Was half ſo beautiful, ſo gay, as IJ. | | | 
— 8 Stars. in all Heaven's Canopie 
e choſen out to make a Crown for me, 
| which methought they 7 65 my Brow, 
And in my Hand they plac'dt nder too; 
The World was mine, and thouſands ſuch as thou 
Still as I moved low to the Earth did bow; 154 
| Like thronging Curls upon the wanton Sea, | 
8 They ſtrove, and were as numerous as ey WTF . 
; Thither I ſoon deſcended in a Cloud, 4 5 af 
1 But in the midſt of the adoring Crowd, EN OTE 
33 Almighty Woman at my Feet did bow, W 
| | 4 Adorn'd wich Beauries more than Heaven cat ſhow, "£210 00H 
1 But one among the reſt ( for there were ſtore) a. « 
—— Whilſt all did me, I did that one adore m 
| The did Unking me, and her wofidrous-E 
all my Power and Thunder too deſpi e; plied 2: 
Her Smiles could calm me, and her Looks were Law; 
And when ſhe frown'd, ſhe kept my * in awe. MS ant 
Oh, Geron, while I ftrive x0 tell the reſt, with 
| I feel fo ſtrange a Paſſion in my Breaſt, 7 
hat though I only do relate aDrea , e 
4, My Torments here would make it real cem. 51 =: 
Ger. Tis lucky that he takes it for a Dream. 222 
Pray do not form Idea's in your Fancy, 17 r 
And ſuffer them to diſcompoſe your Thoughts. 
Orſ. In ſpight of your Phi bp, they ale = 
A ſtrange Impreſſion on me. e 
Ger. That's perfect Madneſs, Sir. 5 
Orſ. Geron, 1 will no longer be impos d upon, £ 
But follow all che Dictates of my Reaſon. | || | 
Come tell me, for thou haſt not done ſo yet, 
How Nature made us? By what ſtrange Devices 5, 
| Telt me where twas you lighted on me we | 
And how I came into thy dull Poſſeffion? 
Thou ſay'ſt we are not born immortal, 
And I remember thou wert ſtill as now, 
When I could hardly call upon thy. Name, 
But as thou would d my . ; 


( 
f 
I 
f 
7 


* 


— 
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| * when I ask'd thee who inſtrufted the, 
Tiiou'ſt ſigh, and ſay a Man out-worn by Age, 

And now laid in Earth but tell me, Geran, | 
When time has waſted thee, for . 
Where ſhall I find ſome. new- made Work of Nature, 
To teach thoſe Precepts too, Ive learnt of thee? 


— art thou ſilent now? 
Ger, You ought not Sir, to prie into the hidden Scerets of 
the God 


Orſ. Come, tell nor me of Secrets, nor of Gods— en 
What ist thou ſtudieſt tor, more new devices; f 
Out with em this ſulleneſs betrays thee; 10 
(my eue gen, Es. 

ſelf enlightned on a ſudden, | 
Xn nl I ſee inſtructs my Reaſon ; Ny 2 
7 * 2 av ty er come, out wich it. (1072 

Ger, I 11. N : * g * 

on. : bf EY 

Ger. The Anger of the Gods, N Wa 
Who will not have their high Decrees reveald, jr | 
Till they themſelves upfold * am in their Oracles. 0 

Orſ. What _ choſe L* is N 

Ger. Heave Voices the rhar what's writ 5 
In the Eternal Book of Deſtiny. expound 

O. Fil know what's writ in that eternal Book, 

Or let thee know what it contains of thee. 

Gcr, What will you do? 

of. Throw thee into the Seaz by Jupiter will. 2 11e 

Ger. Stay, Orſames—; bim aß. 

— is true, I have commands from Cleamena, | 
But yer the Time is hardly ri - -+—chatonzes oh 

Orſ. Begin your Story or by Heaven 

Ger. I ſhall—When 5 who I am, 427 
Wich how much Care add Toit Ive brought nfs f 


How I have made my aged Arms your ad: 
And in my Boſors lui d you to yourreſts.; 1 all. or 


How when you thy Tears kept time with yours, min pe nA 
And how your Sunil: would dry again thofe Showers ;* Wi 
You will believe tis my Concern for you, 


And not your Threats, makes me declare uch. 


= * 


Orſ. Forward, my deareſt Gern 
Whilſt I as ſilent * healthy Sleep, 5 
As of Flowers, or motion of the Air, 6%. 


Attend each long d- or Syllable thou brearheſt; 
Ger. Be pleas d to walk into the Garden, Sir, 
kd her Fell you Wogen et, + 


P*Y. Y i 
: ” » 
- 


e The Young Xing; Or, 


pw” 2 — and overcame © 


Bu Pardon for the paſt . Kneels, 
er, gear, your Gods, this is ine indeed! © | 

Thy Language and thy Mien are pray 25 | 

| Oh how my Soul's inlarg d already—go,lead the way. bene F 


S CEN E IV. The Sorbian Tents. 
Ener Therſander, Lyſander. . 
Ther. Leaye me, 7 will be calm, ? 


For this ſame change of Cleomena's Habit, 7 T 
Has but increas d my Love—and all my Softneli— | | A 

*Twas in that Habit I left Amimias; * 

Gods! has he betray'd me then? 

No, I muſt not have ſo mean a Thou t of him ; by. 1 A 

Tis certain that ſhe knows I am Ther — 5 C 

But if the bold Clemanthis be Therſander, | 
Son to the Enemy of. Cleomena 4 
Let ſtill tis that Cleman#his har ador d * 1 


And whom ſhe once made kappy with her Tore: 
But I haye younded her, and <D; ramains [Provehis Spark, 
The Marks of my Diſhonour in her Blood. 
Oh cruel Inſtrument of my ſhameful Crung! 
Muſt the firſt Service thou haſt rendred me | 
Prove to my Soul ſo fatal? That Sword I left ani. 
Wou d have deny d Obedience to this Hand, 

This ſacrilegious Hand drew it againſt her. 
| Euer King, Lyſander all. 
" King, How now Therſander, what (till melancholy? ode 
Upon the firſt Appearayce of your ſadneſs, - rt 


. * 
* * 


S 


* » 
4 
£ #85. - 


Ha 

Dc 

Ar 

5 * 

I.rhought t had been for fighting with-a rs x IP | 
E an l Err en ans AY pe J 32 * 
Unleſs twere ſortify d hy ſtronger Paſſions 3+ el, 31S £3 7578 Bu 
—» Tis not impoſſible, but when youſaw e I A ; 
Io Eyes of (lermens in the Combe —“r 2 My 
They might difarm-your Rage, andy yu je. | cl 

F chis be all, Il cer Pea in lch x ime | i My 2 | 
As they're not able to make War againſt us, Þ Ai Hi ol ; 
—_— = Propoſitibns of a 8 (1 2 141. 5 : 1, 17 1 Ny 
E great Sir; ; ot [i enge 

Pl dat — Eyes of Cleomena - 90 gh 2 Ho 1 5 
Have gave me Wounds which nothing elſe cant cu / | ©0114 Er 
And in that Moment when I would haye kill'd her, RF: * 
8 ine | Ol 


11 no more, nor give Lows bend, 


But if your Majeſty ee e 


1 * e 


4 ps 


The M "I | 2 
en can beſtow upon me. bn” 

2 — — . — my Opinion; , 

For I have it to 

whickhol believe eee with Jo r 

Therſ. All but the lovely — s, whoſe Averfion 

I; ſtill lo gs eat againſt our Family, 

That I deſpair ſhe ever will be drawn to't. 

King. Il hardly rally up their routed Forces 
To make frelh War upon us; they re at᷑ our Mercy 
And as an Honour will embrace the Alliance. 

Tberſ. Pray Heaven they may. 4 

King. If they refuſe, I will recall my Mercy, 


> 
* 


And make them dearly buy their corn; DDr 
Come, W IE Iacar Ian.” fog 
e 
Enter Cleomena i in 4 Night-Gown, Semiris. 4 ru 
Nee, with Pen and Ink. : 


4 Cleo. Madam. I confeſs my ſelf unworthy of your Tenderneſi 
| Queen. Ah, Cage you | value my ao: at too cheap 


a Rate, 
when you ou expoſe lo dea to me 8 
To ſo much Dang fight Therſander. | wh 8 
Cleo. N Alt Perſon of my Sex . 
Has drawn a Sword upon an Enemy; | enen * 


Do you not ſay he is my Father s Murderer? 
And does he not deprive me of that Crown 
lou fay the Gods have deſtin d me to wear, | 
0 Queen. Tis true, he's Son to him that kilfd thy Father 
but bating that, he has committed nothi 
But what wou d rather cauſe eſteem than hate. | 
* Cleo. Pardon me, Madam, if I am forc d to ſay 
My Sentiments cannot correfpond with yours. | 
am een, What think you of a Husband in this Prince? 
7 How, Madan,” marry. Therſander / 
"Ni _ The King as generov offer'd ir; 
„ My Council do a and the army 
Cannot contain 1 10 r the bleſt News. | | 
5 Cleo, The Gods! let the Council and the Army periſh, 
re I loſe one ſingle Moment of my Satisfaction; | 
Ib this the Hare which wih my Milk you made me ſuck | 
For all chat Race? is this t Effects of my fierce Education? 
a Queen, All things muſt be preferr d to th Publick good, 
When joyn'd with my Commands. | 
1 e dare not diſobey; SOD Ss, 
* Madani, I beſcech you, do not claim . 
9 A 4 2 5 
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ts. Queen, You'll find it fit to ch hange char pecih Humour, _ 


356 The "Thi King: ; Or, 
That * Duty here. 


And I will leave ycu to conſider [Queen ext. 
Cleo. Gods! marry me, marry me to Therſander / 11 1 
No, not whilſt this remains in my Poſſeſſien; 


[ Pulls « ou a rx 


I muſt confeſs it. is a generous Offer, 


How came it in their Souls? | 2 | , 1 7; 


Sem. dam, perhaps Love has inſpir'd it: 
en Haly Love——thar Miracle my be; 
When I reflect upon the Prince his words, | 
When he had vanquifh'dme——T do not doubt it; 
Then he confeſs'd he had a Paſſion for ET; 18 
1 wonder at the ſudden Birth of it 8 
Sem. Madam, your Ey . K2-S I VE 
Cleo, Oh my dear Fes how ſhall I love ye now, 
For wounding more than my dull Sword: could » 2. 
'Twas Anger and Revenge tſut gave ye Charm 
Only to help the weakueſs of my Arms; L. n Ts 
And when my Womans Courage feeble grew, 


My Heart did kindly end its Aids to MÜ n. 


My Cruelty, who do allow thy Flame; 
Love on, love on; and if thou doſt de 
Fall other _ pa; kill thee with my Eye. 
fits down and writes. Enter 4 Tage. e 
3 wha there is without an SOL 7 
2 Who bad me tell your Highneſs that he waits. + 
Cleo. Admit him and Page, give you | any” Letter ts. 


And thou Ther/ander, ſurely canſt not 8 | 


"ih 


the een. 
Sem. — it 15 Vallentio hom you fear for. Ws.” « {of 2 


" Enter Vallentio. 
Cleo. Vallentio, I believe thee brave and honeſt, 
Vall. Madam, the laſt dare affirm. 

Cleo. Tell me, Vallemù, did 'ſt thou ever love? - eee 
Vall. Madam, your Inxereſt, my Arms, and a brave , 
Cleo. But didſt thou never feel a ſofter Paſſion? © .. © 

Val. Madam, Town, though with 2 1Tdo ſo, 

Tve felt the power of two fair Eyes, — 

And I have Wounds that yet would bleed u eh, 
Should but the cruel Murthereſd appear. 

Cleo. Then thou art fit ta hear a Serer rom we; 
Hut firſt, Vallentio, tell me who Tam? 

Vall. My Princeſs, Madam, and my General ; 
And one, who from | your Power of — bolds 
* lefs Dominion ore th W Wold. 

1 


% 


a 
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Than the greatneſs y ou were born to. 
Cleo. And you're — ſhould be yeur Queen'? * 
Val. Madam, I am———Pimante has been prating, [ Aſide, 
Cleo. The Army too are of your mind. 


Val. I cannot anſwer for the Army, Madam, 


Cleo. But——what think you of Orſames ? 
Val. Madam, I think he merits to be King 


In any other World but where you r 


eign. 
Cleo. And what if I would have him King of this ? 
Val. Why then he ſhall be King, if you would have ic ſo, 
Cleo, Yes, I would have it, by my ſelf I would; 


| This is the time to let the Monarch know 


The Glories he was born to; 
Nor can I die in Peace till | he be Crown'd- [ Aſide, 
CS r . 
A Prince they lence have bemoan 'd, 
Which eve 99 f t — breaks out lqud, 
And ſoon will raiſe them upto a Rebellion; 
The common People's God on Holy-days. 
And this Vallentio, I have often obſerv'd ; 
And tis an Act too humble for oy Soul, 
To court 2 ſelf into ſecurity; 
Sem. Madam, the Gods do Apprdve his Reign, 


Which they not,only 49 ſhall be but ſhort, 


But Bloody. and Tyrannick. 
Cleo, I will expound that Oracle CAT. 
Which Prieſts unridling make more intricate: 
They ſaid that he ſhould-Reign, and ſo he did, 
Which laſted not above a pair of Hours j | 
But I my ſelt will be his Oracle now, 
And ſpeak his kinder Fate, | 
And I will have no other Prieſt but thee, (To * 


Who ſhall untold the Myſtery in plain terms: 


Val. Madam, the City and the Army are by this 
Enough inelin d to — = Fg if dent, | 
Cleo. Geron already has Inſtructions what to do, 
any ow need none, wanting no Reſolution. 
. If I miſcarry, Na Ill be condem'd, 
Never to look Foe 1'th* Face again. 


. Haſte, and be proſpe 70 Cal. exif,” | 


Senn are thoſe Garmeges ready I ſpoke for? 
Sem. Madam, they are here—hut now what will you do? 
Cleo. Now, I will die—and now thou know ſt my Will. 
| = Ah Madam, tis too much you let me know. | 
ing mer attend you where ycu go; 
Wit 4 Guide I cannot err. 
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you, 


WF * "he Dag King ; 0 + 


Cleo. Alone Ill go, the Journey is not far 


In paſſing; though I miſs che aids of Day, 


Yer my Clemanthis lights me on my way 
Why dͤoſt thou weep ? indeed thou art unkind. 
Sem. T weep becauſe you'd leave me here behind, 
Doubting my love, I beg you wou'd permit 
Thar I might give you the laſt proof of it. «; 


I in your laſt adventure was too ſlow, 


And will not be an my Duty now. * 
Cleo, Thou ſhow'ſt a Soul fo generous and free, 


| * That Tm contented thou ſnou'd follow me; 3 


Come, dry thy Eyes, ſuch helps we do not need; 
To caſe our Gries, we muſt not weep but bleed. Exeunt ; 
Enter Vallentio paſſing over the Stage, is met by a Rabble of Citizens. 
1 Cit, Well Colonel, have you delivered our W co 
the Queen? | | 
Val. Yes, I have. ; 8 
1 Cit. Well, and 1 8 Sorbet we bea King ? 
Val. And why a Ring? why ſhould you be thus earneſt for a 


| King? vchat good will a King do you ? he's s but a ſingle Man, 


cannot redeem the loſt Victory, cannot raiſe up your dead Mem- 
bers, no, nor levy new ones. 

1 Cit. That's all one Colonel, we will have a King: for look 
75 Colonel, we have thought of a King, and ore we will 

ve one. Hah Neighbours ! a ſubſtantial Reaſon, = 

r 

il e your-Re utio c not on; 
have 2 ver e 1 by * 

1 Cit. Sha, Sir, we can give you many, that's ſufficient; 
look you, Sir, tis firft a new —— to have a Kinga cing— 
a thing——we have not been acquainted with in our Age : 
tides, we have loſt the Victory, and we are very angry with 


ſome Body, and muſt vent it ſomewhere; you know, Colonel, 


we have bull Heads, working Brains, which muſt be executed ; 
therefore what ſay you, art we to have leave to ſhut'up Shop, 


and to go to work with long Staff and Bilbo, or are we to be 
"oather 


very mutinous, and do't in fpight of you? 
Val. You ſhall not need; go, ſhut up your Shops,. 
ur Fellow-mutineers toge and meet me at the Cittadel; 
be ſure you are well arm'd, left the Queens Guards prgyent 


Cit. 1 warrant you for honeft truc Hearts enough at any mif- 


miſchief, though not to go againſt the Sibians; for, Cn 
we love Civil Wars, Colonel, Civil Wars? 

Val. Make hafte, and then Tuer you wy Orders for the 

* : 


ci. 


i a «as wc 
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cit. Oh incomparable Colonel! we will raiſe thy Statue in 
Braſs in the Market · place, and worſhip 1 it when we have done 
bur harkye, Colonel, are we to give no Quarter? 

Val. None to thoſe that oppole you. 

" All. No, no, none, none. 
Cit. Oh how this will pleaſe © wm. my Mates— [Cir. grow: 
Enter Pimante. | 

Pim. Oh Colonel, the Princeſs, Colonel. 

Val. Well, Sir. 

Pim, She's fled away, and none knows whither. 

4 T left her in her Tent juſt now. 

g . Ay, ay, Colonel, that's all one, ſhe's s gone juſt as ſhe 
hon? have been married too theres the Devil on'c! oh the 
Days we ſhou'd have ſeen! the Dancing, loving Days! 

2 Gone alone? 

Pim. No, no, that diſſembling "thing Semirie is with her; ſhe 
only left a Letter for the Queen, which ſhe has ſent to the 
Prince of Sothia. . Oh, adieu, adieu, to Love and Muſick. 

[.Goes aut crying. 

Val. This is ſtrange—if ſhe be gone, tis time the King were 
free—Tll haſte to meet the Rabble, that it may not look like 
an act of my own. [Ei. 


SCENE, Therſander's Tent : He enters with a. Letter in his 
Hand open with Attendants. 


Ther. Be gone, IIl read the Letter o'er again, 
And here heck thy _— and - what that will do \ 
To ſer me free. 
Finding it impoſſible to obey your unkind . 1 am fled, and 

do reſolve never t marry that Barbarian, whoſe Crimes are 


only known to me; Ne, nor any other that cannot bring me his 
ee E ages Bd Hint, We hey will £1 
% —— 
Cleomeng. 
If I conſult my Reaſon, — THE * 6 
They ſay ! ſhould nor love ei Thel Maid; 
But oh my Reaſon, you're too weak to counſel; 


III think of nothing then but dying for her, By 1 
Since 1is my Liſe ſhe ada, and here demandsir; NE "on +3. 
But tis in vain to arm my happy Rivals, * 3 
For I my ſelf can more ſerve you. 

Tis I will pierce this unaccepted Heart, F 

Whoſe * are found ſo — — 


* 


Enter Lyſander. 
* ir, there! 18 Wer Tout chat deſireʒ ane, 
A 4 ag "Ther, 


. — 8 R 


N . 
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-. The —_ King ; 0 


Ther. From whom comes he? 
© Ly. He would not tell me that, but has a Letter, 
Which he'll deliver only ro your Highneſs, | 
_Ther. Bring him in, it may be from Amintas. | 
Enter Cleomena 4770 like a Country*Shepherd, comes bowing te 
bim, gives him 4 Note. . 
Ther. reads to himſelt- 
Guard thee well, Therſander; for thou frat lie by the Hand 
that brings thee this. 
| [ She ſlabs him; he falls into Lyſander s Arms. 
[4 Cleo. Here's to thee, dear Clemanthig——omm 
Ty. Help, Treaſon, help. : 
Ther. Ah lovely Youth, who taught thee ſo much cruelty ? 
And why chat Language with that a blow? 
Cleo. this Face, and then inform thy ſelt. 
| * her el. 
Tuer. is Cleomena!. oh ye Gods, I thank ye! . 
11 18 5 Hand that toy Les * , | 
And Tl receive my Deat 7: 1 | 
If I may beperm a but to k1 , 
Thar blefled Hand Hand that ſent ir. ; 
| Enter King, Guards. 
Ling. Therſander murtherd! oh inhumane Deed! 
Drag the Traytor to a Dungeon, till we have 
Invented unheard of Tortures to deſtroy him by 
, The Guards ſeize Cled. and Sem. why were jt ori 
My Wounds are deep as thine, m : 
Oh fatal Day, wherein one fatal Stroke | 
Has laid the hopes of Sojthie in kis Tomb! - -_ 
n Guards go to | Carry Cleo, and Sem. 
Therſ. calls em back. | 
Ther, Oh ſtly, and do not bear ſo rudely off, 
2 cannot Th | 
Air, — do not treat a5 my Myrcherer, _ 
Bur as my Sovereign OS» . ; CIOS: 
Inſtead of Fetters, give her Crowns and Scepters ; 
And let her be conducted into Dacia, 3 
With all the Triumphs of a Conqueror. 
For me, no other Glory I 8 | 
at her Feet thus willingly ro 
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1 kill d chy Son; 


ACT v. SCENE I 


A Council-Table : the King of Scythia ſeated on a Throne, Officers, 


| Attendants, and Guards. 


King. D Ring the fair Priſoner forth, and let's examine 
B What Reaſons could inſpire her with this cruelty? 
How beautiful ſhe is! [ Gazes on her, 
Enter Cleomena in Retters, Lyiander with Guards. 
Cleo. Thy filence ſeems to licenſe me to ſpeak, 
And tell thee, King, that now our Faults are equal; 
My Father thou haſt kilfd, and Ithy Son; 
This will ſuffice ro tell thee who I am. 
Now take my Life, ſince I have taken his, 
And thou ſhalr ſee I neither will implore 
Thy needleſs Clemeney by any Word or Sign: 
Bur if my Birth or Sex can merit c.ght, 
Suffer me not to languiſh any longer g 
Under theſe ſhametul Irons. [With ſcorr, 
King, Cruel as Fair, tis with too much injuſtice 


Thou ſayſt our Crimes are equal; 
For thou haſt kilłd a Prince that did adore thee; 


And I depriv d thy Father of his Life, 

When he aſſaulted mine in open Field, 

And ſo, as cannot leave a ſtain on thee, | 
Or give thee;Cauſe:o ſay I've done thee wrong, 2 
But if I had, wherefore ( oh cruel Maid ) | 

Didſt thou nor ſpare that Heart that dy'd for thee, 


And bend thy Rage againſt thy Father's Foe ? 


The Father's Lite would quickly follow after. 
Cleo. I will not ſeek excuſes for my actions, 

Bur I proteſt to thee before the Gods, 

It was not to revenge my ſelf on thee 


for his own Sin, 


But thou well knew'ſt, in Kill EY Therſander, 


But what he ſuffered was 


For he has baniſh*d from me all on Earth 


That could compleat my Happine ſ ——— Ucept. 
—— now diſpoſe my Deſtiny as you pleaſe, 6 
Only remember that I am a Woman. | 

King. What thou haſt ſaid will find bur little eredit; 


But yer if Therſander lives; | 
And if it pleaſe 


e the Gods to ſpare that Life, = 


Fen \ 


* 
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J ſhall have Generoſity enough ' © | 
To ſet thee free in * of thy Sex, 
And my Therſander's Love. 
Cleo. Not dead! why ſhould the Gods protect him? ] 
Ling. Her Soul is poſſeſt with ſome deſpair. . | 
Madam, I doubt you need not fear his Life, | 
He will obey, and die as you deſire (Weep, 
But not with Satisfaction till he ſees you 
| Conducted into Dacia. 5 
3 T ſhould not of my ſelf have been ſo generous 
| T have given you freedom with the Life of him 
Who did deſerve a kinder Deftiny ; 
But tis his Will, —and poſſible his laſt, 
Therefore you're ſree, and may depart this Camp 
Whene'er you pleaſe; only this favour grant, 
It an unhappy King may hope for any) 
ou'll ſuffer him to take his laſt farewel. 1 
Cleo. Immortal Gods! how can it be? a Man 
Whoſe wickedneſs arm'd me againſt his Life, 
Shou'd ſhew ſuch Virrue in the reſt of's Actions! 
Air, I will fee the Prince, 
Not as the price of what you offer'd me, 
But that he may confeſs he did deſerve 
A Death leſs glorious than I have given him: 
And I ſhall take it well if he will own 
= That which may juſtifie my Offence to you. 
= _ © King. Madam, I thank you 
= wo” Diſmiſs her Ferrers, and if ſhe pleaſe, 
= Let her have Garments ſuitable to her Sex, | 
. Only the Guards attend her at a diſtance. [Go out ſever ally, 


1 ' SCENE Il. The Grow. 


Enter Amintas, dreſt libe a Shepherd, Urania like a Shepherds 7 
the Druid, Lyces, and other dancing Swains, &c. 7 


Druid. Sir, Im . you've made too bold a venture; 
And though your Wounds were more numerous than dangerous, 
_ Tam not willing you ſhould truſt em to the Air. 
Amin. Father, your Skill has wrought a perfett Cure, 
For which, the Life you ſav'd you ſhall command. 
Dea. Me too h has of all my jealous Fears, 
By this eternal knot *cwixt thee and me " 
Which he has tied, and Fate can ne'er undo. 8 
Father o you I owe Amintas Liberty; 
- To you his Life; and now for all my Joys, 
| Which if my future Service can repay, 
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Command with freedom her you have preſerw d. 


Ain. Come, dear Urania, let's haſten to the Camp; 


For I impatient grow to ſee my Prince; 


Heaven knows what my miſhap may have procur'd him. 


Dra. How Ioath I am to leave theſe pretty Shades, 
The Gods and Nature have deſigu d for love; 
Oh, my Amintas, wou d I were what I ſeem, 
And thou ſome humble Villager hard by, 
That knew no other pleaſure than to love, 
To feed thy little Herd, to tune a Pipe, 
To which the Nymphs ſhould liſten all the day ; 
We'd taſte the Waters of theſe Chryſtal Springs, 
Wich more delight than all delicious Wines; 
And being weary, on a Bed os Moſs, 
Having no other Canopy but Trees, 
We'd lay us down and tell a thouſand Stories. 
Amin. For ever ſo I'd be content to dwell; _ 
I wou'd pur off all frightſul of War, 
And wou'd appear as ſoft and calm to-rhee, 
As are thy Eyes when filently they wound. 
An Army I wou'd quit to lead thy Flock, 
And more eſteem a Chaplet wreath'd by thee, 
Than the victorious Lawrel. 584 
But come, Love makes us idle. 
Druid. My Prayers ever go along with you 
And your fair Bride, Vrania, I could wi 
My Touch and Vigour were as heretofore ; 
When only. Courts and Camps could make me happy, 
And then I wou'd not bid farewel fo ſoon 
To fo much Virtue as I've found in you. | 
Amin. I humbly thank you, Father, for a goodneſs 
That ſnames my poor Returns. 
Come pretty Lyces, and thou honeſt Damon, 
With all the reſt of our kind Train; 
Let's haſten to the Camp, during this Truce, 
Tour little Ruiſtick Sports will find a welcome. 
Da. There are no Women in the Camp, my Lord. 
Amin. No matter, thou canſt not hate a Soldier, 
Since I am one; and you muſt be obedient, 
And learn to bear my Bow and Arrows now, 
it is the duty of a Scythian's Wile. 
Ura. She that can claim Amintas by ſuch ties, 
May find a ſafety whereſoe er ſhe flies. 


* - g I 
* 


364 i. Ben King O, 1 
SCENE II. An.. 


Enter Orſames joyful, and Geron. 


Orſ. Am I indeed a King 
And is there ſuch a thi A * Olympia ? 
Hadſt thou not been the firſt had told me this, 
By Heaven thou dſt dy d for thus concealing 1 it; 
Not all the obligations of my Youth” 
Should have preſerv'd thee. 

Ger. Till now I wanted opportunity; 


* 
| awe + C 


155 For had you known your Quality before, 


Lou wou'd have grown impatient of the Crown, 
And by that haſte have overthrown your Intereſt. 
Orſ. And canſt thou now provide againſt my Lens 
Ger. Sir, we have gain d the Army on our fide, | 
Orſ. What's that? | 
Ger. Thoſe numbers that I rold you ſhould adore wk 
Orſ. When ſhall I ſee them, Geron ? | 8 
Ger. Ere long, Sir: ſhould your Deliverance 
Be wrought by any other means than theirs, 
It were to ſnatch a Glory from their Hands, 
Which they deſign their only Recompe 
Orſ. Oh how I am tranſported with he Joy! 
But Geron, art thou ſure we do not dream: 
Ger. Then Life it ſelf's a Dream - 

— —Hark, I hear a noiſe | [Noiſe 
Within. | Kill the Dog down with him, * 
Or. Oh how I'm raviſnt with this unknown Noiſe! 

We — Break down the Priſon Walls and ary and force 
your pa 
Enter Vallentio, followed by 4 Rabble of Citizens and Officers, 
tearing in the Keepe; all bloody. 
Val. No killing to 427770 Fellow: ſoldiers, if youcan help it; 


wie will nor ftain our Triumphs in Blood 
15 { They all ſtand and gaze. Orſ. gases on them. 
ve Gods inſtruct me where to bow my knee f 


But this alone muft be the Deity—— 

F {_Kneels, Orſ. lets him kneel, = parts on 47 
1 Cit. Is that the King, Neighbour, in ſuch mean Cloaths ? 
Gorel. Les, goodman Fool, w y ſhould the Colonel knee! elſe? 
2 Cit. Oh pray Neighbour let me ſee a little, I never ſaw a 

_ King in all the days of my; Life. Lord, Lord! is that * the 

Colonel kneels to? 

Corel. What Queſtions this ignorant Fellow asks ! 


3 Cit. Good lack a- day, xis as a Man may fay—'tis juſt ſuch 
another TRA one of us, _ he looks a little CID | 


* 
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The Miſtale. 
Ger, Sir, why do you let him Kneel ? 
Orſ. Riſe, and let me look upon thee. 
Val. Great Sir, we come to offer you a Crown, 
Thar long has waited for this great — ; 
It ought to have 7 in a more glorious order, 
Bur time and your Affairs permit not that. | 
A thouſand dangers wait upon delay; 
But though the World be yours, it is not lafe 
Depending on a fickle Multitude, 
Whom Intereft, and not Reaſon renders juſt. 
- Orſ. Thou art a wondrous Man. | 
x Cit. Good Gorel, ſtand back, and let me ſee a little; my 
wife loves Newalties abominationly, and I muft tell her ſome- | 
thing about the King. | 
Gorel. What a Pox have we to do with your Wife? ſtand back: 7 
Val. Now daign, Great Sir, to arm your Hand with this—, 
Crues Orſ. a Sword, he gazes on its 
Nay, view it well, for though it be bur homely, | 
It carries that about i it can make the Wearer proud; 
——an Edge pray feel it, Sir t has dealt 
Many a mortal, Wound 
See how it dares the Sun for brightneſs, Sir; 
Or if there be a Stain, it is an Ornament. 
Dyd in the Blood of thoſe that were your Enemies, | . 24 
Ic never made a Blow or Thruſt in vain. . 
— D—-How do you like it, Sir? 
Orſ. So well, Tien noe whether this or thee | 
Be moſt ro me, | 
You neck ior ning Bert 3 an end * E 
That I will leave for thoſe that dare offend me. 


5 30 


Look Geron, . a pore gt WON 
There's nothi . right een Eyes el 
That can out · glitter ST 


1 Cit. Hah Simon, "$4 he nocealcbravely ? 
Val. Come, Sir, tis time you left this Dungeon for a Throne; 
** 22 che : to nike the _— your own. 
uting ive le Roy, Vive le Roy. ©* [Eren 
44 "SCENE i. 4 Tar. 2 . 
Enter Cleomena Smits ak at Wenn agen. © 
Sem. Dear Madam, I could wiſh you'd fleep a while. 
Cleo. That Peace have not been acquainted with | 
Since my Clemanthis's Death; ee Fg 
Yer now methinks m 15 Hearts more calm and flill, 3 
And I perhaps may thus expire in ſilence : 
——Trithee, Semiris, — chy Lute and fing tot, | 
Wü! L will 9 1 _—_ «Con c Sem e on ge. 
* ON. 3 
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8 O N G, made by 7. Wright, Eſq; 


Fair Nymph, remember all Your. fern, . 
Will be by time repaid; . 


| Thoſe Glories which that Fate adorn, © 
And flouriſh as the riſing Morn, 
. . Muſt one dy ſet and fade. 
Then all your cold diſdain for me 
Will but increaſe Deformity, - 
When fill the kind will lovely be. 
+ . Compaſſimn is of laſting praiſe; 
Por that's the beauty ne er decays. 
Fair Nymph, avoid thoſe florms of Fate 
Axe to the Cruel due, | 
The Powers above, though ne er fo 1 % | 
Tan be, when they revenge your Hate, 
1. pitileſs as % | | 
Ten, charming Maid, the Powers Divine 
Didi never ſuch ſoft Des deli 
hy | To wounds Hear ſui ar mie 4 


That God who my dear Flame ara If 
Will never ſee it thus abus d. | 
Return, my ". Fm Clemanthis, oh return, [Cleo. rhe in a Drean 
And ſee tis not inte thy lord boſom 
That I have fent my VengeancdeQ. | 
Sem. What mean you, Madam ? Y .--1; IE 
Cleo, Bur thou, poor Ghoſt— 5 


Inſtead of haſting me to my Revenge, 


Endeavour ſt to touch me with Compaſſionn 

Sem. Madam, who is t you follow thus and ene 
Cleo. Therſander, why do'ſt rob me of that Face ? 

IFr to diſarm me of m Indig nation??? 
Sem. Oh, Madam, What do you do? 
Cle. Ha! do'ſt ibo ſee noching: þ 5, 12 120 ä 
«Som Nor any thing Un i 1 

leo. Yonders che Sollen wich Clenarhits Face; N 

Ox elſe Ciemanthis with, Tberſanders Wound. eck. 

Sem. Compoſe your Thoughts, dear Madam, *rwas I Dream 

An idle Dream, born fra: a troubled Ke 2 

Cleo. Methought I ſaw: — d Lek 

8 was moſt ei % 


| lng — 2 Wound 855 
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To which an Hands he ſeem'd to pott; 


The other ſtretching out with paſſionate Actions 
3 euht he rale Tees 
e "yl 1 
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1 De Miſtake. | 267 « „ 
—See how you recompence my faithful Sufferings, * 
Wee the — of your Promiſes; +. 
Look on this Wound which you have given my Heart, 
That Heart that ſtill ador'd you, — - | 
And yet you're not content with theſe Cruelties, | +5 
Though even in your ange and death, . 0 | 
I ſtill continue faichful and ſubmiſſive. 
bus ſpoke the lovely Phantome. 
* Euer Pimante. | 
Pim. Madam, there waits without a Servant co the Prince. 
Cleo. He may come in. Lone Lyſander. 
Ly. Madam, my 8 gs = may know 85 
How willingly he does obey your Will, | 
And dying ſtill implores' you wou'd believe 
He's guilty of no fault but having loy'd you, \ 
For which preſumption he deſerves to die ; by 
But tis not by your Dagger, but your Eyes; | . 
That was too weak to exerciſe your Will, 
Your Cruelty had power alone to kill; 
And now one Viſit from you he implores, 
And after that he'll trouble you no more.  [Weeps, 
Cleo. That I will grant to ſatisſie the King: * 
J. When he is dead — 
He'll ſend the Spirit of Clemanthis to you, 
Who ſhall upbraid you with your Cruelty, 
And let you ſee, in wounding of Therſander, 
You've found the readieſt way to kill Clemanthis. - 
Cleo. What means he by theſe Words? ; 3 
Ly. He humbly beg's you'l pardon the rough treatment 
Yowve had among the Scythians 
Whoſe Crown, he ſays, Clemanthis promig'd you, 
And he intreats you would accept it from him. 
Cleo. To ſend the Spirit of Clemanthis to me 


( 


% 


How this agrees with my fad Dream! 

How did thy Maſter know 1 * 

Clemanthis promis d me the Crown of Sqthia¶ Advances towards 
ure I have ſeen that Face before—. yſ. and ſhe ſtarts. 


Art not Lyſander, Page to Clemanthis ? 
J. Madam, I am, and ever ferv'd that Maſter. 
Cleo. How couldſt thou then come near his Enemy? 
Ty. Madam, it was by his Command I came. 
Cleo. How could Clemanthis love his Murtherer? - _ 
It is no wonder then chat generous Spirit 
Came while I ſlept, and pleaded for the Prince. 
Ly. What means the Princeſs. 3 a ef 
RF” 2 T Enter Pimante. : | 
Pim. Oh Madam, I have News to tell you that will Make 


* im | 


Ss ; 4 | * 
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Make you forſwear ever Hghring . n | 
Cleo. 8 —_— 3 6 5 "+ | | 
Pim. As 1. was pailing ugh a Seer © 27 
I fawa wounded Man ſtretcht on he Gound 5 ets | 


And going, as others did, 
I how him ſoy to thoſe chat e help kim, 


Alas, my Friends, your Succours are in vain; 


For now 7 ſee the Gods will be reveng'd \ = 1 
For brave Clemanthis's Murther. I 
How! cry d I out; are you then one of thoſe = | 


Tberſander ſent to kill that Cavalier? 
- Therſander, cry'd he, had no hand in't; 
But Artabazes ſer us on to kill him. 
- Here he began to faulter in his Speec h; 
And ſure he ſpoke the truth; for twas his laſt. TERS 
Clos. This looks like Truth. Therſander's every Addon | 
- Declar'd too much of Virtue and of Honour, 
Jo be the Author of fo black a Deed. 
——Tell him, I'Il viſit him, and beg his pardon. [To L 
5 — Therſander; it this News be true, 2 'goe ig 0 
My Eyes ſhall ſpare ſome drops for injuring you. (Exeunt. 
Scene Ter to Therfander*s Tent, he in a Nicht-cown ſitting on a 
Couch; by him the King, Officers, Attendants to them. Enter 
Cleomena, Semiris, Pimante, Lyſander; the King riſes meet 
Cleo. and ſents her in a Chair by him. #5 | 
Cleo. Therſander, I am come to beg thy pardon, l e hal 
If thou art innocent, as I muſt believe thee, WIE 9 6 
And here before the King ro make confeſſion / | 
Ot what I did refuſe the Queen my Mother. 
Ano then, I lov'd and with a perfect Paſſion 
The moſt unfortunate of Men, Clemanthis, © © - 
His Birth I never knew, hut do believe „ 


1 
1 


It was Illuſtrious, as were his Actions; ; . 4 
. * 8 4 | 08 
t very day he ſhould haye tought wi 717 N 
Ther, Gods! where will this end? Aer . 


Cleo. But e' er the fatal moment of his Death, - 

Timenis beg d to know who did the Murther, * Yi 18 \ 1 14:9 
But he could anſwer noching but Therſander, aan e 

Then Love and my dae 3 

Then Love an made mea inn 
You 3 rhe reſt Ser; 2 
And doubgleſs you've accusd me with Ingratitude - A 

Ther. No I ſhall neer complain of Cleomens, | 611 kneels le 

If ſhe ſtill love Clemant bis. fore ber. 
Llee. There weeds ng more to make me kun char Voice. ** 


. 


" * * 
| 


1 
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—Gencly diſtill the Bli into my Soul, | 
Leſt this Exceſs have the effects of Griefs : 
. my Clemanths { do I hold thee falt: ? 
* do I find thee in the Prince of Sgthia / 
King. I loſe my reaſon by this 57 e encounter! 
Ther. Was t tfien a ſecret to my Cleoment, 
That her Cle manthis was the Prince of Scyt lia ? 
1 ſtill beliey'd char was his only Crime. 
Cleo. By all my Joys I knew it not but ſure... 
This is Enchantment; for it js as certa in 
Theſe Eyes beheld thee Dead. 
Pim. Ay, and ſo did I, I'll be ſworn. „ 
Ther. That muſt be poor Amintas in my Dreſ, 
Whoſe Story when you know, you will bemoan. Ayo 
Cle. But oh my Life / the cruel wound 7 gave che; | 
Let me be well aur dir is not mortal, or I am loſt again. 
King. The foran gives me hopes, and 'rwere convenient 
You thould id him not to too mu 
Eier a Sqldier. - © F A | 
Sold, Arm, arm, greg Sir, I think the Enemy 


ng atreſh, for che Plain is cover d wich numerous 5 by 


b which ſwiftly make this way, 
King. They dare not break the Truce. 
_ I know not, Sir, bur ſomerhing of a King I heard chem 
talk o 
Cleo. It is Vallentio chat has kept his word 
Receive em, Sir, as Friends, not Enemies; 


It is my Brother, who nei er knew till now, 3 "ow 


Oughr of a Peopled World. 
King. I long ro fee that Monarch, whoſe Friendſhip I wr 
Court for yon, fair Princeſs: 
If you'll accept Therſmder whom 1 offer d, 
do not doubt an happy Peace on both ſides. 
Cleo, Sir, tis an Honour which we ought to ſue for. 
Ther, And tis to me a Bleſſing— | 
I wanted Confidence to ask of Heaven. 
Enter Orf. Val. Hon. Art. Iſm. Soldiers, c. Orſ. beſt en with « 


Truncheon in his Hand, advances firſt, 0 of joe ng we 


gaze on each other. + 

Oy. It chou beſt he that art 0rſames's Enemy, 
do demand a Siſter at thy Hands. 

07 87. — all tha * view oh 

Or am call d t ve 
—— Look oh me . | 
ae 


| "The ie Miſa: 8 Xx Say 3 
oh ſtay, this 1 — ws ſurprizes— , L to — 


* 
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Nothi ny n 5 
— 2 do believe thou art that Kit a CG bim 
Ido reſign that Siſter thou demande 


Orſ. It is a Woman too! another Woman | * 
I wou'd embrace thee if Idurſt approach thee. c 
Cleo. You need not fear, you may embrace fcb. our Siſter— 0 
embraces him. 
Or. This is the kindeft Woman Teer ab. | 
Cleo. Brother, behold this King no more your wa Bi 
| Since 7 muſt pay } him Duty as a Father. | 1 
with, 7 Queen een, Olympia, Hamen. 3 80 
Or. Hah, 1 ure tis an airy 9 e; 
Ger. Approach her, Sir, and try. | 1 


2 Permit a wretched, Mother here to kneel. 
£ ing. Riſe, Madam, and receive me as your Friend; 
This pair of Lovers has united all our Intereſts, n Ce 1 
Qu. ovens! what's this Iſee, Clemanthis = 
And o__ Prince of Sythia 2. + | | Bo 
ww, Mzdam, anda Man that hundly begs _ | | 
The happ „ 


itle of your Son Hongius, 
the greateſt Pardon Crab to ohr. Th 


Mt I am a King, and 65 aftdee thee roo, 100 Fol 
And thou ſhalt rule a World with me, my Fair; ; 
A Sword/Fll give thee, with a painted Bow, 15. + 6: 
Whence thou ſhalr ſhoot a thouſand 92 Arrows. * 6 
Ohm. What to do, Sir? hi | wi 
0. To ſave the expence of Cruelty; 5 Y 
For they will kill as ſure, but fie amd; I'w 
This noble Fellow told me fo. U val Anc 
Ohm. Sir,” I'll do any thing that you will 1 me: k 
Bur now the Queen your Mother, Sir, expects you. 7 
Orſ. Inſtru my Eyes, Olympia, for tis lately * E 
Fve learnt of ſoate ſuch thing, 2 28 Tha 
, Ohm. This, Sir,——you ought to kneel to ber. is 4-1 Wh 
, Oyſm. Muſt / then kneel to ought bur Heaven and thee? The 
Qu. My dear.Orſames, let my Tears make way. {| Knees WM &« 
Before 1 25 aſſure thee of my Joy. 1 Our 
Orf. Gods! how obliging is this kind Concern. * | 2 
Not all my Paſſion for my fair Olympia 157 . Com 
Cou'd evar yet betray me toda Tear. be. I rec 
Qu. Thou'ſt greater need of Anger 1 oy Tear, Wit! 
. - Having before 51 Eyes thy worſt of Enemies, „e 
One that has lopg depriv d thee of a Cron, ED 
Through What ſhe — her Duty to the Gods Ne 
But now repeſts her LY Ae ent J . 


een 18 R 


implote 0 lave me... © 
4 5 nth ek and e 0 Folk * 
can make to expiate my fault. 2 
145 And I'll receive her as the only ching Fl 
can make me both a hap 15 «rey 
Oh Geron, ſtill if this ſhould Ne a Dream! 
Ger. Sir, Dreams af . are much leſs pleaſant. 
Euter Lyſander. 
Ly. Sir, chere are without ſome eee 
who fay they would prefent vou i Ther. 
that will not be unxelcontt | to your Highnels, 

Ther.” Let them come in 
They ſeat themſelues. Enter Amin. lrg mate, Shepherds, Shep- | 
herdeſſes, followed with Pipes, or Wind-Muſuck,. They dance; after i 

| which Amin, Knee lg go the rince, Ura. to e Princeſs. 5 
9. -u dear Amimar, do I find thee live? MN 
| Fortune Tequites'my*Sufferings oo 
With too large a ſhare uf Happ ines. | 
| Amin? Sir, 1 do live io die again for I r 
; Toh This, my Di Mic Few 5 
14 The Glory to be bewai for im you wepr) 
For him dad almoſt & yd. 8 
Amin. That Balm it . chat like the Weapon: . 
Heals at a diſtance·— 
Cleo. But why Amintas, did you name Therjander, 
When you were askt\who wounded you? | 
Amin, Madam, if loſs of Blood-had given me leave, 
I wou'd have ld how I came ſb habited, 
a And who I was, though not how I was wounded... 
King, Still C EO tiows path Ieready 
Ther, Anon we Will explain the Myſtery, Sir. 
Hen. Now, great Orſemes, tis bur juſt and Br 
That you receive the Rites of Coronation, 2 C 
Which is not to be paid you in a Camp; n r 2 
The Court will add more to'thar joyful Day. 
King. And there we'll jo oyn our Souls el, as OWN, 
Our Intereſts as our Families. 
01. I am content that thou ſhoul@'ſi ate! Laus: 
Come, my Vallentia, it ſhall ne er be ſaid 
| recompence thy ices ©... 
With any thing leſs gr 
— tere, Iwill chuſe for” thee _ .. 
Is . Gs gem 
there t beyond this tis t 
Ther. Sothiz and Dacia now united * ( er 
Gods 1 W God of War. 
2 


2 {To Cleag 


eels, 


x * WM * 


4% ee 1e pildgu i i ſpoken 
| EE «+ h R. H. ſecond exile into Flanders 


nd prize the Toys with ſome young Aurel Mai, "OY 
On Bede of Graſs beneath a louely Sbade, I 
*Bove all the Pride of. Citty-Filss, whoſe — M 7 


| vor chiefeft Beauty lies m being . 


Ns artful Looks, nor no Hedted Grace, 
The neighbouring Stream ſerves {fo a eur ci 


| 2 fears m Danger from the r- 


Fathers aid Sons juſi Love and Duty p; w_ 
This bnows to be indulgent, that t obey. - 
Here's no Sedition hatcht, no other Plots,  - bs "IH 


From yn 
| Thenobleſt State is lowly Innocence., 


e ae e 


* 5 
1 * 
43 
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EPI LOG U E. 


ho our fi Play o mighty Pains, + ö 11 
the here preſc eee, 


Are more to gain ybur Purſes than your: Het; 


Cuneſe is not Virtue, but Deſign. . Abd 
ke no Colours to adorn the Face et ** 


Ambition is not known within 3 wa 

Here's no Diſputes for Empire, but for Lues; a 
The humble e bis birth-right bere 25 0 
En „ 1 15 2 


= wrong nor Inſolence from buſie P 1 

NV Riyal: here for Crowns,” but thoſe of — — 
His Country and bis Flocks enjoys with eaſe, in! 1th 

Ranges bis native Fields and 4.48 We 33 . 
Nur fore d by-Arbitrary Vetes to fly + + 1 
To foreign Shores for his Security. 4. aa: 


o Our cor Tributes uncompelFd we pay,” 


h, 8 


heerful Homage to the v 
No * 1 ation e + his ſoft 


Nor do bis Wreaths nor Virtues ain bi MANY 
- No publick Miſchiefs can difturh his Reigng 1. r 


And Malice wou d be buſie here in uain. * * 


But to entrap the Woolf that Reals our Flcks. | 

Who then won d e a King, gay Crowns ta — 237 

Reſtleſs his Nights, '#houghtful bis Days with Care, 
e greatneſs, or whoſe goodneſs can ſecure ,, . _ 

s which Knaves and Fools pure! * 

Greatneſs, be gone, F k. 


Here honeft Wit in Mirth and Triumph reigns, 
Muſick and Love ſha{l ever bleſs aur Swains, 


i. . 


1 


2 


s 


Let Politicians order the Confuſion, 


Jo the right Side, and tell 9 ſet em oft, 


Cid Mutiny,” cou'd fight, hold forth, and Cobble, |, 
Dur lazy Stateſman may ſometimes direct. 


*- * Kay * | 


P R. O Lo 0.6-UE.. 


IN by the Ghoſt of ecetra 
dreſsd as 2 Cobler. 
Am the bf who as « ie Vin - 


\ 


Of the late Good Old Cauſe, Eclipſed Dn | 


Rons.d M ſtrange Scandal from th'-exernal Flame 
With wiſe of Plots; of wondrous Birth and Name, 
Whilſt the ſly Feſuit robs us of our Fame. 

Can all their Conclave, thi with Hell Wl agree 

Af Miſchief equal to Presbytery 8. © \ 


Look back on our Succeſs*in Forty due, RR. 
Was ever braver Villanies rarried on, * 
* 1 


Or nem ones now more hopefully begun. 


, And ſhall our Vnſurc eſt our Merit loſe - % * 
nete u. quit the Slory of our G, 1 
M, hite new Villams, Rogues without Remarſe, 5 


And let 10 La nor Conſcience flop your Courſe ! 


And let the Saints pay pious Contribution. 


"4 Pay thoſe that Rail, "a thoſe that can delnde * 


With ſcribling Nonſenſe the. laoſe Multitude. 
Pay wall your 2 7 they may not run uit 4 


{ 


Pay em ſo well; that they may ne re Recant, © 


| And ſo turn Honeft meerly out f nt. 
Pay Furies, that no formal Laws may harm * | 
Tet Treaſon be ſecu d by Ignoramus. 4 
15 


\ N. p 


Pay Bully Whig," who 40 ho bang, . 
And haneft Tories in Efhgie hang „ | 
the Rule, 


Pay thoſe that burn the Pope to 1770 

q all the a Kneves that. Treaſin, yew, 
And let the zealous Siſters pm em too, 
Fuſtices, bound by Oath and Obligation, 
Pay them the utmoſt Price o the Damnation,” 


Not to diſturb our uſeful Congregation. 
Nor let the Learned Rabble be forgot, © 


Ad daily pay Right Honourable Ti 


 Thiſe Flow Hands rhat erin aur hopeful Plot, 


No, modern Stateſmen cry tis Lumnacy - 


To barter Treaſm with ſuch Rogues as we. 2 


-_ ſubtiler Oliver did not diſdain  .. 


i mightier Politicks with ours to jon, 


I, for all Uſes in a State was able, 


But your ſmall buſie Knaves bbs af: Þ 
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Corbet. 


Lady Lambert. 


95 ramatis Terſonæ. ; 
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Lord Flechwoodo-3 Competitors for the Crown, but Lam- 
Lord Lambert. bert is General of the Army. p. 
Lord Warifton, = Chairmen of tie Committee of Safety: 

— ; . . @ i # ; | WW... %. Hz 
Hewſon, ae? -Þ+ 430 18 2 ö | 0 
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Lord Whitlock, tes wy, 
Ananids Goggle. - gu Eider aff C lement's Pariſh. 
A Rabble Of the SanRify'd Mobily. \ 
Coons Right, An Oliverian; Commander, but honeſt, 
and a Cavalier in his Heart. 
A Royalift, a Man, of Honour, toves | 
Lady Lambert. 
His Friend, of the ſame Charaſter, in 
oy =o Love with Lady Desbro. „ 


Loveleſs 


Freeman. 


r 


In Ihre Stab Lone ARE 
_ Lady Desbro. _ In Love vith Freeman.” * i 
Lady Fleetwood. - „ea 85 N 8 
Lady Cromwell. 
e * pw Lanker?, gu Woman, 
eral Ladies For Redrefs of Grieyances. 
To Lady Lambert,  _ 
To. _—_ A 0 HV 4 
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ROUNDHEADS: 


| * * T HE & 
Good Old Cauſe. 
— s — 1 — rr 3 


ACT 1. SCENE 1. The Sheet. 
Ener three Sitters, and Corporal Right, 


cow H 1 he world runs finely round, che buſineſs 


is done. 
1 Sold. Dons f the Town's our own, my | fine Raſcal. 
2 Sold; We'll have 299 © telly, Sirrah. 
1 Sold. Thoſe are Com confeſs I wou'd fain 25 
trucking _— but no words of that Bo. | 
* [T#rhem . 4 gr nde. 
1 Sold. who gew fors ——hah'! 
- Joy. Are for, Friend? we are for Gad and the Lord — 


1 * Fleetwood, knock em 1 that ſniveling 
1 


Felt. Why Friends, who are ye for? 

Cor. For! who ſhou'd we be for, but Lambert, Noble Lam- * * 
bert / Ts this a time o'th day to declare for Fleetwood, with 2 
Pox? indeed, itt Morning 'twas a Queſtion had like to have 


been decided with puſh of Pike. 
2 Sold, Dry blows wou d ne er a dont, ſome muſt have ſwear 
Blood for c, ut tis we decided. $ - ? 
Foy, Decided ! 


. 180 decided Sir, without your Rule ihe. 
A Bb 4 WF. 2 


376 he Round-Heads ; Or, 
J. Decided / by whom Sir by us the Free · born Subjects 
of England, by the Honcurable Committe of Safety, or the 
,  Righr Reverend City.? without which, Sir, humbly conceive, 
pour Declaration for Lambert is illegal, and againſt the Proper- 

ty of the Peoples $4 a. nent ae ttt 5 

2 Sold. Plain. bert; here's, a ſawcy Dog of a Joyner; 
Sirraly get ye home, and mind your Trade, and fave the Hang- 
man a labour. * | Py | 

Fey. Lock. ye, Friend, I fear no Hang-man in Chriſtendom; 
for Conſcience and Publick Good, for Liberty and Property, 1 
gdare-25 far as any Man. dd 5. a 
2 Sold, liberty and . =; with a Pox, in the Mouth of 
a Joyner ; You are 2 pretty Fellow to. ſettle the Nation —— 
what ſays my Neighbour elt maker? n 

4 Felt. Why vcrily, J have a high reſpect for my honourable 
Lord Fleetwood, he is my intimate Friend, and till J find his 

Parry the weaker, I hope my Zeal will be ſtreagrhned for him. 

2 Sold. Teal for Fleetwood, Teal for a Halter, and that's your | 
due: Why, whar has he ever done for you? Can he lead you y 
out to Battle? Can he ſilence the very Cannon with his 

uence alone Cn he talk or ffght——or—— — 

Felt. But verily he can pay thoſe that can, and that's as good 3 
and he can pray OT OE 
2 Sold, Ler him pray, and we'll fight, and ſee whoſe buſi- 2 

neſs is done firſt ;*we are for the General, who carries Charms a 

in every Syllable ; can act hoth the Soldier and che, Courtier, \ 

at once expoſe his Breaſt to Dangerg for our ſakes — and tell 
the reſt of che pretended Slaves a fair Tale, but hang em 


a ©, 2892 cf 


ms # a7 


Tome ial OH erm, "i 4 r 0 
I Sold. Ay, dy, a Lambert, a Lambert, he has Courage, 
e bag. ths _—_—— : 5 7 
Felt. Hum — here's Reaſon Neighbour. [To the ner. c 
Fog. That's all one, we do nor act by Reaſon. | c 


Corp. Fleetwood's a Coward.. 
2 Sold. A Blockhead), - _. | Ao 
I Sold. A ſniveling Fool; a General in theHapgings,no better. 
Foy. What think you then of Vane ? — 
2 Sold. As of a Fool, that has dreamt of a new Religion, 
and only fic to reign in the Fifth Monarchy he preaches ſo 
much up; but no King in this Age. 
Felt. What of Hoſeig? . 
2 Soid. A Hangman tor Haſterig, I cry, No, no, One and all, 2 
| Lambert, a Lambert; he is our General, our Protector, our E 
Reifer, our——ecven what he pleaſes himſelf, - 
1 Sold, Well, if he pleaſes himſelf, he pleaſes me. 
2 Sold. Mes ofir Riſing Sun, and we'll adore him, for the t 
Speaker's Glory's fer, © | Coe. 


1 


3 : 
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| Cor, At nonght, Boys; how the Rogue look d when hi 
Coach was ſtop d; 

Jo. Under favour, what ſaid the Speaker ? 

2 Sold. What ſaid he? prithee what coud he ſay that we 


 wou'd admit for Reaſon? Reaſon and gur Bus'neſs are two 


things: Our Will was Reaſon and Law foo, and the Word ” 
Command lodg'd in our Hilrs: Cobbet and . ſhow'd e 
Cockpit-Law. 

Cor? He underſtood not Soldier's Dialett; the Language of 
the Sword puzled his Ungerſtanding ; the keenneſs of which, 
was too ſharp for his Wit, and over- rul'd his Robes—therefore 
he very mannerly kiſs d his Hand, and wheel'd about —— 

2 Sold. To the place from whence he came. 2 

Cor. And e re long to the place of Execution. 

x Sold. No, damn him, he'll have his Clergy. 

Foy. Why, is he ſuch an Infidel ro love the Clergy. ? 

Cor. For his Ends; bur come let's go drink. t General's 
Health, Lambert not e that Son of a *Cuſtard, al- 
ways quaking. 

2 Sold." Ay, ay, "Lambert Iſay, — beſides he's a : Gentleman. 

Felt. Come, come, Brother * ler me tell you, I tear 
you have a Stewart in your Belly. 

Cor, I am ſure you — a Rogue in your Heart, Sirrah, which 
a Man may perceive through that ſanctified Dog's Face of yours ; ; 
and ſo get ye gone ye Raſcals, and delude the Rabble with 
your canting Politicks. _ Every one beats em. 

Felt. Nay, and you be in Wrath, P'll leave you. 

——_ No matter Sir, I'll make you know I'm a Free born Sub- 


there's Law for the Righreous SF there's Law. { Goes out. 


Cor. There's Halrers ye Rogues 
2 Sold, Come Lads, let's to the Tavern, and drink Succeſs to 
change; I doubt not but to ſee æm chop about, till it come to 
our great Hero again Come to the Tavern. 
[ Going out, are met by Loveleſs and Freeman, 
who enter, and ſtay the Co 


cor. TIl follow ye Comrade preſently, ¶ Ex. the rt 7 Saldiers. 


Save ye noble Colonel. 
Free. How is't Corporal? 


Cor. A brave World. Sir, full of Religion, Kgavery, and 


Change; we ſhall ſhortly ſee better Days. 

Free. 1 doubt, it Corporal. 

Cor, I'll warrant you Sir. but have you had never a Billet, no 
Preſent, nor Love · remembrance to day, from my yDesbro? ? 
Free. None, and wonder at it, Haſt thou not ſeen her page to day? 
Cor, Faith Sy, I was imploy'd in Affairs of Scars, by our Pro- 
eftr that ſhall be, and gould not call. * 


a 


* = 
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Free. protector that ſhall be? 93 Lambert, or Fleet- 


wood, or both? 
| Cor. I care not which, Girbes Change; in che Ge- 


neral, — but Sir, my Lady Decbro is now at Morning- Lecture here 


hard by,*with — Lady Lambert. 

Lov. Seeking the Lord for ſome great Miſchief or other. 

Free. We have been there, but could get no opportunity of 
ſpeaking to hery—Loveleſs, know this Fellow, he's honeſt 
and true to the Hero, though a Red - Coat. 1 truſt him wich my 
Love, and have done with my Life. C 
7 Love! Thou can ſt never make me believs chou arr 
earneſtly in Love with any one of that damin'd Re formation. 
© Free. Thou art a Fool; where I find Youth and Beauty, 
adore, let the Saint be true or falſe. 

Lou. Iis a Scandal to one of us to converſe with em; they 
are Al ſanctify d Fits, and there can neither be credit nor 
Pleaſure in keeping em Company; ; and twere enough to get 
_ Scandal of an Adherer to Cnr deviliſh Politicks 90 be ſeen 
wich em. 

Free. What their Wives? | 

Lov. Yes, their Wives. what ſee'ſt thou in — but e 
criſie? Make Love to em, they anſwer in Scri | 

. Free, Ay, and lie with you in Scripture too. Of "all Whores, 
give me your zealous Whore; I never heard a Woman talk 
much of Heaven, but ſhe was much for the Creature too. What 
do'ſt think T had thee to the Meeting for? 

Lov. To hear a Raſcal hold forth for Bodkins and Thimbles, 
Contribution my beloved ! to carry on the good Cauſe, that is, 
- Roguery, Rebellion, and Treaſon, prophaning the lacree Ma- 

jeſty o Heaven, and our glorious Sovereign, | 
Free. But were there not pretty Women there? 
Tov. Damn 'em for ſighinga groaning Hypocrites. 
© Free. But there was one, hom that handſome Face and 
Shape of yours, gave more occaſion for ſighing, than any Mor- 
rification caus d by the Cant of the Lay-Elder in the half 
Head; Did'ſt thou not mind her? 

Lou. Not I, damn it, I was all Rage, and had'ſt not hes re- 
ſtrain d me, I had certainly pull'd that Rogue of a Holder-forth 
by the Ears from his ſanttify'd Tub. *Sdeath he humb'd and 
haw'd all my Patience away, noſed and ſnivel d me to Madneſs. 


% 


* *. 


Heaven! That thou ſhould'ft ſuffer ſuch Vermin to infect the 


Earth, ſuch Wolves amongſt thy Flocks, ſuch Thieves and 
Robbers of all Laws of God and Man, in thy Holy Temples, 1 
raye to*think to hat thou'rt ſalln, poor England / 
_ Free. But the fhe Saint | 
Lob. No more, were ſhe as fair as Fancy could imagine, 


* 
Ay ” 
| 
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ſee her there wou'd make me loath the F orm; ſhe that can liſten 


to the Dull Nonſence, the bantering of ſuch a Rogue, ſuch an 
illirerate Raſcal, muſt be a Foal, paſt ſenſe af loving, Free- 


Free. Thou art miſtaken, But, dictſt thou mind her 
next the Pulpit? | 

Lou. A Plague upon the whole Congregation : I minded no- 
thing bur how to fight the Lord's Bartle with that damn'd ſham 
Parſon whom. L had a mind to bee: « . 

Free. My Lady Desbro is not of that.Perſwafion, but an er- 
rant Heroick in her Heart, and feigns it only to have the r 
occaſion to ſerve the Royal Party, I knew her, and lovd her 
before ſhe married. | 

Lov. She may chance then to be ſav'd. ' a | 

Free. Come, I'll have thee bear up briskly ro ſome one of 
em, it may redeem thy Sequeſtrarion ; which, now thou ſee'ſt 


no hopes of compounding, puts thee out of Patience. 


Lov. Let em take it, and the Devil do em Good with it: 
I ſcorn it ſhould be ſaid I have a Foot of Land in this ungrate- 
ful and accurſed Iſland; I'd rather beg where Laws are obey'd, 
and Juſtice orm'd, than be powerful where Rogues and 
baſe-born Raſcals rule the Roſt. . 

Free. But ſuppoſe now, dear Loveleſs, that one of the Wives 
of theſe Pageant Lords ſhould fall in love with thee, and get 
thy Eſtate again, or pay thee double fort? 

Lou. Tea dein Ne n | 

Free. And this for a little difſembl'd Love, a little Drudgery— - 

Lov. Not a Night By, Heaven—not an Hour—no not a ſingle 


Kiſs, I'd rather make Love to an Sa 
Free. But ſuppoſe twere the new Prodectoreſs her ſelf, rhe 
fine Lady Lambert? 4 
Lov. The greateſt Devil of all; damn her, do'ſt think IU 
Cuckold the Ghoſt of old Oliver  *+ * 4 
Free. The better; there's ſome Revenge in't; do'ſt know her? 
Lov. Never ſaw her, nor care to do. 5. 
Cer. Colonel, do you command me any wang? | 
Free. Yes, Il ſend thee with a Note Let's ſtep into a Shop 
and yyrite it; Loveleſs ſtay a moment, and Vl] be with rhee. 
[ Ex. Free. and Corporal. 
Enter L. Lambert, L. Desbro, Gilliflower, Page with great Bibles, 
and Footmen. Loye. walks ſullenly, not ſeeing em. 
| . 8 { E. Lamb. s Train carried. 
La. Lam. O, I'm impatient ro know his Name; ah, Desbro 
he betray'd all my Devotion; and when I would have pray d, 
Heav'n knows it was to him, and for him only- 
IL. Des. What manner of Man was it? 


by 0 


& * * 


36% me Rowd-Headr; Or, 
Ian. Iwant Words to deſer ibe him; not tall, nor ſhort ; 
— 5 __ and ſuch a Face Love, Wit and Beauty revel'd 
From whence he ſhot a thouſand winged Darts, 
Thar pierc d quite through my Soul, 
I. Des, Seem d he a Gentleman ? _. 
L. Lam. A God! alchough his outfide were bur mean; but 


he ſhone through like Lighcnyng from a Cloud, and ſnot more 


piercing Ra Ree 
I. Des. Seaid he long 3 Nen 
ILL. No, methought he grew diſpleas'd with our Devotion, 
And ſeem d to contradict the Parſon with his angry Eyes. 
A Friend he had too with him, young and handſome, 
Who ſeeing ſome Diſorder in his Actions, got. him away. 
l had almoſt forgot all Decency, 19 
And ſtarted up to call him, but my Qualify _ 
And wanting ſomething to excuſe that Fondneſs, 
Made me decline with very much ado, _ $4 
Gill. Heaven's, Madam, I'll warrant they. were Heroicks. 
L. Lam. Heroicks ! * 
Gill. Cavaliers, Madam, of the Royal Party. 
I. Des, They were ſo, I knew one of em. 
L. Lam. Ah Desbro, do'ſt thon? 
Ah Heav'ns, that they ſhould prove Heroicks! 
L. Des. You might have known that by the Conqueſt ; I ne- 
ver heard, ere one o'rh' r'other Party ever gain d a Heart: and 
indeed, Madam, tis a juſt Revenge, our Husbands make Slaves x 
of them, and they kill all their WyW es. | 
| llov, ſeer em, and flats. Ml. 
Lov. Hah, what have we here TU and 2 
handſome too I never ſaw a Form more Excellent! who- 
Cer they are, they ſeem oſ Quality. By Heay'n, I cannot 
take my Eyes from her. Pointing to L. Lamb. 
I. Lam. Ha, he's yonder, my Heart begins to fail. 
My trembling Limbs refuſing to ſupport me 
His Eyes ſeem fix d on mine too; ah, I faint— | leans on Pes. c 
Gill. My Lady's Coach, Williant—quickly, ſhe faints. N. 
Uu. Madam, can an unfortunate Stranger's aid add any thing 0 
to the recovery of fo much Beauty? [ Bewing, and holding her. 
L. Lam, Ah, wou'd he knew how much: | [ Aſide, 
Gill, Support her, Sir, till her Ladyſhip's Coach comes 
T beſcech ye. | | 
Lov. Not Atlas bore up Heaven with greater Pride. 
L. Lam. -I beg your Pardon, Sit, for this Diforder 
That has occafion'd you ſo great a Trouble 
You ſeem a Gentleman and confequentty 
May need ſome Service done you; name the way, 
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1 ſhall be glad to let you ſee my Gratitude. 

Lov. If there be . in me, that merits this amazing Fa- 
your from you, I owe my Thanks to Nature that endow d me 
wich ſomething in my Face that ſpoke my Heart. : 

La. Lam. Heaven! How he looks and ſpeak——— - * 

| a | { To Desbro, aſide, 

La. Des. Oh, thefe Heroicks, Madam, haye the moſt charm- 
ing Tongues. _ 5 

La. Lam. Pray come to me and ask for any of my Offi- 
cers, and you ſhall have admittance—— ' "" 
Lov. Who ſhall I ask for Madam? for Im yet ignorant to 
whom I owe fer this great Pony. : wy 

La. Lam. Not know me! Thou art indeed a Stanger, I 
thought Id been ſo elevated above the common Crowd, it had 
been viſible to all Eyes who I was . 

Low Pardon my Ignorance. | 
My Soul conceives all that Heaven can make ye, 
of Great, of Fair and Excellent; r | 
But cannot gueſs a Name to call you by 
But ſuch as wou'd diſpleaſe ye—— -. - 

— My Heart begins to fail, and by her Vanity 2% 

I tear ſhe's one of the new Race of Quality : L Ade. 
ut be ſhe Devil, I muſt love that Form. / 

La. Lam. Hard Fate of Greatneſs, we ſo highly elevated 


Are more expos d to Cenſure than the little ones, 


By being fore d ro ſpeak our Paſſions firſt. 
Is my Coach ready ? | 
Pag. It waits your Honour. 
La. Lam. I give you leave to viſit me ask for the Gene- 


. 


' ral's Lady, if my Title be not by that time alter d. 


Lov. Piſtols and Daggers to my Heart. tis ſo. 

La. Lam. Adieu, Sir. Ex, all but Loy. who ftands muſing. 
* . Enter Freeman. " 

Free. How now, what's the matter with thee ? 

Lov. Prethee wake me Freeman. 


"al Free. Wake thee l, 


Lov. I dream! by Heay'n I dream! . 
Nay, yet the lovely Phantom's in my View, 


| Oh! wake me, or 7ſleep to perfect Madneſs, 


Free. What ay!'ſt thou, what did'ſt dream of? 
Lov. A ſtrange fantaſtick Charmer, 
A thing juſt like a Woman Friend, | 
It walk t, and look d with wondrous Majeſty} * 
Had Eyes that kill'd, and Graces deck d her Face; 
But when ſhe talk d, mad as the Winds ſhe grew. 
Chimera in the form of Angel, Woman ! | 
; Ms Free. Who 


* 
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Free. Who tlie Devil meaneſt thou? 

Lov. By Heav'n I know not, bur, as ſhe vaniſh'd hence, ſhe 
-bad me come to th* General's 

Free. Why this is ſhe I told "BR ey d thee ſo at the Conventi- 


cle; tis Lambert, the renown d, the famous dy Lambert— 


Mad call ſt thou her? t tis her ill acted Greatneſs, thou miſtak'ſt; 


thou art not usd to the Pageantry of theſe Women yet; they al | 


run thus mad; tis greatneſs in em, Loveleſs. 
Lov. And is thine thus, thy Lady Desbro 2 
Free. She's of another Cur, the marryed as moſt do, for In- 
tereſt——but what———chowrro her? 
Lov, If Lightning ſtop my way, 


-- 


pern ſober View may make me hate her. 55 Exit both, 


Enter Lambert and Whitlock. ¶ Scene 4 C 
Whit. My Lord, now 15 your time, you may be King; ; For- 


tune is yours, you've time it ſelf by th fore — 2 


Lam. 5 I CR, th hold him faſt by Heaven, 

Whit. If you let ſlip this Opportunity, my Lord, are 
n Ceſar, aut Nulluw. p 2 

Lan. But Fleetwood —— — 

hit. Hang him, ſoft Head. SN. 

Lam. True, he's of an ea 1 er if thou didſt but 
know how little Wir governs this mighty Univerſe, thou wou dſt 


not wonder Men ſnould ſet up him. 


Whit, That will not a him at chis Junclo, though 


| he's an excellent Tool for your Lordſhip ro make uſe 'of; and 


therefore, nſe kim Sir, as Laaline did Lentulus; drill the dull 
Fool with Bangs of E on, and that all tends to his Ad- 
vancement * * The Blockhead will believe the Crown his 
own :- What other Hopes could make him ruine Richard, a Gen- 
tleman of Qualities a thonſand times beyond him 
Lam. They were both too ſoft; an ill Commendation for a 
General, who ſhould be rough as Storms of War it ſelf. 
bit. His time was Mort, and yours is coming on; Old 0- 
liver had his. | 
Jam. I hate the Memoryof chat Tyrant 0liver. 
Whit. So do I, nw he's dead, and ſerves my Ends no more; 
Lloyd the Father of tlie great Heroick, whilft he had Power 


to do me good: he failing, Reaſon directed me to the Party 


then prevailing, the Fag end of the Parliament : tis true, 
I took the Oath of 3 as Oftver, your Lordſhip, Tory, 
and the reſt did, without which, we could not have fark in that 
Parliament; but that Oath was not for our ur Advamage, and ſo 


detter broke than E 
Lam. 


r - o 


„ 


the Jeſuits. 


in Diſcourſe wi 
0 has Wit. 
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Lam. Jam of your Opinion, my Lord. 1 

Whit, Let Honeſty and Religion preach againſt it; but how 
cou'd I have ſerv'd the Commons by deſerting the King? how 
have I ſhow'd my ſelf loyal to your Intereſt, by fooling Heet- 
wood, in the deſerring of Dick ; by diffolving the honeſt Parlia- 
ment, and bringing in the odious Rump? how cou'd 7 have 
flatter'd Teton, by telling him, Providence brought things about, 
when twas mere Knayery all, and that the Hand of the Lord 
was in't, when I knew the Devil was int? or indeed, how cou d 
I now adyiſe you to be King, if I had ſtarted at Oaths? or pre- 
ferrd Honeſty or Divinity before Intereſt and the Good Old 
Cauſe. F | 

w Nay, *tis moſt certain, he that will live in this World, 
muſt be indu d with, the three, rare Qualities of Diſſimulation, 

uivocation, and mental Reſervation. 

Whit. In which Excellency, Heav'n be prais d, we out do 


the: , any ty Lam. . 
La. Lam. Tm to ſee you ſo well employ'd, my Lord, as 
F my Lord Whitlock, he's of our Party, and 


Whit. Your Honour graces me too much, "uf 

Lam. My Lord, my Lady is an abſolute States- woman. 

La. Lam. Yes, I think things had not arriv'd to this exalted 
height, nor had you been in Proſpect of a Crown, had not my 
Poliricks exceeded your meanet᷑ Ambition. | 

Lam. I confeſs, I owe all my good Fortune to thee. 

| Lick: tay Lord Wake Lord A- 

Pag. My Lord, my Lord Wariſfton, Lor on, Collonel - 
carte, "an. Collonel  Duckenfield deſire the Honour of waiting 
on you. . 4 bs 

La Lam, This has a Face of Greatneſ let em wait a 
while ith' Antichamber. 1 

Lam. My Love, I wou'd have em come in. 

La. Lam. You wou'd have em, you wou'd have a Fools 
Head of your own; pray let me be Judge of what their Duty 
is, and what your Glory; Tay IIl have em wait. 

118 My Lord Fleetwood too is juſt alighred, ſhall he wait too, 
am ? | - FF 

La. Lam. He may approach; and d'ye hear put 
on your fawning Looks flatter him, and profeſs much 
Friendſhip to Him, you may betray him with the more Fa- 


licity. 
. Madam, you Counſel well. | 
, [ Ex. Page, re-enter with L. Fleetwood. 


Enter. 
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* 


and will go on well tor his Glo and my Intereſt, and that all 
my good People of Engllng: will do things that become good 


Gentlemen wichour have Admirtrance ? 


Days Work; Madam, I kiſs your white Honds. 


turn of State. 


ful Method. | 


Ie Rownd:Headi 5 0s, 
Enter Lord Fleetwood. 
Lam. My good Lord your moſt ſubmiſſive Servant. 
Whit. My gracious, Loc, L am your Creature your 
Mu kth | 
Fleet, 1 profeſs ingenuouſly, 1 am much engag d to you, my 
Lords; 1 hope things are now in the Lords handling, 


Chriſtians. 
Whit. Doubt us not, my good Loni; z che a Ine cannot 


be put into abler Hands, than choſe ot your Lordſhip; it te. 


has hitherto been in the hard Clucches of Jews, Infields,, and Ge 


Pagans. 


; Fleet. Yea verily, Abomination has been i in rhe Hands of th 

ITY. | 
* But, my Lord, thoſe Hands , by my. ps Conduct, oh 
are now cut off, and our Ambition is, your Lordſhip wou'd take | 
the Government upon. pie , 

Fleet. I profeſs my rd, by ye and. nay, * aſham'd of 
this Goodneſs, in making me the Inſtrument of ſaving Grace « W © 
to this Nation; tis the great Work of the Lard. _ ] 

La. Lam. The Lard, Sir, III aſſure you the Lard has the * 7 
leaſt Hand in your good Fortune; I think you ought to aſcribe fiel 


it co the Cunning and Conduct of my: Lord here, who ſotimely the 
abandon d the Intereſt of · Richard. my 


Flees. Ingeruouſly 7 muſt own, your. good Lord can do Hox 
much, and has done much; but P 1 Method to aſcribe all 
to the Powers above. 

La. Lam. Then I muſt tell you, Nerhoa s an N 


Lam. Peace, my Love. 

hs. Madam, -This is the Cant we muſt delude the Rabble 
wit "Aw 
La. Lam. Then let him uſe it there, my Lord, not amongſt 
us, who ſo well underſtand one another. 

Lam. Good Dear, be pacifi'd -and tell me, ſhall che 


La. Lam. They may. [ Pagexgoes out. 
Enter Hewſon, Desbro, Duckenfield, Wariſton, and Cobbet. 
| War, Guds Benizon light on you, my gued Loords, for this 


Duc. My Lord, I have not been Behind Hand in this Days 


Lam. "Tis confeſs d, Sir ; what wou d you infer from that ? 
Duc. Why, 1 wou'd know how go; who ſhall be Ge- 
neral, who Protector, _ 
| * a 
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Hewſ. My Friend has well ed his meaning. 


II. Lam. Fy, how that filthy Cobler Lord betrays his Fun- 


cdtion. 20 f ö : i 

Duc; We're in a Chaos, a Confuſjon, as we are. 

Hewſ. Indeed the Commonwealth at preſent is out at Heels, 
and wants gran = bu ' 

Cob. And the People expect ſomething ſuddenly from us. 
Whit. My Lords and Gencltmen, we muſt confider a while. 

War. Bread a gued there's mickle Wiſdom i' that, Sirs. 

Duc. It ought to be conſulred+berimes, my Lord, tis a mat- 
ter of Moment, and ought to be conſulted by the whole 
Committee. - * 

Lam. We deſign no other, my Lord, for which Reaſon, at 
three a Clock we'll meet at Wallingford Houſe. 

Duc. Nay, my Lord, do but ſettle the Affair, let's but know 
who's our Head, and tis no matter. | 

Hew. Ay, my Lord, no matter who; TI hope twill be Fleet- 
wood, for I have the length of his Foot already. 

Whit. You are the leading Men, Gentlemen, your Voices will 
ſoon ſettle the Nation. LO | 

Duc. Well, my Lord, we'll not fail at three a Clock. 

Deſ. This falls out well fob me; for I have Buſineſs in Smith- 
field, where my Horſes ſtand ; and verily, now I think on't, 
the Rogue the Oſtler has not given em Oates to Day: Well, 
my Lords, farewel ; if I come not time enough to Wallingford 
Houſe, keep me a Place in the Committee, and let my Voice 
ſtand for one, no matter who. 

War. A gued Mon 1's warrant, and takes muckle Pains for 
the, Gued o'th' — and the Liberty o'ch* Mobily The 
Diel confound em aud. | 

Lam. Come, my Lord Warifton, you are 4 wiſe Man, What 
Government are you for? * 

Har. Ene tol what ya pleaſe my gued Loord. [Takes bim aſide, 

Lam. What think you of a ſingle Perſon here in my Lord 
Reetwood ? : 

War. Mary Sir, and he's a brave Man, but gen I may coon- 
cel, tak's ar ſel my gued Loord, ant be gued for him, tis 
ene gu a te. ä | 

Lam. bove half the Nation are for him. 
| War, Bread a gued, and I's for him than. 

Fleet. The Will of the Lard be done; and ſince tis his 
Will, 7 cannot withſtand my Fate——ingeniouſly. 

Whit, My Lord Mariſtom à Word————what it Lambert 
were the Man? AY [ Takes bim aſide. 
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War, Right Sir, 
Mon, a Mon indeed gen T's save any Judgmen 
Whit. So 1 find this Property's for any . * 
, Lain. My Lord, 1 perceive Heaven and rank 
make you our Prince. 


Fleet. Ingeniouſly, m weight of 
b — 1 my Tor d w n obs dees 
ore I a 


at Council, Lock the Lard in Text As 
fair; and, if I receive a Revelation for it, 1 ſhall wi all Hy 
milit eſpouſe the Yoke, for, 
and 19 Gad with us, the Commonwealth of 
. (58 Exit Fleet. Deghro, Wariſton, Duc. Cob. 1 5 and Whit. 
Lam. Poor deluded Wretch, tis nor yer come to that, 
Lam. No my dear, the Voice will 0 i Cy for me; what 
' with Bribes to ſome, Hypocriſie and ce of Religion to o. 
ery, and promis'd Prefermentꝭ to the e reſt, I have a 
em a 
La. Lam. And will you be iss 
Lam. You think thar's fo fine a thing but hs me tell 
you, my Love, a Rings a ut - aP 7 a King's ty'd up 
to 4 thouſand Rules of mbſty La 
ſure ; we can rule without center at leaſt, chuſe whom 
we pleaſe, make em agree to our * or ſet 4 Guard 
upon em, and ſtarve em till they do. 
La. Lam. Bur their Votes are the ſtrangeſt th 
that they muſt 2 for Laws; were never voted 


Lam. No, nor cite to be: rye Sword's my Yor 
my Law, my Title. They vored Dick ſhould reign, where i 


he now? 1 They voted the great Heroicks from the Succeſſion; 
but had they Arms or Men, as I have, ſhou'd ſoon ſet 
what wou'd bes of their Votes—— No my Love! n 
| R | ( His Sword, 


Let Fleegwood and the Rump go ſeek the Lard, 
My Emgire and my Truſt is in my Sword. 


SCENE L A 
of State. 
Enter LA. Lambert, Gilliflower, and Women-ſervants. 


i Lam. Illifower, has none been here to ask for 111 a 
Hr in order ro his een to me 
Gill, * 


I. Lan 


Ac u. 


Nom ad vv ken ad; ou ie 


the Good of his — hg mire: 


which we can break at Nea 


— 
GT 


= 
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La. * Madam ! How dull thou art? wou': never learn to 
give to me a better Title, than ſuch ati one as fooliſh Cuſtom 
beftows on every common Weneh ? 

Gill. Pardon my Ignorance, Madam. 

ILA. Lam. Again Madam? 

Gill. Really, Madam, I ſnou d be glad ro know by what ocher 
Title you woud be diſtinguiſt'd- ? 

Lai Lan. Abominable dull! Do'ſt thou not know on what 
Score my Dear is gone to Wallingford Houſe ? 

Gill. I cannot divine, Madam. 

La. Lam, Heaven help thy Ignorance! he's gone ro be made 
"I _ or at leaſt, a- Ring, thou Creatute; and from 
this Day T 7. Saget her Highneſs. | 

= That 4 wil very fine indeed, ant pleaſe your High- 
neſs 

La. Lam. I think twill ſure better wich my Perſon and Beau- 
ty than with the other Woman- whar d'ye call her? 
Mrs. Cromwell——m and Gate——my Humour, 
2 my Youth have fave basis 


more of . have they 
il Infinitely, aut pleaſe pou nee 2. 


Eimer 
Pag. Madam, a Man wins hiy'che boldneſs to ask for 
your Honour. 4 
La. Lam, Honour, fool ! + % 1 


Gill, Her flighneſs, Blockhead. 

Pag. Sawcily —4 in, and ſtruck the Porter for denuich Rim 
entrance to your Highneſs. 

La. Lan What kind of Fellow wast? © 

Pag. A rude, rough hectoring Swaſh, an't pleaſe your 
Highneſs; nay, and two or three times, Cad forgive me, he 
{wore too. 

La: Lam. Ic muſt be he. { Aſide. 

55 His Habit was ſomething bad and 
tis ſome poor petitioning, ing Tory, who having been 1c- 
tere wou Apel As 12 ſome Favour. 

2 To, it muſt be he———ah fooliſh Creature 
and can fie hope Relief, and a villanous Cavalier? out upon 
em, poor Wretches——y 44 admit him, tho' I long o 'Þ 
hear how one of thoſe things 
Gil. Oh moſt ſtrangely, Madam and pleaſe your Hightef 


T ſhou'd lay. 
Enter Loveleſs. 
La. Lam. 'Tis he, I'll ſwear, Gilliflower, theſe Heroicks 
are punctual how now, your Bus wels with us, Fellow? 


Lov, N Bus'neſs, Madam? | 
} Buscts, Nadam !——— 1 


mY "The Round-Heads ; Or, 

La. Lam. Haſt thou evef a Petition to u? 

la. A Petition, Madam: Sure this put · on · Gre atneſʒ 
is ro amuſe her Servants, or has ſhe forgot chat wi - 

| or indeed forgot me: LH. 

= L. Lam. — e 

_ Tag. Shall we is Breeches, ant pleaſe your Highnef, 

— Piſtol, or other Inſtruments? 

L. Lun. No Boy, we fear him not, chey ſay the Ponies 
bove protect the Perſons of Princes [Walks away 
un, Sure ſhe's mad, yet ſhe walks looſe about; N 
And ſhe has Charms even in her raving Fit. 

L. Lam. Anſwer me. What art thou? How hal my 
Servants hence with Honour? 17755 

"Lov. A Gentleman 
That cou'd have boaſted Birth and Forrune wo, 

Till cheſe accurſed Times, whick Heaven confound, 
Racing our all Nobility, all Vertue, | 
Has render d me the rubbiſh of the World; 

Whilſt new rais d Raſcals, Canters, Robbers, Rebels 
Do Lord it o're the Free-born, Brave and Noble, 

L. Lam. You're very confident, know you to whom 
ſpeak ? but I ſuppoſe youhave loſt your Eflate, or ſome ſu 
trifling thing, which makes you angry. 

2 Yes, a trivial Eſtate of ſome five and r hundred 
Pound u Lear,, but I hope to ſee that Rogue of a Lord reduc'd 
wy his Cobler 5 Stall again, or, mare a hang d, that 

it. 
L. Law. 1 chought twas dome fach Grievance- but you muſt 


keep a good Tongue in your Head, left you 4 hang Abr Scan · 


1 dalum Magnatum there's Law for ye, Sir. 
= Lov. No matter, then ſhall be free from a dam'd Common- 
4 | — you are pew as'd to call ir, when indeed tis but 2 
" | mangoes mandy, Mock-Monarchy. 
I. Lam. Is it your buſinefs, Sir, to rail? 
Lov. You raisd the Devil, Madam. 
Pa. Madam, ſhall 1 ll ydur ayneSs:Gaerds, and ſecure 
the Traytor? 
. Lam. No, that you may ſee how lie 1 regard or fear 
; leave us all 
We'll cruſt our Perſon in his Hands alone 
No, Sir—Your Bus'nefs? - (Sunne approaches * 
Loy. Madam, I waited here your Commands. 
I. Lam. How ſhall I tell him chat I love him, Gilliflower 2 
; Gil. Eafily, Madam, tell him fo i 75 plain Engliſh. Madam, 
* t; Women of your exalted height ever ſpeak firſt; 
ane bo Equals dne n ee ever 0 7. 


[Ex. all bur Gill, 


1 m 


= buy 


7 © = as POS 


long Hair is wicked and cavalieriſh, a Periwig is flat when 
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t now my Quality, and 
thou nothing to = I may 


Lev. Sue ſhe loves me! and , fxl Fleſh and Blood, Ae, 

Cannot r Charms; bur ſhe's mn rar ö 

I. Lan. Are all your Party, Sir, ſo 
Lov. But what haye I to do with Aion { Is Beauty the 

worſe, bach en th 355 to be (Ras for . g? She 

lives on the EO why may 

m "to N 
L. Lam. Sir) ou are poo | 

Lov. So is my Prince; 1 | 

; Lam. It you are———no Fool too? * 

7 won'd e 
ly by this time had been rugging for ned Crowns 

ingdoms. 


Lam. This Sat beſits m — wich 
W We 22 Cloaths, and 


nnen too; and tis grea ſo proper a Man ſnou d want 
Neceflaries. 22 Cabinet Key, and ferch the 
purſe of Broad. pieces that lies in the lower Drawer; tis a 
ſmall Preſent, Sir, bur tis an Earneſt of my farther Service. 
g0es out, and returns with a Vurſe. 


„that Tce one Grain'of Generofity in this 


2 


£0 Im 

whole Race of /pocrites. 

I. Lam. Ra Sir, tis = hor oi 2 ub for 

Cloathes——three ori 1704 55 353 let me ſee [meet—— 
14 Sark mad, 


Lam. Ah 177 re 427 Renily hole Cavalier chings 
Chat, I Neal how the Powers above came to give them 5 
the Wir, Soſtneſs, and Gallantr) whilſt all the 
ones of our Age have the moſt ſlovenly,. ungrareful, dul — 
272 5,00 Air, no Wit, no Love, nor any thing! to ent « 
wi | 
0% Truly Madam, there's à great Difference in the Men; 
yet Heaven at firſt did its part, but the Devil has ſince ſo over- 
done his, that what with rhe Vizor of Sanctity, which is the 
rally Sneere, the drawing of the Face to a prodigious lengch, 
rmal Language, with a certain Twangthrough the Noſe, 
and the pious Gogle, chey are fitter to ſcare Children than be- 
get love 1n Ladies, * 
Lov. You hit the Character of your new Saint. 4A , 
La. Lam. And then their Drefs, Gilliflower. 13 l 
Gil. Oh! 'Tis an Abomination to ſook like a Genrlenh: 


Diſguiſe of the Whore of my handſom Cloar lac'd 
Cc 3 Linnen, 
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Lingen, the very Tempter himſelf, he debauches all their 
Wives and Daughters; therefore the diminutive Band, with the 
Hair of the Reformation Cut, beneath which, a pair of By 
ſanctifyd 80 0 appear, to declare to the World d 
therto eſcap'd the Pillory, tho deſerv q it as vell as . ba 

La. Lam. Have a fare what you ſay, Cillifower. 8 

Gil. Why, Madam, we have no Informers here. 

Enter page. | 

Page. Madam, here's Old Mils Wife deſires Admijrtance to 
your Hon your Highneſs. 

La. Lam. Bid the poor Creature wait without, II do her 
what Good 1 * ſor her Husband's fake, who firſt infus d Poli- 
ticks into me, by which I may boaſt I have clim'd to 

Lou. So, her Madneſs runs in that Vein I ſee. 
Fill. Alack, Madam, I think ſhe's coming, 
** without J Does ſhe keep State f in the Devil's Nav, and 
I wait: 
” Lam. Heavens! I ſhall be ſanded by the Godly. Dear 
Gilliflower, conceal my. Cavalier; I would not have a Cavalier 
ſeen with me fx all the 9 into my Cabinet 
. 1. | Ex. Gil, and Loy, 
Enter; La. Cromwel, bela bach by 4 Man—to them Gilliflower, 


Cum. 
, like this had forfeited thy Head. 
| Fir, Eam. What wou'd the 8 15 
Crom. The Knaxe, the perjur'd Villain 
. Throat, thou proud, imperious 
whoſe Train thou haft been proud to bear—— how durſt thou, 
after an Affront like this, truſt ay by falſe F ace within m — 
gers reach ? That Face, that fir bench the beſt 
Hands from me, 100 rempted him to in. 
ill. I beſeech Ein ie Bei retire, the Woman's 144. 
Crom. Highneſs in the Devil's Name, ſure *cis not to 
that; no, I may live to fee thy Cuckold hang d firſt, lis Poli- 
ricks are yet too ſhallow, Miſtriſs. Heavens! Did my Husband 
make him Lord for this 70 Raiſe him * Honour, Truſts, Com- 
mands, and Counſe = 
Tours our Fogel. mily, had 175 1 
| ay d young who had reign'd in Peace 
But = his eb itte and Knaveries; cign 
And now he ſooths my Son · in- law loft Fleetwood, 
Wich empty hopes of Pow'r, and all the while ö 
To make himſelf a King : 
No, Minjon, no; I yet may liye to ſee 
Thy Hudband's Head oth top of Weſtminſier | 
| Fefore I fee it circ led in a Crown. 


ty Haxhand. chand, by th 


e, 5 


me, Villain cas not᷑ long fince a _ 


make me Wait; 


mod HY ey ys 
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La. Lam. [aig the pow Gran 


Traytor as he is, a, 
upon his Benefactors; 
But he, in lieu of making juſt Returns, 
Reviles our Family, our Name, 
And will in time render it far more odious 
Than ever * made the great Heroicks. 
La. Lam. it poor Woman! 
Crom. Thou ly ſt, Elte anpet, I ſcorn to ſhed a Tear, 
For ought that thou cauſt do or fay to me 
Tve too much of my Husband's Spirit in me. 
Oh, my dear Richard, hadſt thou d a Grain on't, | 
Thou and thy Mother ne'er had fall'n to rhis. - 
Gill. His Father ſure was ſeeking of che Lard when he 


Was got, 
Enter La. Fleetwood, her Train born up. 
Crom. Where is this perjur'd Slave, thy Wittal Lo 
Dares he not fhew his Face, his guilty Face, 
Before the Pexſon he has thus betray d? 


rd? 


La. Feet. Madam, 1 hope you miſtake my honour d Lord, 


Lambert, 1 believe he deſigns the Throne for my dear Lord. - 
Crom. Fond Girl, hn. he has the Art of fawning, .- 
diſſembling to the height, can foorh and ſmile, | 


Profeſs, and ſometimes 

No, he will betray him, as he did thy Brother; 5 * 
Richard the Fourth was thus deluded by him. | 2 
No, let him ſwear and promiſe what he wil, '- - 5 AT 


They are but ſte ps to his own ambitious Ed I 4 (> 
And only makes dhe Fool, thy credulous Husband 


A lilly. deluded Property. 
Enter Heetunnd“ 


hope we ſhall reconcile things between y 


Fleet. My Honour'd Rother, I am glad to fin £ 255 here; 1 
ex! 


live in Brotherly Love togetfier; come, „yon (hal! 
be Friends, my Mother. 
Crom. Curſe on the th occaſion of thy being a Kin to me. 


Heet, Why, an pleaſe ye, forſooth, Madam? 

Crom. My Daughter had a Husband, 
Worthy the Title of my Son-in-Law : | 
Ireton . 4 my beſt of Sons; he'd Wit and Courage, 
4nd with his Counſels, rais'd our Houſe ro Honours, | 
Which th itigk Eaſineſs pulls down: 
And whilſt you ſhou's be gaining Crowns and Kin feats; 


Art poorly couzening of the World with fruitleſs 5 Prayers. 


Feet. Nay, Fl warrant you, Madam, when there is any gadly 
Miſchief to be _ Lam as * as the beſt; but tis good a oy 
| c 4 8 


we ſhou'd : 


— PETR 
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take the Lard along with us in eve 1 profes ingeni- 
ouſly, asI am an honeſt Man, veri CIO — 
I ſhall act as beoomes a good Chriſtian, = | 


Crom. A goed Coxcomb. 
o' ſt thou not ſee her reverend Highneſs there, 
That Minion now aſſumes that glorious Title 
I once, and my Son Richard*s Wife enjoy'd, 
Whitft 1 am call'd the Night-mare of the Commonwealth? 
But wou'd I were, I'd by -ride the perjur'd a 
Who took fo many Oachs of true Allegiance 
To my great Husband firſt, aud then to — ̃ ñ̈ 
Who, whilſt they reign'd, were moſt illuſtrious, - 
Moſt high and mighty Princes ; whilſt fawning Poets 
Write Panegyricks on em; and yet no ſooner was 
The wondrous Hero dead, but all his glorious 
Titles fell to Monſter of Mankind, Murderer 
of Piety, Traytor to Heaven and Goodneſs. | 

Fleet. Who calls him ſo ? Pray take their Names down : I 
profeſs ingenuouſly, forſooth Madam, verily TIl order em, as 1 
am here 7 will. | 
Crom. Thou, alas chey ſeorm ſo 1 a ching as thou, 

Feet. Do they ingemouſly ? 11] be even with 'em, forſooth 
Mother, as I am here I will, and there's an end ont. [ 
| Cram. I wou'd there were an end of our Diſgrace and Shame, 

Which is but juſt I fear. - 
What will become of that fair Monument | 
Thy careful Father did erett for thee, (To La, me 
Yet whilſt he liv'd, next to thy Husband Ireton; 0 
Leſt none ſnou d do it for thee after he were dead; | 
The Malice of Lambert weuld deſtroy all. 

Heer. 1 profeſs, Madam, you miſtake my good Lord Low 
bert, he's an honeſt Man, an fearsthe Lard, tells me I am 
to be the Man; ve he does after alls done. 

Crom.' Yes, after done, thou art the Man to be inted at. 

Hees. Nay, ingenuouſly, I ſeorn the Words, ſo. I do: I 
. 'Nation is to be 
wrought by m 

Crom. Do, Cant on, till Heaven drop Kingdoms in thy Mouth: 
Dull, 1 thou Ruine of our Intereſt: thou fond, incorri- 


zible, caſi 

Enter Page. 
Fag. My Lord, the Committee of Safery ** yous coming, 
Meet. W law ou now, forſooth I profets verily, you 
are ingeniou deſt of Belie tell che Honourable 
Lords Tm coming 7 Lady-Mother, go home with my Wife; 
| aud * you ſee things go 8 wiſh—1 muſt to —— 


boos: yg 
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La. Heer. Madam, your humble Servant. (Lz. Lam, 
Heer. Honour d Lady, I kifs your Hands. 


Exit Crom. Fleet. and La. Flees. 
Etter e leſs. 


Doo. Was this the thing that is to be Protector? 


This little ſniveling Fellow rule three Kingdoms? 
But leave we Politicks, and fall to Love, 
Who deals more Joys in one kind happy moment 
Than Ages of dull Empire can produce. 
La. Lam. Oh Gods! fall I who never yielded yet 

But to him to whom three Kingdoms fe 2 
GR at firſt _ 

Lou. Perhaps that Lover made ye gayer Preſents, - 
But cou'd not render you a Heart all Love, 
Or mind embyaſsd in Affairs of Blood. 


Al bring no Guilt to fright you from my Embraces, 
| But all our Hours ſhall be ſerene and ſoft. 


La. Lam. Ah, -Gilliflower, thy Aid or Im loſt; 
Shall it be faid of me in after Ages 
When my Fame amongſt Sor ſnall be 3 
That I, ah Heavens! regardleꝶꝭ of ni Countries Cauſe, 
Eſpous d the wicked Party of irs Enemies, 
The * L Heroicks! ah, defend me! 
all that — — 


E Le Ab ho * Do nor prophane my Ears wich o. 


| or Excrations, I cannor bear the Sund. A* 


Lov. Nay, nay—by Heav'n I'll not depart r your Lodginz , till 
— 2 Lore Son) lo in your "Eyes give me 4 

La. Lam. Oh hold, I aye, it you proceed + 
nation ! 

Lov. Why do you force me tot? dye think to pur me off 
with ſuch a Face—ſuch Lips—ſuch Stailes—fuch E Ber 
every Charm You've made me mad, and I ſhall ſwear my 
Soul away, if diſappointed now. | 

Gil, Ah, ſave'the Gentleman's Soul, I beſeech ye, Madam. 

La, Lam. Im much inclin d to Acts of Piery 
And yon have ſuch. a TOR, that howe're I inccommode my 
Honour ©» [| Leaning on him, ſmiling. He goes 

to lead her out, Enter La.Desbro. 
—Desbro here! How unſeaſonably ſhe comes? | 
Lam. Cry mercy, 11 withdraw a while, | 
„Lam. Ah, Desbro/ thou art come in the moſt unlucky 


Minute I was j juſt on rhe point of falling———As thou 


* ſt, theſe Heroicks 1 the ſtrangeſt Power 
La. Def. I never knew a Woman cou'd reſiſt em. * + 


Neo marvel che, our Hubands ue em ſo, 
em, ſequeſter murder em, and every way diſ- 


. Deſ But their Eyes, Madam. 
. Lam. Ay, their Eyes Desbro ; I na Lords ſhou'd 
their Swords, and let em wear their Eyes. 
Ill move it to the Committee of Safety, Nadam, 
ns ſhould be taken from em too. 
Still they'll haye ſome to be reveng'd on us. 
s. Ay, ſo they will; My Lond fays, a Cavalier is a 
dba, "knock him O ti Head a eben . — * 
> fle one to peep up withal. | 
Enter Page. - +2 
Pag. Madam, here's Mr. Freeman to 2 with your Honour. 
Tou. That's a Friend of mine, Madam, and 'twou'd be uns 
— he ſaw your Highneſ and I together: ler us With - 
5 115 'k 
p Lam. Withdraw, why, what will Decbro ſay 1 11 
Def. O Madam, I know your Vertue and your Piety too well 
to ſuſpect your Honour wrongfull 1 Boy tis impoſſible a Lady that 
goes to a Conventicle twice » beſides long Prayers and 


low d pſalm · ſinging, ſnou d 45 any hin with an Heroick apainſt 


her Honour. Your known Sa ty preſerves. you from Scan- 
g dal—But here's Freeman E em in. 
Exer Freeman. . 

Free. So, Madam-——you are very kind 
Ia. De 'My charming Freeman, this tedious Day of Abſence 
has been an Age in love! How ha 2 hvy'd without me? 
Free. Like one condemn d, fad and dif donſolate, | 
And all the while you made your Husband happy. 

La. Deſ. Name not the Beaſtly * oy knowl 
2 no other uſe of him, 1 atk 
| ull Properry ta advance our Lore. 

wy” And *tis, but Juſtice, Maria, he ſequeſter d me of my 

whole Eſtate, becauſe, he ſaid, I took, up Arms in Ireland, on 
Noble Ormong's Side; nay, hir d N perjur d Villains 
3 rich hp 1 2 toa; el wal cn I 
was but Eight Tears 0 I ſcap't as as 
and 3 of England. To add to this, 2 my Miſtrel 


| 
| 1 Del. You miſtake, my lovely Freeman ; married only 
chy Eſtate, the beſt Campoſition 1 cou d make for thee, and 


I, will pay it back xith Intereſt too. 
re. Lou wou d ſuſpect my love then, and ſwear that all 


the Adoration I pay you, were, as WR Wo. to Heav'n, for Inte- 
reſt ſoul; 
La. De}, 
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II. Def. How you miſtake my Love, but do ſo ſtill, fo you 
will let me give theſe Proof of it. [Gives him Gold. 

Free. Thus, like Atlante, you drop Gold in my Purſuit 
To Love, I may not over-take you 
What's, this to giving me one happy minute? 

Take back your Gold, and give me currant Love, 
The Treaſure of your Heart, not of your Purſe 
When ſhall we meet, Maria? | . 

La. Def. You know my leiſure Hours are when my Honou- 
rable Lord is buſied in Affairs of State, or at his Prayers; from 
which long-winded Exerciſe I have of late withdrawn my felf; 
three Hours by the Clock he prays extempore, which is, for Na- 
tional and Houſhold Bleſſings : Far the firſt 'Tis to con- 
found the Intereſt of the King, that the Lard wou'd deliver 
him, his Friends, Adherers and Allies, whereſoever ſcatzer d 
about the Face of the whole Earth, into the Clutches of the 
Righteous . Preſs em, good Lard, even as the Vintager doch 
the Grape in the Wine · Preſs, till the Waters and gliding Cha- 
nels are made red with the Blood of the Wicked. | Ina Tore. 

Free. And grant the Faithful to be mighty, and to be ſtrong 
in Perſceution ; and more ſpecially, ah! I befeech thee con- 
found that malignant Tory Freeman that he may never 
riſe up in Ii Sufſin againſt thy Servant, who has taken from him 
his Eſtate, his Suſtinance and Bread; give him Grace of thy infi- 

nite Mercy, to hang himſelf, it thy People can ſind no zealous 

Witneſſes to ſwear him to the Gallows legally. Ah, we have 

done very much for thee Lard, thou ſhoud'ſt conſider us thy 
Flock, and we ſhou'd be as good to thee in another thing. 

; In @ Tone. 

La. Def. Thou hirſt the zealons Twang right; ſure thou haſt 
been acquainted with ſome of m. | 

Free. Damn 'em, no; what honeſt Man wou'd keep em 
Company, where harmleſs Wir and Mirth's à Sin, laughing ſcan- 
dalous, and a merry Glav, Abomination. - _ | 

La. Def. Yes, if you drink Healths my wicked Brother; o- 
therwiſe, to be ſilently Drunk, to be as abuſive and ſatyrical 
as you pleaſe, . the Heroicks, is allowable for laughing, 
tis not indeed ſo well; but the preciſe Sneere and Grin is law- 
ful; no ſwearing indeed, hut lying and diſſimulation in abundance. 
Ill affure you, they drink as deep, and. entertain themſelves as 
well with this ſilent way of lewd Debauchery, as you with all 
your Wit and Mirth, your Healths of the Royal Family. 

Free, Nay,l Power a great Pleaſure to cheat the World. 


La. Deſ. Tis Power] as divine Hobs calls it. | 

Free, But what's all this ro Loye ? Where ſhall we meet anon ? 

Ja. De}, III tell you, what will pleaſe you as _—_ ery 
rien 


398 The Rownd:Heads "Or, 
Friend is within with her Highneſs chat ſhall be, if the Divel and 
her Husbands Politicks agree about the matter. $7 

Free, Ha, has my cautious Railer manag d matters ſo ſlyly? 
Ia. Def. No, no, the matter was manag'd to his Hand; you 

ſee how Heav'n brings things about, for the Good of your Party; 
this Buſineſs will be worth to him at leaſt a thouſand Pound a 
Year, or wo, well manag'd—Bur ſee, my Ladies Woman. 

Gil. Oh Madam, my Lord | oe”. 

"F L Ruming croſs the Stage into her La. Chamber. 
Free. Death, how ſhall I bring my Friend off? He'll cercain- 


ly be ruin'd. Th 6 
2 Etter Gill, Lov. and Lady Lam. 
Gil. Madam, he's coming up. Pay | A 
Lou. Madam, for my ſelf I care not, but much concern d 
for you. [L. Lam. takes two Papers out of her Pocket 
| LR and gives em to Lov. and Free. 
| La. Tam. Here, take theſe two Petitions, each of you one— 
rg on you may be gone, your Petitions will not be 
Lam. How now, my Dear, what Petitions: Friends, 
whar's your Bus neſ ?? & 1 
La. Lam. Tis enough we know their Buſineſs Love, we are 


. 


ſufficient to diſpatch ſuch Suters, I hope. 
Lam, Pardon me, my Dear, I thought ne harm; but I ſaw. 
you frown, and that made me concern d. 1 
I. Lam. Frown ! *Twoud make any Body frown, to hear 
the Impudence of Gentlemen, theſe Cavaliers—wou'd you think 
it my Dear, if this Fellow has not the Impudence to petition 
for the Thirds of his Eſtate again, ſo juſtly taken from him 
e chr chej, bue eo Nights 
I. Del Nay, 1 am informed, that they, but two Nights a- 
go, in en Drunk a Health to the Nan n 
Lam. How durſt you, Sirrah, approach my Lady with any 


ſuch fawcy Addreſs, you have receiv our Anſwer. 
fuch fawcy yo RAS. 


Tov. Death, I have fcarce Patience. . 
Free. We knew, my Lord, the Influence your Ladies have 
over you, and Women are more tender and compaſſionate na- 
<urally, than dien; and Sir, tis hard for Gentlemen to ſtarve. 

La. Lam. Have you not able Limbs, can ye not work 
Tov. Perſons of our Education work! | 1 2 


Lam. Starve or beg then. | 

La. Lam. Education, why, FIl warrant there was that young 
Creature they call the Duke of Gloceſter, was as weil educated 
as any Lad in the Pariſh, and yer you ſee he ſhould have been 
bound Prentice to a Handy- Crafts Trade, but that our pow; 

E194 bs ol 


* a 
could not — — Deen 
to beg beyond Sea. 

Lov. Death, I ſhall do Miſchief: not all the Joy ſhe gave 
me but now, can attone fof this Blaſphemy againſt the Royal 
Youth. 

Free. Patience Well, my Lord, we find you are obdurate, 
and we'll withdraw. 

Lam. Do ſo: And if you dare preſume to trouble us any 
_— III have you whip'd, de hear. 
Def. Madam, TI take my leave of your Ladiſhip. 
[ Ex. Lov. Free. and L. Def. 

La. Lam. My Land. twas I that ought to threaten em 

but you're ſo farward ſtill-——whar makes you from the Com- 


mittee ? 

Lam. I left ſome Papers behind. 

. Lon And they'll make uſe of your Abſence to- ſer up 
etwood King. 

Lam. III warrant ye my Dear. 

La. Lem. You'll warrant! you area Fool, and a Coxcomb ; 
I ſee I muſt go my ſelf, there will be no Bus neſs done till I 
thunder em together They want Old Oliver amongſt em, his 
Arbitrary Nod cou'd make ye all tremble ; when he wanted 
Power or Money, he need bur Cock in Parliament, and lay his 
Hand upon his Sword, and cry, I muſt have Money, and had 
1 or kicked ye N. out of Doors: And you are mealy mouth d, 

for. a Kingdom. | 

"Tas im. Tl warrant you Dear, I can do as good a thing for a 
Kingdom, 

La. Lam, You can do nothing as you ſhou'd dot: 88 
Old Oliver's Brains, Old Oliver's e, and Old Olivers Coun- 
ſel: Ah, what a politick Fellow was little Sir Anthony / What a 
Head-piece was there! What a wk Fellow Old Thule, and 


the reſt : But get ye back, andyrecurn me Protector at leaſt 
or never hope tor Peace again. 


Lam, My Soul, trouble not thy ſelf, go in 


With mine, no Power can equal be, L 
And I will be a King ts humour thee. [Exennt. 


— 
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moulded. 
- fin the Dam boond the Head on'r. 
fin gle Perſon; but we'll have hot Work e're we yield to that. 


gle Perſon, Tm for a lawful one. 


ACT m. SCENE IL A Council: 


| Chamber, great Table, Chairs, and Papers. 


pa tws Clerks, who lay 8 in Order, and Door-beeper. 


Dur. 7 haſte, haſte, 1 the Lords are coming reep 
back there, room for the Lords, room for the ho- 


nourable Lords: Heav'n bleſs your Worſhips Honours, 


Enter Lambert, Fleetwood, Whitlock, Wariſton, diſcourfing ear- 
© neſily, to them Duckenfield, Cobber, Hewſon, Desbro, on "i 
thers ; Duck. takes Wariſton by the Hand, and talks to him 
War. Bread a gued Gentlemen, I's ſerv'd the N 
long and ſaithfully; Ps turn d and turn'd to aud Intereſt and 
aud Religions that turn d up Trump, and wons a me, but Fs 
get naught but Bagery by my Sol; no put in for a Panſion 
as well as reſt o ya Loones. 
Cob. What we can ſerve you in ve you may command, 
Duc. And 7 too, my LG; when rhe Government is new 


War. Wons Sirs, and I's fa moold it, "Twas ne er la molded 
Duc. Iknow there are ſome ambitious Perſons that are fora 


War. The faud Diel take em then for Archibald; tis worle | 
chan Monarciy. 

Duc. A thouſand times : have we with ſuch Induſtry been 
pulling down Kings of the Royal Family, to ſer up Tyrants of 
our own, of mean and obſcure Birth? No, if we're for a fin- 


War. Wons and ya have ſpoken aud my Lord, fo am 7. 
Duc. But Lambert has a buſie, — Spirit, and thinks to 


carry it; but we'll have no ſingle Perſon. 


War. Nor- I, ods Bread; the faud Diel breſt the Wem of hb 
Lambert, or any ſingle Perſon i in England, T's tor yare Intereſt 
my gued Lords. . [ Bowing. 
. My Lord Vriſton, will you pleaſe to aſſume the 
r? 
Enter Loveleſs, Freeman, and others with Petitions. a 
Var. Ah, my gued Locrd, Ts s yare moſt obedient humble 


Servant. [ Bowing to Lam, all ſet. or 


All. Hum, hum, 
Fleet. My Lords and Gentlemen, we are here mer rogether 
in the Name of the Lard- | | * 
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Duc. Yea, and I hope we ſhall hang rogether as one Man--- 
A box upon your Preaching, _ fg ' | 2 
＋ hope this Days great Work will be for his Praiſe 
and G - i "GE 0 
Duc. "Bating long Graces, my Lord, we are met together 
for the Bus neſs of the Nation, to ſettle it, and to eſtabliſh a 
Government. obs | 

Fleet. Yea, verily : and I hope you will all unanimcmiſly a- 


gree, it ſhall be your unworthy Servant. , 


Lam. What elſe, my Lord)? 
Heet. And as thou, Lard, haſt put the Sword into my Hand- 


ſtice. 
Feet. Amen. _— 
Duc. Td rather ſee it there than in your Hand Afide. 
Fleet. For we are, as it were, a Body without à Heal ; or, 
to ſpeak more learnedly, an Animal unanimarte. | 
N Lord, let us uſe, as little as we can, the Language 
of rhe ; hard Words, none of your Eloquence, it ſavou- 
reth of —_— "Ss ag 1 — 
Lam. ord, you muſt give Men of Quali eto 
in a * ao Gentile and Courtly than rhe ordinary forr 
MO Ak try bo dean dave of Quality 
I am to hear are any wy among 
this Honourable Dillcenbly "oP Hands up. 
Cob. Aﬀembly, my Lord ——ꝛ 
Hew. Well, you know my meaning; or if there be any 
ſuch, I'm ſorry they ſhould on themſelves of Quality. 
Duk. How! own themſelves Gentlemen! Death, Sir, d'ye 


think we were all born Cobltrs? . 
Hew. Or if you were not, the more the pity, for little Eng- 
land, 1 ſay. | Cin & beat. 


Fleet. Verily, my Lords, Brethren ſhould not fall our, it is 
a Scangal to the good Cauſe, and maketh the Wicked rejvyce. 

War.” Wons, and theys garr the looſey Proverb on't re, when 
toons gang together by th? Iuggs, gued men get their ene. 

AL He, he, he. | 

Duc. He calls you Knaves by Craft, my Lords. 

War. Bread a gued, taket among ye Gentlemen, 7's ment weel. 

Fleet. I profeſs, my Lord Warifton, you make my Hair ſtand 


an end to hear how you ſwear. 


War. Wons, my Loord, Ts ſware as little as your Lordſhip, 
only I's ſwear our, and ya ſwallow aud. 
Duc. There's a Bone for you to pick, my Lord. 
AlL. He, he, he. F 
Lam, We give my Lord Warifton leave to jeſt. - 
| Def. But 


Duc. So put it into your Hear. my Lord, to do Ju- 


) 
oI 
+ 
\ 
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10 The Round-Heads; Or, 
ſ bel But what's this to the Government all chis while ? A 
dad I ſhall fir fo late, I ſhall have no time to viſit my Horſes, 


therefore proceed to the Point. | 
Hewſ. Ay, to the Point, my Lords; the Gentleman chat 
Tpoke laſt ſpoke well. LOT atk wh 
Cob. Well ſed Brother, I ſee you will in time ſpeak properly, 
Duc. But to the Government, my Lords! beats the T 40 
. Lam: Put em off of this Diſcourſe, my Lord. | Aſide to War, 
De. My Lord Mariſton, move it, you are Speaker. | 
War, The Diel a me, Sirs, and noo ya talk of a Speaket, 7s 
tell ye a blithe Tale. mw SY 
Fer. Ingeniouſſy my Lord, you are to blame to ſwear ſo. 
Lam. Your Story, my Lord. Go AG 
1 Way. By my Sol mon, and there war a poor Woman the o- 
k 2 ther Day begg d o'tli Carle the Speaker, but he'd give her 
1 nouglit unleſs ſhe'd let a Feart; wons at laſt a Feart ſhe lat, 
Ay marry, quoth the Woman, noo my Rump has a Speaker te. 
0 All , He, he, he. | A A. 
Duc. But to our Bus neſs- — | 
Def. Bus neſs ; ay there's the thing, I've a World on't. 1 
1 fhou'd go aud beſpeak a Pair of Mittins and Shears for my 
5 Hedgar and Shearer, a pair of Cards ſor my Thraſher, a Sythe 
. for my Mower, and a Skreen- Fan for my Lady-Wife, and ma · 
ny other things; my Head's full of Bu'sneſs. I cannot ſtay— 
Whit. Fy my Lord, will you neglect the bus neſs of the Day? 
We meet to oblige the Nation, and gratifie our Friends. 
Def. Nay, Il do any thing, ſo I may rife time enough go ſee 
my Horſes at Night, - | KM 
| fo Damm em, what ſtuff's here for a Council-TableF-. . 
Free. Where are our Engliſh Spirits, that can be govern'd by 
ſuch Dogs as theſe E 8 
Lam. Clark, Read the Heads of what paſt at dur laſt ſitting. 
War, In the firſt place, I muſt mind your Lordſhips rol con- 
ſider thoſe that have been gued Members in the Common- 


Th mm. 


o 


wealth +, EE . * 
Heer. We ſhall not be backward to gratifie any that have 
' ſerv'd the Commonwealth. 1 


t. There's Money enough; we have taxt the Nation high. 
Duc. Yes, if we knew where to- find it: however read. 
Clark reads.) To Walter Walter Draper, fix thouſand nine 
hundred twenty nine Pounds fix Shillings and five Pence, for 
Blacks for his Highneſs Faneral. or 12 
Lam. For the Devil's; put it down for Oliver CromwePs Fu- 
5 We'll have no Record riſe up in Judgment for ſuch a 
Villain. wy | | 
Lv. How live Aﬀes kick the dead Lion? Aſide 


* r _ * 
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Dar. Hark ye, my Lords, we ſit here to reward Services 
done to the n let us conſider n this be 2 
Service to the Common - wealth or not 
c rr we'll give him Paper for t. 
4 get his Money when he can. 3 
. Lam Pagers nox 16 dear, and f Clerk's Pains will be re-. 


10. [be Right, my Lord, sbred, that Cromvei was th fau- 
Leſt limmer Loon that ever cam into our Country, the faud Di- 
$ el has tane him by ch. Lages for robbing our Houſes and Land. 

Feet. No ſwearing, my 

War. Weel, eelp my Loord, I learn t profeſs and lee as 
weel as beſt on ya. 


Hewſ, That may bring you profir, my Lerd-but Clerk pro- 


ceed. 
, Clerk reads. 5 To Walter Froft, T Treaſurer of the Contingencies, | 
Y rwenty thouſand Pounds. To Tburloe, Secretary t to his Highneſs, 
Duc. To old Noel 
Clerk re „. d Nol, ten cliouſand Pounds, for unknown 
I Service done mmonwealth——-co Mf Hutchinſon Treaſu- 
y ter of che Navy, rwo hundred thouſand Pounds 
je War. Two hundred thouſand Pbund; Owns, what à Sum's 
chere Marry it came from the Mouth of a Cannon ſure, | 
5 Clerk, reads. 8 Preſent to che Right Honourable and truly = 
Verruous Lady, the Lady La, for Service done to the late 
protector. Ke $727 0 


Cler. — could Pound in Jacobus. 
War. Sbread, fike a Sum wou'd make me hour the Face 
of aud emmy. 
Clerk, To Mr. Ice fix chouſand Pound; 0 Mr. Loether, late 
VVhit. To Otfver Cronwel ſay, can you noe obey Orders? 
Clerł. Secretary to Oliver Dt thouſand nine 
—— ninety nine . for Intelligence and Information, 
piouſly betrayi 12 Kings Liege People. 
he, Fir. Baud, hau +; 27 en ya gate ſo full yall gif aud 
5 Speak —_ 52 1 5 Lord; or rather, my Lord, 
it. or your m or 
do you ſpeak for hi K 85 Lam. 
Lam. Do you meve it for him, and I'll do af mu for you 
mon. [ Afide to Whit, 
VVhit. My Lord, fince we are upon Gm = lex ws | 
adults Miſc core benen Prey, an Seri 
Miſc to ignant , great ty 
Þ us, and the — 1 * 4 
5 an 
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War. Gued faith an I's ha been a cruſty Trojon, Sir, what 
ſay you may very gued and gracious Loords ?——— - 
Duc. I ſcorn to let z Dog go unrewarded; and you, Sir, 
fawn ſo prettily, tis pity you ſhou'd mils Preferment. } 
. Hewſ. And ſo tis; come, come, my Lords, conſider he vn 
ever our Friend, and tis but reaſonable we ſhou'd ſtitch up o 
- another's broken Fortunes. ' 
Duc, Nay, Sir, I'm por againſt it. 
All. Tis Reaſon, tis Reaſon, 
_ Free. Damn em, how they — out the Nation ? ? 
VVar. Scribe, pretha read m 7 fem 
Hemſ. Have you a Pertition re! | „ 
Cob. A Petition, my Lord. : > 
_ Hewf. Pſnaw, You Scholars are ſo e | 
Lam. Read the Subſtance of it. II the clas, 7 
Cler. That your Honours, wou'd be pſeas d, in conſideration by 
of his Service, to grant to your Petitioner, a conſiderable Sun x 
of Money for his preſent Supply. | 
Heer. Verily, order him two thouſand pound  _ 
ar. Two thouſand poond ? Bread a gued, and Ts git ny 
Vcice for Fleetwood. Aſide, 
Lam. Two thouſand ; nay my Lords, let i it be three. 
Var. Wons, I 1 0 Tlee 'd ; I's keep my Voice for Lambert, 
———gueds Benizon light on yar Sol, my gued Lord Lambert. 
 #bvſ. Three "lien Pound, why ſuch a Sum you'd buy 
half Sevtland, 
VVar, Wons, my Lord, ya look but bligdly on'r then: rims 
_ a Mite ont had bought aud ſhoos in yar Brother, tho 
noo ya ſo abound in Iriſh and Biſhops Lands. 
Duc. You have nick'd him there, my Lord. 
All. He, he, ge. 8 
ar. Scribe gang a tiny bir farther. 
Clerk. And that your Honours wou d by rel to confer 
an Annual Penſion on him 
Lam. Reaſon, I think; what ſay you my lern, of fie 
hundred Pound a Year ? % 
, All. Agreed, agreed. | © 
ar. The Die allow me, my Lord, \N won my Heart. 
Duc. Tis very well—bnt out of what ſhall this be De ralsd ? 
Tam. We'll Took what Malignant's Eſtates are forfeit, undif 
pos d of let me ſee— ho has young Freeman's Eſtare ? . 
Des. My Lord,” thar fell to — 1 
Lam. What all the fifteen hundred Pound a a Year. 15 
Des. A Dad, and all little enough. * 
Tree, e Devil do bim good with iy . da, 
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De Had not the Lard pur it into your Hearts to have given 
me two thoufand per Annarm our of N Lands, and three 
thouſand per Annum out of the Marqueſs's Eſtate; how ſhou 4 
1 have liv d and ſerv d the — as J have done? 


Free. A plague conſound his Honour, he makes a hard ſhife 


ro live on Eight thouſand 88 a Year, who was born and 
bred a Hedger. 

Lov. Patience, Friend, © 

Lam. I have been thinking but Tl find out a way. 

Lu. Or betray ſome honeſt Gentleman, on purpoſe to gra- 
tifie the Loone. 

Lan. And Gentleman, I am bound in Honour and Conſci- 
ence to ſpeak in behalf of my Lord Mbit lock; I think fir, if 
yolWree with me, he ſhou'd be made Conſtable of Windſoy 
Caſtle, Warden of the Forreſt, wich rhe Rents, Perquifites, 
and Profits thereto belonging, nor can your Lordſhips confer 
a Place of greater Truſt aud Honour in more ſafe Hands, 

Duc. I find he wou d oblige all to his fide. [ Afide. 
Has he not part of the Duke of Buchingham's Eſtate already, 
wich Chelſey Houſe, and ſeveral other Gifts? 

Lam. He has * deſerv q. em: he has ſerv d our Intereſt 
well and faithfu 

Duc. And he has been well paid fort. 

Whit. And ſo were you, Sir, with ſeveral Lorafhips, and 
Bhops Lands, you were not born to, I conceive, 

Duc. I have = got ir, Sir, by Knaviſh Querks in Law, 2 
Sword that deals out Kingdoms to the brave, has cut out We 
ſmall parcels of Earth for me; And what of this ? | 

[ ſtands up in a heat. 
Whit. I think, Sir, he that talks well, and to th pu vc, 
be as uſeful to che Commonwealth as he that 
well; Why do we keep ſo many elſe in Penſion that ne er 
drew Sword, but to talk, and rail at the Malignant Party ; to 
libel and defame em handſomly, with pious uſeful Lies: 
Which paſs for Goſpel with the common Rabble, 
And edifie more than Hugh Peter's Sermons ? — 
And make Fools bring more Griſt to th publick Mill: 
Then, Sir to wreſt the Law to our convenience * 
Is no ſmall, inconſiderate Work? 
Free; And which you may be hang d for very ſhortly—— 


[ Afide. 
Lam. Tis granted, my Lord. your Merit's infinite 
— made him Keeper of the Great Seal, tis true, tis Honour, 
no 
Duc. Ten thouſand pound a Vear in Bribes will do as well. 
Lam. Bribes are not ſo frequent now as in Old NolP's Days. 
D d 2 Hes). 
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wy The Rod Heads ; O, 2 
Hemſ. Well, my Lord, let us be brief and tedious, as the 
ſaying is, and humour one another, I'm for VVhitlock's Ad 


Lam. 1 move for a Salary, Gentlemen, Scobel and other pet 
ty Cuts have had a thouſand a Year, my Lord ſure merit 


mor ©. a 
Hemſ. why—ler kim haye two thouſand then. 


Heer. I profeſs ingenuouſly, with all my Heart. 


bit. I humbly. thank your Lordſhips———dur, 1 


be fo bald to ask, 1 — wherce ſhall Ireceiye it? . 
Lam. Out of the Cuſtoms. x 
Cob. Brotherly love ought to go along wich 3 under 
| "oe. -when this is gone, where ſhall we raiſe new eie, 
Lam. Well tax the Nation high, the OH highs 
They are our Friends, our moſt obſcquious Sla 
Our Dogs, to feteh and carry, our very YT Kent 
Lou. And ourOxes, with the help of their Wives. CA 
Lam. Beſides, the City's rich, and vear her time, 1 hope, 
of being deliver d. 
War. Wons a gued, wad I'd the laying 0 ber, ſke ſhou'd a be 
ſweetly brought to Bed, by my Sol. 
Deſ. The City cares for no Scorch Pipers, ; my Lord. 5 
War. By my Sol, hut ſhe has danc d here aſter the gued pipe 
3 5 che Convenant Jigg gang d maryly rough 
"Dink doors, bevel jignane Peri 
C e are ſome poor ma gnant tionen. 
Lam. ob, turn em out, here's nothing for em; theſe Fel. 
lows were petitioning my J Day———1 choughr ſhe had 
given you a ſatisfactorꝝx Anſwer? 


Lu. She did indeed, my Lord; but iti tis a hard Caſe, to take 


away a Gentleman's Eſtate, ichout convicting him of any Crime. 
Lam. Oh, Sir! we ſhall prove that hereafter. 
Lov. But to make ſure Work, you'll hang a Man firſt, and 
examine his Offence atterwards ; a Plague upon your Conſci- 


ence : My Friend here had a lictle fairer Play, Jour! Villains, 


your Witneſſes in Penſion ſwore him a Colonel for our Glori 
ous Maſter, ».of ever bleſſed Memory, at eight Years old; a 
Plaze upon their Miracles. 

Fleet. ingenuouſly, Sirrah, you ſhall be pillory” d for defi 


| ming our reverend Wirnefſes : Guards take em to your Cuſto- | 


dy both. 
"bs. Dama it, I ſhall miſs myAſfignation wich Lady Dechroz 3 
Tu of your unneceſſary prating, what ſhall I do? | 
Guards tale em awaj, 
| Lam. And now,my Lords,we have finithed the Bufineſs ct the 
Day, My good Lord Fleetwood, Fam entirely yours, and at our next 
ntting ſhall N my ſelf your Creature— Whit, 
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de, 


2 Motion as it were 


Lord, I am your ſubmiſſive Vaſſal, 
at N es, Lord, I ſcorn any Man ſhou'd be mere 


yue « Vl char Archibald Janes Io Fleetwood. (Ex. All 


de: 8 SEN E, A Chamber. 
Enter La. Desbro, and Corporal in hafte. 


La. Def. Seiz'd on, ſecurd! Was there no time bur this ? 
What made him at the Committee, or when there, why ſpoke 
he honeſt Truth? What ſhall I do, * Corporal, Adviſe: 
rake Gold, and ſee if you can corrupt his G 
better paid for doing Miſchief ; yer try, their Conſeiences are 
hrge, [Gives him Gold, 

Cor. Pl yenrure my Life in ſo good a Cauſe, Madan. [ Ex, 

_ Enter Page. . 


Pag. Madam, here's 'Mr. pike 8 Gogle, the Lay- -Elder of. 


28 Pariſn. 
L. Deſ. Damn the ſham Saint; am I now in Condition to 
de plagn' with his impertinent Nonſenſe ? 


keen Bus init. 
Ana. Peace he in this Place. _ 
L. Def. A bleſſed hearing; he preaches nothing in his 


8 Madam, bear kim preach a little; tis the 


Conventicles, but Blood and Slaughter. [ Aſide, * 


What wound you, Sir, Pm ſomething buſie now. 

Ana. Ah, the Children of the Elect have no Buſineſs, but 
the great Work of Reformation: Yea verily, I ſay, all Cer 
Buſineſs is prophane, and diadolical, and diveliſh; Yea, I ſay; 
theſe ingz, Curles, and ſhining Habilliment—- which take 
{0 up your time, your precious time; I ſay, they are an Abe - 
mination, yea, an Abomination in che Sight of the Righteous, 
and ſerve but as an Anis fatuuu, to lead vain Man aftray——— 
I fay again D Loling now and then behind on the Page, 

La. Deſ.-——You are a very Coxcomb. 

Ana, I fay again, that even I, upright I, one of the new 
Saints, find a ſort of a-—4a—T know not what——a kind cf 
a ſtirring ups a Man may ſay, 
= - Ta Yea, verily it corrupteth the outward Man 

in me. 


La. Def. Is this your Buſineſs, Sir, to rail 2cainſt our 


Cloathes, as if you intended to preach me into my Primitive 
Nakedneſs Sula ?, 5 f 


Ana. Ah, che naked Truth is beſt ; but, Madam, I haye a lit 
tle work of Grace to communicate unto you, pleaſe you to 


lend your Page awa 
N Duda | La. De. 
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uards, but they are 
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times a day Lea verily, I may fall ſeven times a day = 
Vour Ladiſhip's Husband is old, and where there is a good 


the very Pope of Presbytery? 


An. Ah, Madam! Do not ruin my Reputation; there are 
Ladies of high Degree in the Commonwealth, to whom ve 


every Child that liſps out Words can anſwer. * 
Ana. "Tis our Method, Madam. N 
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L. Des. Withdraw— ſure 1 can make my Party good with 


«? 
* 
* 
- 
' 


one wicked Elder: Now, Sir,—your Bus neſs. Ex. Page. 


Ahe brief. = „ 
Ana. As brief as you pleaſe - but who in the ſight of fo 
much Beauty can think of any Bus'neſs but the Bus neſs — 
Ah! hide thoſe tempting Breaſts, — Alack, how ſmooth and 
warm they are—— _ - _ *.. | Feeling em, and ſneering. 
L. Des. How now, have you forgot your Function? 
Ana. Nays but I am mortal Man alſo, and may fall ſeven 


excuſe for falling, Ah, there the falling — is excuſable.— 
And might I but fall with your Ladiſhip,-—mighr.I, I fay.— 
L. Des. How, this from you, the Head oth Church Militant; 


Ana. Verily, the Sin lieth in the Scandal; therefore moſt of 
the diſcreet pious Ladies of the Age, chuſe us, upright Men, 
who make a Conſcience of a Secret, the Laity being more re: 
gardſeſs of their Fame. In ſober ſadneſs, the Place 1 
inviteth, the Creature tempting, and rhe Spirit very violent 
within me. | =. VR [Takes and ruffles her, 

L. Des. Who waits there? — I'm glad you have prov'd your 
ſelf what I ever thought of all your pack of Knaves. 


find our ſelves moſt comforting ; why might not yo be one 
for, alas, we are accounted as able Men in Ladies Chambers, as 
in our Pulpits; we ſerve both Functions . OE. 
11 | Eiter Servants. | | » | 5 
Hah! her Servant [Stands at a diſtance: 
I. Des. Shou'd I tell this, I ſhou'd not find belief. | Afide. 
Ana, Madam, I have another Errand co your Ladiſhip, — It 
is the Duty of my Occupation to Catechize the Heads of every 
Family within my Dioceſe; and you muſt anſwer ſome fey 
Queſtions I ſhall ask. In the firſt place, Madam, Who 
made ye: „ | 53 + 
L. Des. So, from Whoring, to a zealous Catechiſm — who 
made me ? what Inſolence is this, to ask me Queſtions which 


I. Des. Your Impudence, Sirrah let me examine 
your Faith, who are ſo ſawey to take an account of mine—— 
Who made you? But leſt you * „ not know, I will inform 
you: Firſt, Heavin made yqu a deform'd, ill-favour'd Creature, 
then the Raſcal your Father made you a Taylor, next, your Wik 
ooo fats oats" 

| 
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Poftor, and ſo ger you gone for a Fool and a Kave all over. 

Ana, A Man of my Coat affronted thus | 

L. Des. It ſhall be worſe, Sirrah, my Husband ſhall know 
how kind you wou'd have been to him, becauſe your Diſciple 
and Be r, to have begot him a Babe of Grace for a Son 
and Heir 0 ; . 

Ana. Miſtake not my pious meaning, moſt gracious Lady. 

L. Des. Tl fer you our in your Colours: Your Impudent and 
Bloody. Pri your Cheats, your Rogueries on honeſt Men, 
through their kind, deluded Wiyes, whom you cant and goggle 
into a Belief, tis a great work of Grace to ſteal, and beggar 
their whole Families, to contribute to your Gormandizing, 
Luſt, and Lazineſs; Ye Locuſts of the Land, preach Non- 
ſenſe, Blaſphemy, and Treaſon, till you ſweat" again, that the 
Sandtify'd Siſters may rub you down, to comfort and confole 
the Creature, D 

Ana. Ah! Am * | , 

L. Des. Sirrah, be gone, and trouble me no more be 
r ſtay the Rogue may be of Uſe to me 
amongſt the heap of Vice, Hypocriſie, and Devils that poſſeſs 
all your Party, „en may have ſame neceſſary Sin; I've known 
ſome honeſt, uleful Villains amongſt you, that will ſwear, pro- 
ſeſs, and lie devoutly tor the Good Old Cauſe, © 

Ana, Yea verily, I hope there are many ſuch, and I ſhou'd 
rejoyce, yea, exceedingly rejoyce in any Gadly Performance to 


your Ladiſnliꝙ. p | 

L. Des. This is a pious Work: You are a Knave of Credit, 
a very Saint with the rafcally Rabble, with whom your Sedi- 
tious Cant more prevails, your precious Hum and Ha, and git- 
ted n than all the Rhetorick of the Learn d, or Honeſt, 

Ana, Hant ! ' | 

L. Des. Tn fine, I have uſe of your Talent at preſent, 
there's one now in Confinement of the Royal Pafty —— his 
Name's Freeman.  _ | | 

Ana. And your Ladiſhip wou'd have him diſpatch'd; I con- 
ceive ye but wou'd you have him diſpatclid privately, or 
by Form of Law? we've Tools for all uſes, and tis a pious 
Work, and meritorious. © - © 

L. Dec. Right, I wou'd indeed have him diſpatch'd, and pri- 
vately; bur tis hither privately, hither to my Chamber, pri- 
vately, for I have private Bus neſs with him. D'ye ſtart? —— 
this muſt be done for you can Pimp Im ſure upon occa- 
ion, you've Tools for all uſes; come, reſolve, or I'll diſcover 
your bloody Offer; Is your Stomach ſo queaſie it cannot di- 
zeſt Pimping, that can ſwallow Whoring. falſe Oaths, Seque- 
ation, Robbery, Rapes, and Murders daily? 

*% Dd 4 Aw 


, 


—" 15 e ; 0 


And. , you miſtake my pious Meani ir is the Malig- 
nant 1 ye the rg che Offices. and in ſadne 
Madam, it goeth againſt my tender Conſcience to r way good 
to one of the W iced: 
I. Des. It muſt ſtretch at this time; 9⁰ haſte to 1 Guard, 
and demand Him' in wy RR Name; here's ſomething 
worth your Pains —— having releas d him, bring him to me, 
you underſtand mc——£o bid him be diligent, And as hos be- 
ve your ſelf, find my Favour ; for know, Sir, 4 
an Hypoerite as you, and know the Cents of 2 
too; and ſince we know one another, tis like we ſnall be true. 
Ana. But ſhou'd the Man be miſſing,” and I call'd co an 200 
PLD Des. He ſhall be turn d hour? 
es. retuft'd in an hour? go, u —. 
——_—_ N N 


For all degrees of Vices, you muſt᷑ grant, 
There is no Rogue ep your Geneva Saint. 


2 - 1 
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ACT w. sc E N E 1. 
. cauun and Lights. - S > 


Y what e Mice m a 1 
thou . b mo 


T.. Des. 


given us. 
L. Des. Oh! you are ve Caron forqor winſs Hi 
ſoner you are, and that vey oy eder many Days are ended, 
ihey may hang you for High-Treaſon againſt theCommogwealth? 

| . . want Bod thorow-ſtirol'd Witneſs to do a Murder 


3 ” No matter, chen I ſhall dic with ] Joy, Barke, # V. 
confider, thar you lov'd ſo well to give me the 
I. Des. Are in carneſt, Freeman, and W you * che 
hat Honour wi nat ſuffer me co Rant! 28 1 
Q er. 
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e ol ay better part) fel * 
ows (your part) are mine; you've only lent 
your Body out to one whom you call Husband, and whom Hea- 
ven has mark'd for Cuckoldom. . Nay, tis an Act of honeft 
Loyalty, ſo ro revenge our Cauſe; whilſt you were only mine, 
my honeſt Love thought it 2 Sin to preſs theſe Favours from 
you; waz injuring my · ſelf ag well as thee; but now we only 
give and take our Night. 

L. Des. No more, my Husbands cd N 

Fer. Right, my dear Haria——and 3 

L. Des. May poſſibly die — | 

Free, He will be hang d firſt. * 

L. Des. hope ſo either of which will do our Buſineſt.— 
An Freeman, not to have Patience till my Husband be 

d 4 little. 

Free. But what if Deſtiny purrhe Change upon us, and I be 
hang d inſtead of Desbyo? - | 

L. Des. Why then thou art not the firſt Gallant Fellow that 
has died in the good and Cauſe; and a ſmall taſte of Hap- 
pineſs will but turn thee off the Ladder with the ſadder Heat. 

Free. Haſt thou the Conſcience, lovely as thou art, 

To deal out all thy Beauty to a Traytor ? 
Ix not this Treafon of the higheſt Nature, 
2 4 4, Royal Farty of ſuch Treaſure, 
r to our mortal Enemies. 
be wiſe, and juſt, 
hd do nor live a Rebel to our Cauſe ; 
Tis Sin enough, to have Socie "with lich a wicked Rage, 

L. Des. But I am married to him. 

Free, So much the worſe, co make a League and Covenant 
mah * Villains, and keep the ſinful Contract; à little harm - 

Lying and Diſſimulation Il allow thee, but co be tight dowa 
— tis the Devil. 

IL. Des. This will not do, it neyer ſhall be faid Ive been (@ 
much debauch'd by Conventickling to turn a Sainted Sinner ; 
No, Tm true ro my Allegiance ſtill, true to my King and Ho- 
nour. Suſpect my Lo when J loſe my Virtue; little 
Time, Tm ſure, will give me bone dh) inco hy Arms; if thou 
haſt Bravery, ſhow it in thy Love. 

Free. You will o'ercome, and ſhame me every ua 
bur when will this Change comp? And till it do, whar Pawa 


will you give me? I ſhall be happy then. 


L. Des. My Honour, and that Happineſs you long for; and 
take bur two Months time for cheir Redemption. f 
Free. How grecdily I'll ſeize the Forfeiture! 


L. Def. But whar am | like co get if chis Change do come? 
ee 
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410 The Ronnd-Heads; Or, 
Free. A Slave, and whatever you pleaſe to make of him. 
L. Deſ. Who knows, in ſuch an univerſal Change, how you 
alter too ? „ «1 ACK 
Free. III give ye Bond and Vows, unkind Maria,. —ere, 
take my Hand--Be it known nnto all Men, by theſe Preſents, That I 
John Freeman of London, Gent. acknowlgUge my ſelf in Debt to ol 
| Maria Deſbyo, the Sum of one Heart, with an incurable Wound; 
one Soul, deſtin'd hers from its firſt Being; and one Body, gi 
whole, ſound, and in perfect Health; which I here promiſe to m 
Pay to the ſaid Maria, upon Demand, if the aforeſaid John 
reeman be not hang d before ſuch Demand made. Whereto 1 { 
ſer my Hand and ſeal it with my Lips. . [In a Tore, 
L.Deſ. And I, in Confideration of ſuch Debt, do freely 
give unto the aboveſaid ohm Freeman, the Heart and Body of 
the aboveſaid Maria Desbro, with all Appurtenances thereto be- 
longing, whenever it ſhall pleaſe Heaven to bring my Husband 
fairly to the Gallows, 4 7 In a Tone. 
Fee. Amen———kifs the Book——— _  { Kiſſes ber. 
L. Def. Hah ! that's Ananias ſure; ſome er's near, the 
neceſlary Raſcal gives us notice of. _ 15 \ 
Free. 'Tis ſo, what wouldſt thou have me do?  , _ 
L. Deſ. Thou art undone if ſeen. — here, ſtep within 
chis Cm n. 1 Ver. 
Enter Ananias, humming, and ſprending his Chak wide; Desbro 
3 behind him, paffing in a Chafe. I 1. 
Def. Ads ms, what a Change is kere like to be, —puff,. |; 
puff e have manag d matters ſweetly to let the Scotch \ 
General undermine us ; puff, puff. - | bed 
L. Deſ What's the matter? 1 + vs 
Def. Nothing, Cockey, nothing, but chat we are like to return 
ro our firſt nothing, r 
Ana. Yea, verily, when our time's come; bur ah, the great 
work of Reformatiom is not yet fully accompliſh'd, which muſt 
be wrought by the Saints, and. we cannot ſpare one of them 
until the work be finiſh'd. _ . 5 
Deſ. Yea, yea, it is finiſhed I doubt, puff, puff; fie, fie, 
what a Change is here! bs by 
Ana. Patience, ah, tis a precious Virtue !-— W. 
Def. Patience, Sir! what, when I ſhall loſe ſo many fine E- 
ſtates which did appertain to the Wicked; and which, I truſt. 
ed, had been aſtabliſh'd ours; and tell ſt thou me of Patience? 
puff, puff. e | Walking faſt. 
Aua. How! loſe em, Sir? Handle the matter with Patience; I 
hope the Committee of Safety, or the Rump, will not do an il- 
legal ching to one of the Brethrer. dads 


ee e. 


* 
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him; yea, we will. 
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Deſ. No, no, I have been a truſty Knave to them, and fo I 
have found them all to me: but Monk / Monk O that ever we 
ſhould be ſuch blind Fools to truſt an honeſt General! 

1 — aa * 0 

Deſ. I juſt now receiv' vate Intelligenc coming 
out % Scotland with his forces——puff, puff. ”, 

Ana. Why, let him come a Gad's Name, we have thoſe will 
give him a civil Salute, it he mean not honourably to the Com- 
monwealth. Parience, Sir. | | 

Deſ. But if he proves the ſtronger, and ſnou'd chance to be 
ſo great a Traytor to us, to bring in the Manthe King. 

J. Deſ. How, the Ring, Husband / the great Heroick! 

Free. Death, this Woman is a Sybil : Noble Monk / 

Ana, Hum the King 2 | 

Def. Ah, and with the King, the Biſhops ; and then, where's 
all our Church and Biſhops's Lands! Oh, undone——puff, puff. 

Ana. How, bring in the King and Biſhops ! my righteous 
Spirit is raiſed too —— I ſay, I will excommunicate him for 
one of the Wicked; yea, for a prophane Heroick, 4 Malignant, 
a Tory, —a——1 ſay, we will furround him, and confound 
him with a mighty Hoſt; yea, and fight the Lard's Battle with 


Deſ. Truckle to his Pow'r—puff, puff. 
Ana. I ſay verily,nay ; ſor, in Sadneſs, I will die in my Calling. 
' Def. So Idoubt ſhall J- which is Plowing, Hedging, and Ditching. 
Ana. Yea, we have the Sword of the Righteous in our 
Hand, and we will defend the mighty Revenues of the Church, 
which the Lard harh given unto his People, and choſen ones 
| fay, we will defend —— » | | 
Def. Ah, Patience, Sir, ah, tis a pious, Virtue 
Ana. Ah, it is Zeal in one of us, the Our-goings of the Spirit, 
Enter Page, 
Pag, Sir, will you go down to Prayers? the Chaplain waits, 
Deſ. No, no, Boy, I am too ſerious for that Exerciſe, 
I cannot now diflemble, Heav'n forgive me. 
Ana. How, Sir, not difſemble—ah, then you have loſt a 
great Virtue indeed, a very great Virtue; ah, let us not give 
8 the good Old Caufe—bur, as we have maintain d it by 
gad iy couzenage, and pious frauds, lee us perfevere—ah, let us 
preſevere to the end; let us not loſe our Heritage for a Meſs 
of Pottage, that is, let us not loſe the Cauſe for Diſſimulation 
and Hypocriſie, thoſe two main Engines that have catried on 
the great Work. 0. „ 
Def. Verily, you have prevail'd, and 1 will go take counſel 
of my Pillow: Boy call my Man to undreſs me —TII to Bed, 
for I am ſick at Heart, | WEED 


as 412 rh i Red H,; 0 ; Or 


/ Free. Death, what ſhall I do ow, dre {Ar 
walks, ſhe,whi s 
La. De. You muſt get my M off, or we're undone. 
Ana. Madam, be comforted, Heaven will bring all Things & 
bout for our Advantage LA Del. turns. 
es De. But he's behind che Curtains, Man 
{ Def. tun: from em 
| ne. Ah, let Providence alone 
* his Cloak, wide, amd goes by degrees towards the Bed. 
— + ul Lady, Sir, is doubtful, but I wil give her 


N. Ah, >, oe do, for ſhe's a pod and vertions 


Led certo ſhe is. Goes loſe She Bed-poſt, and 
P 0 Na er Shoulder. 


ane; Get ye behind my Cloak——— 


La. Def. Indeed Sir, ts Counſel: and Aſſiſtance. 6 rey 


e. 
Ang. We ſhou'd be Help-meets to one-another, Madam, 


Def. Alack, good Man ? ¶ La. Deſ. goes to coax her Hausband. 
IL. Del. rs my Dear, 7am 15 3 oblig d to him, chat 1 


know not without thy Aid, how to make him amends. 
Fer. So, this is the firſt Cloak of Zeal I ever made uſe of. 


« Good Lady give him his twenty Pieces, à dad he wor- 
deſerves em. e Groes ber Gold, 


La. Def. Indeed, and ſo he does, Dear, if t jou knew'ſt all. 


What ſay you now, do I not improve in Hypocrifie ? 
And ſnall I nor in time make a precious Member of your Church? 


WA 1 
= Verily, your Ladiſhip i is — ingenious 1 8 
— Fir, I mo humbly take . eave. Tae 


Pag. My Lord, my Lord Lambert has ſent = taſte for 
you, muſt attend at his Bouſe immediar b 
8 he has heard the News—I | away—lcr, my 

La. Def. 155 unlucky was this that Freeman ſhould gone 
Sirrah, run, and ſee to O ertalte him, I e 


(. 4t 
scENE U. Af chamber. 


Enter Gilliflower and Loveleſs, by dark, wy 4. 
Fi — 1 = ,*Gilliflowey 2 - 
« In my Ladies Apartment, Sir, ſhe'll be with you pre- 
ſentiy; you need nor fear berg Sir, for I'll affyre youTn 
an 


Ana. going, ſpreading his Cloak to the Door, Fr. behind goes out. 
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an Heroick in my Heart: my Husband was a Captain for his 
| Majeſty of ever-bleſſed Memory, and kill'd at Naſely, God be 
thanked, Sir. | | 
Lov. What pity tis that thou ſhouldſt ſerve this Parry? 
4 Gil. Bating her Principles, my Lady has good Nature e- 
| nough to oblige.a Servant; and truly Sir, my Vails were good 
: in old Oliver's Days; I got well by that Amour, between him 
and my Lady; the Man was laviſh enough... 
g Lov. Yes, of the Nation's Treaſure bur, prithee tell 
me, is not thy Lady mad, raving on Crowns and Ringdoms ? 
Gil. It appears fo to you, who are not us d ro the Vanity a 


| Love That muſt be worth ones Curioſity, could che but ſee't. 


, the Party, but they are all ſo mad in their Degree, and in the 

: Fic they talk of nothing elſe Sir, we have to morrow a Hearing, 
as they call it. | | | 

i Tou. What's that, a Conventicle ? 

4 Gil. No, no, Sir, Ladies of the laſt Edition, that preſent 

. WI their Grievances to the Council of Ladies, of which. my La- 
| dy's chief, which Grievances are laid open to the Committee 

' olf Safety, and ſo redreſs'd or ſlighted, as they are. 


Gill, We admit no Man, Sir. 


o 


T PI! ac it to a hair. 
1 Gill. That would be excellent. es)... 
* Lov. Nay, I muſt det the Novelty is rare but 
N I'm impatient prithee let thy Lady know I wait. 
Gill. She's in Affairs of State, but will be here immediatley ; 
ö 2 jd retire into her mp * ſend the Page with 
ights, there you may repoſe till my Lady comes, on the Pal - 
lat. * pou Che leads him out. 


. SCE NE A great chamber of State—and Caoyy. | 
And at a Table, ſeated Lambert, Fleetwood, Desbro, Hewſon, 


Lov. Sdeath, for ſo good a ſight I will turn Woman, 


/ Duckingfield, Wariſton, Cobbet; all half drunk, with Bottles 
. and Glaſſes en the Table; La. Lam. and La. Fleet. 

Lam. My Lord Mariſton, you are not merry to night. . 
b War. Wons Mon, this Monk ſticks in my Gullet, the mukle 


Diel pull him out by th' Lugs ; the faud Loone will en ſpoyle 

aud our Sport mon. ; | 

Lam. I thought I had enough ſatisfied all your Fears; the 
Army's mine, that is—'ris your's, my Lords, and III imploy ic 

too 15 well for the Good of the Common- wealth, you ſhall 

' have Cauſe to commend both my Courage and Conduct; my 


Lord Warifton, will you * rae ? 1 


414. The Round- Heads ; Oy, ; Mm 
ar. Ah, my gued Lord, the Honour is too great“ Tis not 
but I's dare fight my Lord, but I love not the limmer Loone, 
he has a villainous honeſt Face an's ene; I's kend him ence, 
and like'r him not; but TI's drink tol yar gued Fortune; let it 
gang aboote, ene and ad Sirs. - I arinh, 
Lam. We'll leave all diſcourſe of Bus neſs, and give our 
ſelves to Mirth; I fancy good Succeſs from this days Omen. 

. Enter Gill. whiſpers La. Lam. ſhe riſes. | 
I. Lam. Waited ſo long! „ p 
Gill. And grew impatient, an't pleaſe your Highneſs; muſt I 
go tell him you cannot ſee him to * | , 
I. Lam. Not for the World; my filly Politician will be 
Buſying himſelf in the dull Affairs of State; 

* — Pull in Compariſon of Love, I mean; . 

T never lov d before; Old Oliver I ſuffer d for wi ntereſt, 
I » 


And tis ſome Greatneſs, to be Miſtreſs to the 
But this mighty Pleaſure comes A props, | 
To ſweaten all the heavy Toyls of Empire. 
Gill. So it does, anꝰt pleaſe your Highneſs. | 
I. Lam. Go, let him know I'm coming—Madam, I muſt beg 
, our Pardon, you hear, my Lord, to Morrow goes on his great 
Expediion 5 and, for any thing we know, may fall a glorious 
Sacrifice to the Commonwealth; therefore 'tis meer Loffer up 
ſome Prayers for his Safety, and all my leiſure Hours twixt 
this and tar, will be too few. —Your humble Servant Madam. 
3 | | [EL. lam 
L. Fleet, My Dear, III leave you too, my time of Devotion 
is come, and Heav'n will ſtay for no Body; where are my Peo- 
ple, is my Coach ready, or my. Chair. | 
Fleet. Go in your Chair my Love, leſt you catch cold. | 
L. Fleet. And light your Flambeaus, —— I love to have my 
Chair ſurrounded with Flambeaus. | 
| Enter Page. 
Pag. Your Chair is ready, Madam. [She goes out led by Fleet. 
Hewſ. What think ye now my Lords, of ſettling the Nation 
CM I find my Head ſwim with Politicks, and what ye cal 


a — Wons, and wad ya ſettle the Nation when we real ou 
elves? | 
Hewſ. Who, pox, ſhall we ſtand making Childrens Shoes al 
the Year ? No, no, let's begin to ſettle the Nation, I ſay, aud 
go throw ſtitch with our Work. _ 
Duc. Right, we have no Head to obey; fo that it this Scud 
General do come whilſt we Dogs fighr for the Bone, he runs 4 
way with it. | 
/ Hewſ. Shaw, we ſhall patch up matters with the W 


I 
5 
5 
Ic 
6 
ir 


W ꝛxęe Gad Old Ca. 415 
neral, TIl warrant you: However, here's to our next Head. 
One and All.— | 15 [ All drink. 

Hleets Verily, Sirs, chis Health-drinking ſavoureth of Monar- 
chy, and is a Type of Malignancy. | 

War, Bread, my Lord, no preaching Oer yar Liquer, wee's 
now for a Cup o'ch' Cr . | 

Cob. In a gadly way y y, it is lawful. 2 

Lam. Come, come, were dull, give us ſome Mufick—o— 


come m Lord, Tl give you a Song, I love Mufick as I do a 


Drum, chere's Life and Soul int, call my Mufick. 

Fleet. Yea, I am for any Muſick, except an Organ. 

War. Sbread, Sirs, and Ts a Horn- pipe; I've a faud Theefe 
here _ dance ye dance tol a Norn-pipe, with any States-man 
iu af a. {as + 
40. Ae e, He. N | 

Duc. I know not what your fand Theefe can do; but I'll hold 
you a Wager, Colonel Hewſon, and Colonel Desbro ſhall dance 
ye 35 Saint's Jigg with any Sinner of your Kirk, or Field Con- 
venticler. | | 

Var. Wons, and Ils catch em at that ſprot, I's dance tol 
em for a Scotch Pound, but farſt * Song, my Lord, I hope 
tis boody, or elſe tis not werth a Feart. ; 

A. He, He, He: 


SON &, ſung by my Lord Lamberts 


— _A Poxof the States-man that's witty, 
| That watches and Plots all the ſleepleſs Night, 
For ſeditious Harangues to the Whigs of the City, 
And piouſly turns a Traytor in ſpigbt. 
Let him wrack and torment his lean Carrion, 
Jo bring his Sham- Plots about, 
Till Religion, King, Biſhop, and Baron, 
tor the Publick Good, be te rooted out. 


Whilft we that are no Politicians, 6Q © 
Bit Rogues that are Reſolute, bare-fac'd and Great, 

Boldly head the rude Rabble in open Sedition, 
Bearing all down before us in Church and in State. 
Tour Impudence is the beſt State-trich, 

And he that by Law means to rule, 
Let his Hiſtory with ours be related, 
Tho we prove the Knaves, 'tis he is the Pol. 


War. The Diel a me, wele ſung my Lord, and gen aud Trads 
fail, yas make a quaint Minſtrel, - 


All. 


The bond, 05 e 
A He, he, ke. "1 : 
War. Noo, yar / 
Io fling Cuſhions at one amther, and grin, Muſick plays, 
— — Marry, Sirs, an this be yar dancing, rol dance and ne er 
ſtir Scap, the Die! lead the Dance for Archibald. 
h they have flung Cuſhions "* while to the Muſick Time, 
' #bey beat each other from the Tah one by one, and fall into a 
godly Dance; after a while, War Milton ri - and dances ridi- 
- exlouſly a while amongſt them, then to the Time of the Time, 
they take out the reſt; as at the Cuſhion-Dance, or in that Na- 
ture. Wariſton being the laſhtaken in, leads the reft, 
—Haud Miſtrels haud ; Bread a gued, Fs fatch ad Ladies i in— 
ket away Minſtrels tol 1 Lady's Apartment. 
Caaſet lr! before all 
(Er Dancing, 


X Ms SCENE Ht. Enter Page. 

# Pag. Cock, Here muſt I wait, to give my Lady Notice when 

my Lord approaches; — The fine Gentleman that is alone with 

her, gave me theſe two fine pieces of Gold, and bad me buy 4 
Sword to fight for the King withall , and I'm reſoly d to lay it 

af out in a Sword, not a penny in Nickers, and fight for the 

_ Heroicks as long as a 1 have a Limb, if they be all ſuch fine Men 

3s this within. But hark, ſure I hear ſome coming, — [x. 

' [flat Scene draws off, diſcovers La. Lam. on a Couch, with Love- BW Let 

leſs, tying 4 rich Diamond-Bracelet about bis Arm; 4 Table if Eir 


behind with Lights, on which, a Velvet Cuſbion, with a Crown 1 


= >  w 


mJ wf | 


OY — 
T- 


| md Scepter cover d. Rat 
8 Tov. This Preſent's too Magnificent: Such Bracelets young Net 
Monarc d put on. *, Ane 


L. Eam. Perſons like me, when they make Preſents, Sir, — 
muſt do it for their Glory, not bea eg che merit of che IM Ty 
Wearer; yet ou. my charming Lmeleſs, comes ſhort of what” The 
I ought to pay . 8 comes ſhort too of ay Love. 

Lov. You bl, 

I. Lam. This the Kin onarch of the World onee ds Wlct 
| bour my Arm, and bad me wear it, till ſome greater Nan 'd Nor 
chance to win my Heart; | 
Thou art chat Man whom Love hath rais d above him; 

Whom every Grace and every Charm thou haſt 
Conſpire to make thee mightier to my Soul ; 
And Oliver, Tluſtrious Oliver / | 
Was yet far ſnort of thee. 

Lo. He was the Monarch then whoſe Spoils I OW in. 
ald They were deſign d too for Trophies to the youg 
Ah, Lauft, chat 1 con'd reward thy Yourh 


With 


The Good Old. wo . . 


wich ſomething that might make thee more than Man,. 
as well as to give the beit of Women to the- 
1. 5 es, fakes him by the Hand, leads um to 
er 3 ie Table. He ſtarts. 
WM —Bchold this Gay, 1 5 e | | 
e, Lov. Hah—a E Per! ry * = 
4 Rave I been all this while a 2 ee | 
i. S near the Sacred Relicks 1 King T 3 
e, And found no went n 0h. my 00d, 45 
4. Noching that mov'd Sacred Devotion in ne . ' 
| —Hail Sacred Emblem of Great Majeſty, _.. 
thou that faſt circled more * Diviniry 8 SIP 
| Than the grear Zodiack chat Iurrounds the World. 1 
1, acer was bleſt wich ſight of chee till now, 
. ut in much reverenc'd Pictures bees 10 . 
L Lam. Is t not a lovely thing? 
en Lov. There's ſuch Divinity i th very Form ont, 
ch nad I been conſcious. I'd been near che Temple 
4 W Where chis bright Relick of the glorious Martyr _.. 
it et been enſhrin'd, that ſpoil'd my ſoft HO: = 
ie tis Sacrilege to dally where it is?: 
en WA A rode, a ſawey Treaſon ro appfoach i it 
x. wich an unbended Knee; for Heav'ns ſake; Madam, 
e- et us not be prophane in our Delights, 
We Eicher withdraw, or hide that glorious Object. 
vn L. Lam. Thou art a Fool, che very fight of this— 
Raiſes my y higher, | 
77 _ 4 4 Queen into thy Arm: 9 
And where I love I cannot give enough; owl | 
ir, ou d I cou'd ſer it on thy Head for © ever , wg" 
he WM Twou'd not become my fimple Lord 
at” the chouſandth part ſo well. 
* [ Goes to put it on his Head, be pus of: 
Lov, Forbear, and do not play with e 
1. Let us retire, and love as Morrals ſnou d, 
'd WF Nor imitate the Gods, and ſpoil our Joys. . 
La. Lam. Lovely, and unambitious! 
Whar hopes have I cg all your promis d Daerr 
Whilſt , poſſibly ere Jong 115 adorn my Brow 


117 


wo 


5 £446 


% 


ben ice every ny of 6 Bene / 
Lov, . * Fageanc Nen? You, might from , 
in | a ha * 
ich n 8 1 1 Le ae J 14 


— ä - in / 


Ly» hi bes; 9.7 
1d fall in loves , with eyet zu 58 eat. 
She acis the Queen fd 720 
But then the gaudy Robe is ad 
Ia. Lam. fl pron the Comp 

Lov. I do ner 3 of 

Bur — it will not A. * 
'How ay brave would your 
If, whilſt he may, he paid d 
To the Ri e * 4 
It, whalſt he has the A at. i K bee 
He made a true and lawtu 


To ſettle our great Maſter in his 
And by an Act ſo glorlous raiſe 
1 


— Title of a Ki 
. aye me — 
wy Glory. \ 


Gill, Oh Madam 12 
and are all dancing hirhe 

La. Lam. What, at ir Ai 80e | 
leſs, withdraw, I wou nor five the Torld! x1 
louſie of me. Wa n 

Gill. Withdraw, m! tis im | 
into their Mouths. .. " 3p 

La. Lam. I'm ill at tleſe mage bebt BRO Lovers that 
ſtill came with Touch, 8 moteſtly my. Husband 
_ wou'd withdraw but Evel is in danger, therefore take 
care he be not ſeen. ee * 
Heavens! ch are coming, e rerrea 
| La. Lam, I am if ar theſe Ioitieghcs. belng us? 
that ſtill came with ſuch Aurhoriry,' r n 


wore n withdra be oa on * is in danger 


du in 


W* / 


e Di . 8 
4 7 
L bd WW. . 
"> » 
177 


_ _—_y wire no Retreat 
Isa. Lam. Lye down on 5 05 . and cover him von 
wich che Foot , "my" | wy” 
[He lies dom along mm, the Conch, "they r | 
pet: La. Lam. rate, her Bom, [its down 
on the ba «> of the Coich Te Ihe... 
they enter ; Ae. 
— What Inſolence is . do you 
„ 9 0 0 f 
Har. { Singing. JWe Welegay 


Wos, Madam, that's no pat o D. 
I. Lyn. No, but fe for your Iaſolence, 


e 


* 


n u i 
vtul ufe of 4 4+ 1 90 jy 


oo 


* TH Okt GAG. 


1 him, my Dear, he meant no buche 0 


L. Lam. How dare you en hea Sirfah? - 
Be gone with all your Mchy lf bred Crew. ¶ Lam. ſits denn onLov 
Lam. My only dear, be Patient; hah! 
Somerhin moy under me ! Tresſon, "Treaſon. [i 12 b. 
Lov. Fd off, and tn? Lam. over,” the reſt of the Men 
run out crying Treaſon, Tren, overthrowing a © 
/ ing end. 
L. Lam, Treaſon, Treafon! my Lord y Lord! 
Lam. Lights there, a Plock u fo r Lights. 
I. Lan. The Crownz the Crown; guard the rohr br 
She groping about, finds Liv. by Bs Claths, noms him. 


Here, take this Key, the next root my egy [Vs 


Secure your ſelf a mo Ex) Loveleſs, 
Lights here, che Cee abe thou Trikers ade Lam. 
Lam, 1s | | 

I. Lam. Ah, Lord; : what's the matter kt 
Lam. Nay, my Lady, I ask you H“ꝗ's che matter? F 
Euter Page with Lights. 7. e aft. 
1 Heaven, all is not well; hark ye, my fine ſhe Politiclan, 
ir was you had hid beneath this Carpet? 
by. N Heav ns! doſt hear him, Gillflower "ab dure the Fel- 
ow's 
Gil, Alack, my Lord are you our of your honoutible Wits? 
Beg a Knows, my Lady was at her Devotion. , 
Bawd, come, confeſs thy ſelf 00 be one; at her De- 
votion, yes, with a He Saint. - 
Gill. Gad forbid the Saints mould be ſo eld | 
I. Lan. Hark e, thou little ſniyling Hypocrite, 0 haſt 
no Virtue bur a little Conduct in Martial Diſcipline; who haſt 
by Perjuries, Cheats, and pious Villanics wound thy ſelf up in- 
to the Rabble's Favour, where thou may ſt ſtand till ſome more 
bor, ff dhe oguery remove thee from that height, or to the Gal- 
if the Ring return: haſt thou the Impudence charge 
my Virtue k 


* I know not, Madam, whether that virtue don boaſt - 
were loſt, or only ſtak t, and ready for the Gameſter; _—_ | 
am ſure a Man was hid under this Carpet. 


I., Lam. Heav'ns, a Man! | | 
Gill, i Man? Are you ſire cwas a Man, my y Lord? 


me Villainous Malignant, M warrant, 


Lam. Ir may be ſo. 8 
the Wickednefs of theſe IF to hide under 


Carpets ; ; Why they'll have * Aer to hide 9 
tel 


/ 1 


"> 


9 
| 
1 
1 
1 
) 
| 
| 
# 
b 
; 
y 
' 
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s _ « wa * 88 < * - 
1 n 
o . 


B 
m. 
* I do believe ſo; Death—a Cuckold; that black 
Cloud ſhade all my rifing Fame ? | 
I. Lam. Cuckold! Vis that Name bo grear a Scranger 
to xe, | 
F - has your riſing Fame made ye forget 


Hor long—thar Cloud has hung upon your Brow ? 
| —*Twas once the height of your Ambition, Sir, 


* 


Pronken 


© Gillifawer and at our Devotion, praying to Heav'n for 
Your: reef. ro morrow—and am 7 thus rewarded! 


| good Tweng habe worn Tü fol ſomething 


1 Neep, and ſertle” em, oy Fl] not * to-Bed with den 


When you—were a poor—lſneaking Slave to Cromwe!, 
Then you cou d . — and 3 hold the Door , 


And give him Yay $5.44 
Had nor 3 oa yu your — 
Lam. was ſor 


' Who. won d not be a.Cuckold to be great? 
f cronnvel leap'd into my Sadie once, | 
Til ſtep into his Throne 1 bur, cohe pointed at | 


By Ralcals that I——-rvl tis inſupportable. 

La. Lam: How got chis Fellow drunk? 2 cal up my en 
Who durſt deliver him this quantity of Wine; S 
Send —— in my Name, to ſummon all che 

mmittee of Safety into my Preſence, 
yes they, 


By Heav'n Fil ſhow you, s Sir 


Ser hat a fine King they're like to have * 
In Honeſt, 9 Sober, Wiſe Jack Lambert. 
— Nay; 11 dot; 725 think to take away my Honour chus? 25 


J, who by my liticks and Mapagement, -/ : 7 


. Have Shank up Nik of Villains, k. 0 ** 


Away ſummon em all. 00 {To Gilliflower. 
Lam. ä not ſo raſh; who * eee 
Lai Lam. I will not . has. 9 * r 
Tam. Nor any living ching 0 
I Lam. No Creature in the Room, thou lilly. ; 0344 but 


[Weeps, Gill. weeds £00. 
4 My Soul, I cannot bear the Sight;of Tears * 


From theſe dear charming Eyes. 15 


La. Lam. No matter Sir, the Commirtde ſhall ri 
Lam. Upon my Knees 7 ask thy Pardon 8 v al Bhs, 


as I ſat, which threw me over. 
La. Lam. Only your Brains turt d round wich too much 


- drinking and dancing, Exerciſes you are not us d *—— 


neach me 


| 
[ 
; 


yas pp in Arms, 


, „ 8 cer Jan hop? to have i A Alt in 
your TT ＋ 5 

and once more par Nliſfake. 
N 3 * [Bows, 12 Loes a N. Gill. 


La. Lam — 0, this fighting; Fool, fe worſhipp'd by, the 


Rabble, how meanly can a Woman n 
9 L 


ue happy Night's. our own 
Enter Gill. LoveJeſs.' ' 
Tov. Excellent'Crearure, how L. do adore thee!” 4 
La. Lam. But, Lyon u, perhaps, are ſatisfied aready—— 
Lou. Never; thou be kind to all 'Ererniry. 
haſt one Virtue pro M thee Homage for; T heard 1 
the Aleove how great a Miſtreſs thou arr in the dear Myſtery of 


Filn 
rag That's the firſt Leſſon Women Leary In a Ge q 


cles, Religion reaches thoſe Maxim co our 
hh 2 depos'd,” 2 — 2 are Y Rr n 
By, filting all the Univerſe is fool d. * 5 


* 
f 
4 "Y ——_— —— — 
—d — — —— — 
| * 
- 
* 


40 4. Sorts Gree,” 


Ente Cirpral, baf dreft ; with Soldiers, Jomer * Felt-maker. 
N Rogues, the City-Boys are up in Arms ; brave Boys, 


all for the King | 
Felt. ve a Care wine you! Sir; but as to the Citys be- 
r us: > Ne ſhall fall to Our ola 


ing in Mutiny, that makes well 
; Will fall to che Righteous, 


Trade of plundering ; fo 
= * is Plunder enough. 

Lou plunder Sirrah, knock him down and carry him 
10 % Guard-room, and ſecure him. [Two Soldiers ſeize him 


2 Sold. They ſay the Committee of fery fare all Night at | 
General Lambert's, about ſome great. Aﬀair———ſome rare 


auge, Rogues ! . 

2 Sold. Yes, and to pur off Sorrow, they ſay, were all tight 
reverendly drunk too. 
Cor. I ſuppoſe there is ſome heavenly matter in Hand ; 
there was 'Treaſon cried out at the General's laſt Night, and 
the Committee of no Safety all ran away. 

1 Sold. Or rather reel'd away. 

c. The Ladies tueak'd, the Lords fled; and all the . 


= _ of 7 5 4 — * * * 
. . .- 6 
r * 
| & Good 4 Carle. - + 21 
; 4 * 4 
. 46 x : / 


Fey © Felt. Ve 


| 
| 
F 


dene bed Oh 
and wirh Rea che Pope in diſ- 
found wich Real 4 1 Bas 105 110 h 155 eſuies 


al 
dich Bland 
e Te Crown, 550 1 Cie 2 the 


2 — 


#2 "Sold. Tack, r impomtle ” Rais 142 


Jon. Nay Ir, tis true, and ist not time we bold 2. « 


| bout us? 
Corp. A N all, for hing Knaves—tecure em 
both on the 8 TE farther Order and let us. in tg th al 
. D I 
wh ſof Lombard- Street 7 ; there's A "Shop I have 
1 Sale. There Fn Pre ns Citizens Wife, chat I have a0 
1 $0 om ye * 
Eye 8 5 ds a rich Banker, TI take tone vid 1 


r You are e tha 21 hays; is N 


18 begin to u 5 th 


d far 17 
weary of  , 


2 2 Cal rrp mee they're are afraid. of the Monſter they them- . 

ſelves have made. | 

Corp. Bah, my noble 2 we in diſgu wie! 4 

Free, W LEY pes and, hope to ſee better | 

times ſhy Seth General. is — 0 
= Captain 4 the 38 and 4 25 Gang me» bim, arm 4 

with Swords, Staffs, Nc. 
Cap. come, my . you. have made me Ca Pl 4 
lead you bravely on! die inthe Cauſe, ao; Sat 


with V1 
Racy 4 Club ſtall 46 fore FAN In bear our * 
be rother Eye; 142 to rake him on the blind ae. 7 | 
' 1 the firſt Place, e muft all fign | FIG m il. 


2 Pren. Petitions, well have no petition Ca - we arc | 
for . Captain. Capt, Odey. ortl ve you. * By 
Capt. Look Ye, well Peririon for an honeſt Free Parliament 


IN. 
e No nend no Parliament, we have had too 
much of that Miſchief alread Captain. N be 
Mt. No Parliament, 2 — { 
Of. Farewell Geinemen, 1 camghe 7 might he been Y 
* Death, Sin, yo ſhll hen e Captain out. : 4 > 


wy - > 9 —_—— 


A 
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U 250 I % an honeſt Free one pick 1 
5 choſen by Faciön; but nel n err 

5 and bring i in the Great Heroick, A * — 


1 All. Ay, ay, the Great fieroi 
6 Lov, A ng Cough. 250 ſhowd 
; Capt. 
F come, and we'll f 


18 . 2 des Ts 
1 without Reaſon alrcadyws . -. r , E 
. Rb _ King Boys , 1555 3 
* = a A oy. 7 . ADP coming, 5500 dif- 
J ſolye che r no Safety. 21 ome ; 1h 57 


All. Good, g 
2 3 2 r 
N Fortudes. 


and E 
F 1 Capts: Au che deut Packs ves ana i 
our, - BHS Nuit. 
a Prep. This Gapain is a Nan of rae Idigence; | 
what Captain Lb wav 2 th | NY 
Capt, Why- 


W 
e 


Fran. 
1 Pren. Au 1.200, I do 
0 1 0 Pri A Man looks bur { | 
— 4 Pren. 15 ay, a — AY 22 
Capt. Why now precious Nen you are 
0 - the King wou ud be E e e that for 
| fear of a little hanging would deſert his Cauſe a Pox upon you 
| all, I here diſchurge yE———. - 


" 

” Eat | , 6 
hk) "4 
o v F 


9 I hack your"Cowards fand. and gin 
og ae 27 em a . 
be fight with-ſych mean pred Rog. um 0 
wo burery your boaſted Courages. n 15 t 
Lou. Brave BG. | ots 


L. & Free. Well die with — 5 
All. Oh noble Captain, we recant 

1 Pren, We recant, dear Capps voll die, TY 

All. One and all, one and ut 

þ e Why io, there's ſome truſting to you now. 28} EE 
3 Pren. But is there ſuch a Proclamatian, Captain? 

ee. There by bur aan when oe Gropeart Serie 

3 * 7 

= T5 4co0T & els” 


A, 
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have chang your Note, like Birds of evil Omen; that you 


20 a ſtrong Blaſt, 


* 


22 af, hr e ings his Vas and 
All. — * 4 


Lou Brave 1 5 hold Nill yoiirReſclution,” 

our leiſure Hours will-give-me leave, 
2s Health; here's for you'to do fo. _ 
Free. Take my Mite too, brave ads: * l , Wor 
Ml. Hay! Viva 26 1 Heroicks: - 4 

Enter Ananias rig 

en Hum, what have we here, 1 dert ecchd c 
2757 Yea yerfly, it is a Nutin) . What mean- 


in Hoſtile IIs in open Street, by 


7 92 Hah! Suse the Cant « Lady Elders, one of the 
Fiends of the Nation; that go about like Ts Dy ak: 


_— they may devour: 4 
| ebadder. 5 


Who, Nr. Anani ö 
Ana. Bear witneſs Ge n all, he l dee green, 
chou ſnalt be d for Scandal on the Brethrenn 
Lov. Fil prove what I ſay, Sirtan; 0 you not rob on the 
. Highway ick Pulpit? Rob the Siſters, and preach it lawful 
- va parody hn 3 of prob gen 
lences Honeſty ; nay rather our, poor 
- Wenches of thei Bone do Tb n 
A4. F commit ye"; here N he Nam 


| Day light? 


of | 1 know noc who, in! 
the good People of Bhs gland, Wer ole © 
tiers, knock him r 


im down, knock Mn dona. 1 7. 


E Free. Hold worthy Touche the 'Raſcal has done me Ser 


$3: { Sisi. þ 1 


"fone pulling off bigs to em all- Te book like Cres de 
evil Spirit is entered in unto you, oh Men oft Landm / that je 


80 aſtray after new Lights, or rather; ind Liglits, and commir 
6 Whoredom with your Fathers Idols, -tven in the midft of the 
Holy:City, which the Saints — e pr N ber rr Elect, the 
„ e leave: rec. and fall to deci 
_ Capt. Hark * to , 
1, or thaw mona. 1. 00, — ö £5 
Ana. Nay, I ſay nay, I will die in Calling—— ea, 
fall a Sacrifice to U G Good Old buy 8 with a 
A Hand, and will deſtroy, detnoliſh and confound your 
"Kos; thoſe” heatheniſh Malignants whom you follow, even 
- wth Thunder and Lightening, even as a Field of Corn 5 


= * FRBpnrEnsN © 


RS 5 » 


. 
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Tze Good Old cat. 425 
Lov. Knock him down. * 
4. Down with Dagon, down with him. 

| Howe. 0 g 8 with Guards. N 
ogues, nave I caught ye napping ? | 
Po all 3 bins and his Red-Coats. 
Al. Whoop Cobler, hoop Cobler. Aut 
(tte Boys, Lov. and Free, Corp. and Sold. beat of Hewſon 

and his Party. An. gets a Sword, and fights em. 

e I 8 Enter I. — bs Gill. 

. Gi ve no time to ask your Highne to 
Night; bur chats a needleſs Queſtion; © © N * 

L. Lam. How mean you ? do you ſuſpect my Virtue? do you 
believe Loveleſs: dares attempt any thing againſt my Honour? 
No Gilliflower, he acted all things ſo like a Gentleman, chat * 
very moment takes my Heart more abfolurely. 

Gill. My Lord, departed. highly ſatisfied. 

I. Lam. She is not worthy of Intriegues of Love; de bn. 
not manage a filly Husband as ſhe p cafes — bu bur Gilliflwer, you 
forget that His Council-day. 

'. Gill, No, bur I do not, Madam, "ſome important Suden 


wait already. 
; Enter La. Def. and La. Filelwed. | 

L. Lam. Your Servant, Madam Desbro, thou'rt ſd 
Gilliflower, are all things ready in the Council · Chamber? 
We that are Great muſt — 0 Acts, 
That hawg at leaſt ſome ſhew of G | x («0 
We muſt redreſs the Grievance of our e. . 

L, Fleet. She ſpeaks as ſhe were . but I ſnall 
ſpoke i in her ny Wheel of Fortune, or my Lord's Nicks 
fail him. { Scene draws off, Table with Papers : Chairs round it. 

IL. Lam. Where are the Ladies of the Council !— how re- 
miſs they are in their Attendance on us? 

L. Feet. Us! Heav'ns, I can ſcarce endure this Inſolence! 
e will take care to mind em of their 33 
L. Lam. We, poor Creature! how fimply jeſty become: 


her? 
1 ey all ſitting dbos, enter L. Crommel ih, 
and takes her Place, L. Lam. uppermoſt. 
REY as I take it, at our laſt firing, our Pleafure 
was. that you ſhou' d fir no more. 
ws N Your pleaſure! Is chat the General Voice? This is = | 
lace in {pight of thee, and all th fawning Faction, and ſhall 
— it, when thou en ſhalt be an wunde Ty vet here 
at my Foot - ſtool. 
I. Lam. 1 ſmile, at thee. 
* Do, ale chringe ; on buſineſs make thee Pour. 


x | 


k 4 
—- 
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nut tis not that—Nor thy falſe 2 that wil ſerve thy Ends 


L. Lam. Rail on; declining Majeſty may be excus' 
Call in the Women cha attend Tor redfeſ ay be exert, 


P 
Euer Page with Warren, and Lovefeſs 450 d 1 4 Matuns 
1 what's your Bus neſs with us? 
12 r Ein of us ue Ladies. 
in good time; . bow and 
whom: 7 80 you rug your Title of Lahe . 2 
I. Het. Have a care how you uſirp v Nat is not your own? 
Tou. How che Devil rebukes Sin? . 
ID. From 1 "hrs * your Honours, Women! 
. Ae 7 they, an f whar ſan poiſe 
>: Hu W E 7 and © 7 
32 Of no long Münz, 1 but I confeſs > 
Sill. That's a common Grievance indeed. | Son. 
> 3 And ought. ro be redreſs d. 
And that ſhall be taken into conſideration ; write 
on Gilliflower, who made your . Knight, Woman? 
_ Lam. Of horri Memory? write that down — who) 
2 Lad. Richard the foprth, your Honour. TW 
Fil Of ſorriſh bega 7 walt re rhardown too? 
L. Deſ. Moſt r em 
oo Heav'ns / Can Thea this Profanaticn of our af F. 
27 . 


kr A Lam. I wonder wich Fhariimpudetice Noll and Die coud 
Enightiſie your, Huzhands?. for 'tis a Rule in Hetaldry, that note 
ean make a Knight but him chat is one; tis Sarca Pancha's Cale 


in Don Quizor, n q 
| Gram. How dare yaguſtio my adi. 85 rity? 1. 
Riſes in her. 


: Who.nobl won his Hongy in the Field), | 
Not like ſneaking; Lor who gain d lis „ eee 
From his Wife's gay e erer are Her Honour for 
his Coronet. 
IL. Lam. Thou ly ſt, m N with his Sword, 
2 mn Urn 9 01 f. 1 1 who waded to his 
a Sea of Roya — 
L. Deſ. Sure Loveleſs has - Ha good on her, ind converted her. 
IL. er. Madam, I humbly beg you al de patient, yo 
rige all my Lord's: "Deſigns Elie. pom, Proceed to your 
Stievana -s, both puhlick and private. 8 
Zov. I petition for a Fenn, my Husband, chard, "Was 4 
conſtant active Man, in all the late Rebellion, 1gainſt the Man; 


| e d my e he berraj d his-deareſt' * 


- a * 


Tze Od Old cut 42 


ds. WW Brown Buſbel, who truſted his Life in his Hands, and ſeveral 


others; z plundering their Wives and Children even EP 
Smocks. 
. . Lain, Moſt conſiderable Service, and oughr to be con- 


ſder d. 
2 La. And moft remarkably, ar che Tt ryal of che late Nan. 1 ; 
A ſpic in's Face, and berray'd the Earl of 4 Wen the Parlia- 
ment. 
Crom. In the King's Face, you mean ren ſhewd your 
: Zeal for the Good Cauſe. 
de, 2 Ls, And t was my Husband chat headed the Rabble, +0 pull 
down Gog and Mageg, the Biſhops, broke che Idols in che Win- 
dows, and turn'd the Churches into Stables and Dens of Thieves; 
rob d the Altar of the Cathedral of the twelve pieces of Plate 
call d the twelve Apoſtles, turn d eleven of em into ner, 
and kept Judas for His own uſe at home 
I. Fleet. On my Word, moſt. nil, perfornd, note. ic 
en down 
1 -# La. And my Husband made Libels on the Man, from the 
| Troubles to 6 this day, defam'd and ,profan'd the Woman 
and her Children, printed all the Man's Letters to the Woman 
| with Burleſque Marginal Wot pull: d down the ſumptuous 
Shrines in Churches, and with the 72 and Popiſn oi 2 


1 
— — — - — 


2 — 


dorn'd his own Houſes and Chimney-Pice es. 
F * I. Lam. We ſhall Sands the ſe great N : 7 5 
4 Lou. To what a height is Impudence atrivd? A. ny 
1 Fd Lam. Proceed ro private Grievances. 1 1 O1 23107? 
we BY Lv. Ant pleaſe your Honours, my Huchand prays too much; 


ale W which boch hinders hi private bus'nels at home, and (his _ 
, lick Services to the Commonwealth t 451 11 
2 L. Lam. A doule Grievance — ſet it down. Gilli flower.) 
. Lov. And chen he rails Aue Whore of Lehe., and 
u my Neighbours think he calls me W 
Crom. A moſt unpardonable fault. 
IL. Lam. We'll have that rectify d, it will concern ua. 
Lu. Then he never kiſſes me, but he lays Floag Grace, 
which is more mortifying than inviting. , = 
I. Def. That is the fault of all the new 'Saines, which is the 
reaſon their Wives take a pious care, as mu in them lies 
to ſend em to Cut by making em Cucko 
I. Heer. A very charitable Work, and ought to be encourag A 
ty {Loveleſs gives i in a Petition to Gilliflower. 
Sil. The humble Petition of the Lady Make ſhift, | ¶ Reads. 
* ——Heav'ns Madam, here is —— Hands to' of the * 
; diſtreſſed, Sex. All. Read it. ET 


- Gill. Reads.) Whereas there pats'd an Alt June 24, aint a... 


— — w__—__ — 


0 


0 ; 
* | | ' 
— — — - —— k 2 —AB—ͤ — — — — 


» as Ae Rub Brat '% 
8 and Altthlrery, to che e 
2 Ladics, Gentle women, and Commonalty of England, 
and to the utter decay of many whole Families, i * 
-when-matricd to old Men; your petitioners moſt humbl ly by 
ur Honours will take this great Grievance into Mature Co 
u, and "the ae AR may be x led. 
IEEE Bleſſing on 'em, they ſhall have my Hand too—- 
I. Lam, We acknowledge, there are man) Grievances in tha 
Ach,; bur there are many Conveniencics too, for ir ties up the 
Villanous Tongues of Men from boaſting our Fayours. 
Dun. * * it lays a Scandal on Society tis troubleſome, 


Life of a Republick—— Peters the firſt, 
nd 75 ie Ae Fe | 


lou. But in a Free. State, ſhou'd we not be Free? 
IL. De Why not? 'we ſtand for the Liberty and property of 
| our Sex, and Vill [reed it ro the Committee of Safety. 
Du Secondly, e deſire the Heroicks, vulgarly call'd the 
Malignant, may not be look d on as Monſters, for aſſuredly they 
are Men; and that it Ie be charg'd to us a5 @ Crime d 
keep em company, they are honeſt Men. 
La. And ſome of em Men that will ſtand to their Principles 
v. L. Lan. Is there no other honeſt Men that will do as well? ? 
Jicha. Good Men ate fcarce. 
Lam. They're Alf tor Heroicks, fure dis che mode to wa 
em —1 cannot blame cm. Aﬀiae. 
Lo». And that wien we go to Mornin and Evening Le 
; . to Tantlings, or elſewhere, and ei before or after 
vilie's private Friend, it may be Attionable for the Wicked ty 
ſcandatize-us, by refining of it, 5 the * We 
cis harmleſs recreating” the Creature. 
All. Reaſon, _ 2 
I Nor that an Hujhyind f. ſhou'd nia Wife, whe 
at her private Devotion· 


Eber 5 
L. Lam T have blen too late 8 that Sie 


8 


5 * 


ing, to eaſe my Spleen. 

Ha An pleaſe” your Highneſs, here's 2 Miclſenger arriv'd 
Poſt, with Le from my Lord the General. Ex. Page. 
I - TL Lam oo ey ore us to bicak u the Council 
| 1 DD 92 _[Rites, Women rer ire. 
4 Dat id e, e with kae or Letters, 
be means this dale“ Opens, and reads 
tmn Hah, bleſs" my Eye, ſiglit, ſhe” looks pale,—now 10 
again, ſme turn to his Confuſion, Heav'n, I heſeech rhee. 
Rakes "My Lord's undone! his Army has deferred him; 


WER 


"I 
* 


j\ 


* 


Lill. And, Madarhy'1wou'd humbly pray a F Patent for Seoul 


Oo = - | 
„ 88 28 R a 


De Good: Old Cane 
tel Left him detenceleß to the Enemies Pow. ' „ 
Ah Coward Traytors! Where's the brutal — * ws". f 
ally That made you ſo ſucceſstul in your Villanzes? ??: 1 34 
by, Has Hell char ta ht you Valour, now abandon'd ye? 25 1 N | 
nfl- How in an inſtant are my Glories 2 
$ any Calls oh 


| -_ Ha, ha, ha— What, has your Highneſ: 
orie 
cha Gill. Call up your Courage, Madam, do not let theſe chi 
the Wſcoff you—you may be yer a een: Remember whar 14155 
told you, Madam. | 
me, WM IA. Lam. Damn Lib, -who wich! ying, Prophefies, has raid: - 
ll, . 1 a Legend of his Divels rake him 
| or t. 8 
5 cm. Oh, haves care of Ginding, Madam ! n v2 
„af La. Lam. Screech Owl, away, thy Voice is omnious. 'F 
oh I cou'd rave! but that it is not great; I 4 
the N ſilent Sorrow has moſt Majeſty. 
hey Enter Wariſton, huffing. 
e to War, Wons, Madam, undone, undone ; our honourable Com- 
mittee is gone to th Diel, an che damn d looſey Rump is aud 
les, "rn aud; the muckle Diel ſer it i ſolt, and his Dam drink moſt, | 
x boy 10 
cm The Committee diſſoly'd! whoſe wiſe Work was chat? 
ove irc looks like Fleetwond's filly Politicks, - ' 
iat. War. Marrry, and yar Ladiſhip's ich Right, 'owas en the, 
Le 
frer 


Work o e Look, the Diel breſt his Wem fort. R 
Enter Hewſon, Dezbro, Whitlock, Duc. and Cob. * 

u So Brethren in Iniquity, we have ſpun a fine Thread, 
hen che Rump's all in all now; er LA a 4 
Peneral with Siſſers and Raſor. 7 1% AY E ? 
Whit, With a Siſſeraro, you mean. | 
lien WM Hewſ. None of your Terms in Law, good Brother. 
%. Right but gen ya have any Querks in Law, Mr. 55. 
| that will ſave our Crags, twill be warth a Fee. 
Duc. We have: our Cargs faith: | 


% 
* 9 
. 
——— — — —ů — >. r ̃ . ³˙·˙.¹e w — ¹. . ˙ T VR — 


d- War, I's * 3; Was, Sirs, ya plaid 'em faul; a Fule 
q em, and the "Muckle Diel himſelt turn 
d e Trump. pt Hb 
we. i Hair. We are loſt Gentlemen, BEA ah ho the Devil 
x. aud have thought of a Difſolurion ? 
Ire, " Heal Is there no Remedy | : "of 
Duc. Death, I} ro the Scotch Galea: turn but in time © 74 1 
em. many greater Rogues than I have done, and twill ſave my Bf 
red eke yer——Farewel Gentlemen + ithixt 1 4. 


. Silt Pe * 
Har. Nene irs, again ing's ns. its, yes. en 
a p n 


v 
- * 
| | 
: - ” 
- 


The" Rona Her; Or, 
gang ro yar Stall agen: Is eq follow Dickenfield=—Farewe} | 


La. Lam. Sce che ViciMtues of Humane Glory. 
Theſe Raſcals, char bur Yeſterday petition d me Fa | 


Wich humble Adoration;'now ſcarce pay | 
Common Civilities due co my Sex alone * 
Enter F leetwood. | 


. cm. How vo Fool, what is t that makes — look ſo pert- 
"Ty? some mighty Bufineſs you have done, FI wattant. 
Heet. Verily, Lady, Mother, you are the ſtrangeſt Body; ( 
Man cannot p caſe you— Have I nor finely circumvented L 
bert? Made the Rimp Head, who have committed nn wü 1 
Tower; ne're ſtir now that I Have, and Im the greateſt Man 4 
in England, as T live Fam, as a Man may fay. \ 
cam. Yes till a greater come. A Fool of Foo, not to \ 
fore-ſee the Danger of chat naſty Rump. 
La. Feet. Good, Madam, treat m9 Lore with more Reſpect, 
«| cm. Away fond Fool, born with ſo little Senſe, ® ſ 
| To doat on ſuch a wretched Idiot, 4 b 
= thy Fare in Tretor's Days to love kim, ee | 
| were foully fcandahiz'd. | 
Pak. Lou are 8 ſo well ſpoken'of neither, ne'r ſtir now, 
= and you go to that. I cam be King to morrow it Iwill. 
Crom. Thou ly ſt, thou wo'rbe hang d firſt : "Mark ts Fell 


thee fo; III ee hee, and nl ah 

& Heav'n 15 che ure. thy Dog, A 
how you'ſerv'd m pre Son ed, Ex. Crom. ani Page. 2 
Niert. She's kD Come, r, let's leave ſt 


Houſe of thts vill er em £9 hin: GORE} me illegally of 

three Kingdoms——bur that I out-witted him at Taft. | 

= Fleer. La. Fleet. and Pay 

| 2 1 Enter ge. a1 60! 

== L. Lam. Imprifon's doo, Ith Tower! What Fate is mine 

1 ' C Leans on Def, 

= Pag. Madam, the fipe Heroick's Segen 
La. Lon. Hah, Eble! let him not ſer the Auine of t 

Grestneſß, which he foretold, and kindly r 1 N 


no more. 0 
© Enter Loveleſs, ren 
Lov. This News has brought me bath,” 1 this wick 


Voain as ſne is, in ſpight of all her Foppk 


3 La. Lam. Alas, I do not metit th N 
119 Fm tall n to Scorn, to Piry and Contempr. © 
Ah Lveleſs fly ce gere 

Thy Wen wo bs * 


| enter apa) 


I'm a 3 Shade — | d. 
2 Heaven: yon were never great ll now / ; 

I never thce ſo much worth my Love, e 

My Knee, and Adoration, till tliis Mimite. 320 { Kneels. 

AI come to offer you my Lite, and alt Nr 

The lietle Fortune the tude Herd has left me. 1 

I. Lam, there ſuch God - like virtue in Jour Sex? Aft; 155 


Or rather, in your 
curſe on the gend e of Talveikites, 


Ther raught me rethink Herics Devil 
Blood-t „led, tyrannick Salvage Monſters. 
But I believe em Angels all, if all like Loveleſs, - 
What heavenly thing chen muſt the Maſter be, 
Whole Servants are Divine ? #5 | 
Enter Page running. 
Pag. Oh Madam! all the Heroick-Boys are up it Arm: * 


ſwear they'll have ur Highneſs, n aive—chey have 
beſieg'd the Houle. Ma 
ole faithleſs chings that | 


L. Lam. Heav'ns, the Rabble ; 


Wy to crowd my Coaches Wheeky | ſtop my Pallage, yu 
| their officious Noe and Adoration. 
| Enter — an * . 
Free. Loveleſs, thy Aid; the City-Sparks are up; er L 


Their 1 Lo ry admits no Bounds. . 


A glorious Chang is is coming, and Ml appetr now dare · fac d. 
RO, tear nor the Rabble retire, Freeman. and I can 
x [ends ber in, and bows tow . 
_— My op Me I ſhall claim | 
1. Be een Tm ready re : (Gym. 
[Ex. Lov. and Free. Sth wor 
SCENE, The Street. TY 
| (Enter Captain and the rel. 


Capt, I ay well have the She-Politician our, the did more 
r pitriful, dittiſul Lambert; who is, 
thanks be prais d, in „ which * Lord of His 
Mercy bing al the Kings ain *. 

..M. Amen, Amen. * 

11 * . e wo 

Lov, Wh now. in, what 
let us lead oe Free td Nobler Enemies. | * 7 

Capt. Nay, noble a ger ett en 


Du. No, Ireſigu that Title to the brave dard dea nho 


has juſt no enter d 


N We know it, Sir: Do Do Do you ea oblere Howe Cop 


x 
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 ear'd 'Phanaticks trot our r ef Town?-—The Rogues hegan 


| ve 3 


than — 5 told you che Rjmp would fall ro our handling and 


| Lilly now, with all his Pfophecies apainft the Ht Family, 


their old belov'd Muriny, bur twould not do. | 
Lov. A Pox upon 'em, they went our like the Snuff of 3 
Candle, ſtinkingly and blinkingly. 
1 Pr. Ay, ay, let em hang n. and chen they are 
cold Meat or the Devil. 
Cap. But noble Champion, I hope we may have leave 
Roaſt the Rump to Night. 
Lov. With all our Hearts, here $ Money eo make 1 
ee. And here's for Drink to't, | | 
All. Hey-—ia le Ry,-wa les ID, oy {60 out A | 
ue Awanias peeping, Felt, and Joyner. ? 
Ana, So, the Rabble's gone: Ah Urfrhrep |! what vil this 
won Woul E o? G , 
Hit. Alack, ala Y, yo you ma ure; p 
? 5 e 


eme 


Heet. 
An. Who callerh jr SEE lo, here am 25 255 

Het: Behold, it is I, look up. How goeth tidin * 
404 Ful il, fear; fr prvlag! 


nigh Heaven; when the Ja ints are Garretified. M 
gh Hl Tam forrifying my ſelf en the Evil day. Al 
Ana . Which is come upon wy e a Thief in the Night; Me — 


a Torrent from the 3 Nen or ie 
the lug og a W 


NHeet. h w 6 General one 7 | 
, Anas Pr 2 — 4 on with. the m9 phe Che Gin, | 
becauſe they put the Covenant Oath unto him, be pu An 


_—_ their Poſts and ge enters. 
ET. 8 the, w ick ſer him have his beaſth | 
4 | 
as wy Nay, but ſhe was pr pet 
. — raviſh'd! oh monſtrous! was ever ſuch a R 
committed vpon an innocent City? lay her Legs open to 
wide World, for every Knaye to view her Nackedneſs? 
. Ah, ah what. Days, what Times, and whe Seaſon 
are | 
83 Captain, Corporal, and Prentices, with Faggots hollowing. 
Corp. What ſay you now, Lads, is not my Propheſie truer 


lrinkit : 9, RS gelaim d, Rogues. 
RY 1 Me on him, ke prophefied Lar 
Con, Nes, W meant 7. LR on Wellminfler pinacle: : where 


e e e bis Tyree Houſe, GN * 4 1 Phe, 


, „ — an 
De Gaod. Ola Cauſe. 

1 Pr, Well fire him out to Night, Boy; come, all hands 
to work for the Fire. Ws, oY 11 all hollowing. 


Heet. Ah, diſmal, heavy day, a day of Grief and Wo, 
Which haſt bereft me 2 my * for ay, ah Lard, what ſhall 


8 [ Exit, 


SCENE, 4 Chamber. 


Enter Lov, leading La. Lam. in"diſzuiſe, Page and Gilliflower 
| diſeuisd, Lov. dreſſing her, 


Tu. My Charmer, why theſe Tears? 
If for the fall of all thy painred Glories, | 
Thou art, in the eſteem of all good Men, 
Above what thou wert then: 

The glorious Sun is riſing in our Hemiſphere, 
And I, amongſt the crowd of Loyal Sufferers, 


Shall ſhare in its kindly Rayes. 


L. Lam. Beſt of thy Sex a 

Wm I rg to gratifie thy Goodheſb? | 
v. Lou have a our —_ Bounty, 
Made me a Fortune, . F 181 00 
All which I render back, with all t « Wealth | 
Heaven and my Parents left me- 
Which, though unjuſtly now detain d from me, 
Will once. again be mine, and then be ycurs. 
| "Enter —_ 

Free, Come, -haſte, rhe Rabble gather found the Houſe, 
And ſwear cha) Have this Sorcereſs. 

2 . among em, their rude officious honeſt 
mu | 

L. Lawn let me out, do not expoſe thy Perſon to their 
mad Rage, 2 reſign the Victim. Holds him. 
8 Relign thee / by Heaven, 1 think I ſhou'd turn Rebel 

Enter La. Deſ. 4 is'd, and P Page, with 7 lnb « Box. 
L. Deſ. With 'm | ado, according to thy direction, dear 


Heemam, I have paſs d the Pikes, my Houſe being ſurroùnded, 


and my Husband demanded, fell down dead with fear. 

Free, How, thy Husband dead 

L. Def. Dead as old Oliver, and much ado l got off with theſe 
Jewels, the Rabble ſwore I was one of the Party, and had 


not the honeſt Corporal convinc'd em, I had been pull dito 


pieces. Come, haſte away, Madam, we ſhall be roaſted 

with the Rump elſe. 
L. Jam. Adieu, dear Manſion“ whote rich gilded Roofs ſo 
oft py Te in mind of eee e chou my Bed of State 
W ere 


- 


433 


bo Cab. Is your Lo dſhip turned Ped! 
ar. What 


ay” 1 ic{ Goes to un am, tles get him ona Colt faßt, with Anapi 


Th Round. Heats "Or, 


| where my ſoft Slumbers have preſented me with Diadems and 


„hen waking I have ſtretch'@my; greedy Arms to 
*p the yaniſh'd Phantom . ah, adieu! and and all my heopeypf 
— Iry adieu. 
Her. And dare you put your ſelf into my protection? "Why 
if you do, I doubt you'll never be your-own Woman again. 
. Del. No matter, I'm better loſ than found on ſuch occaſi. 
Cns, | een. 


4 


S CEN E, a Street; : 4 great * with Spits, and Rum. 
þ Yoaſting, and the Mobile about *s. 1 with "IN Bottls, 
Fiddles. | 
1 Pren. Here, vil. a Health to the King. 
2 Pren, Let it paſs, Lad, and next to the noble General, 
I Pren. Ralph, hate the Rump well, or! ne er hope ro ſee? 


agen, 
*. Pren. The Rump will baſte it Tel, i it. has been well cram 


Enter Freeman, L. Def. Loveleſs, and L. Lam. Gill. Pages, &c. 
can Hah, Noble, Champion, Faith Sir, you muſt honour u 
fo far as to drink the King's Health, ap the noble Generals, be 
fore you go. 
Enter Wariſton, a It e 4 Ped Fs with a Bax about his 
Ballade and, Things, . 
| War, Will ya buy a fe, RBallat or a Scotch Spur Sin?! 
guedly Ballat, or a Scotch Spur. Sbread, T's ſcapt hithere 
weele enough, TS Vd my. Gig Bo re drr wa Joche lot 
ger than was borne : will uy , 4 . roaſt che 
Kump, a new. Zack, Lambert Werl a} , of the 
Noble Scotch Gene ra come buy my Di . 
b, How, a Ditty o'th', General? let's ſec 


t 
ik Kio Sbread, Sirs, 1 gucdly Tg 5 2 Gene 


. ing out of 
22 Ree -"_ 1 5 _ all ear dhe bob. * 
„ d i. n fangs tt. Ba ee 
"59h . en 1 . ching Almanacks.., ag” [ib 
ew Almanacks, new Almanacks. 
Cap. Hah, who have we here? Ae alen ene of 0 
2 bs 47 + e 
Ha, a Traytor, a raytor. 55 
_ Lov. If I be op miſtaken, this blithe Bale too 
Cate than to 11 non of Safety 95 ts; N | 


I. 


250 


Mon T do noo ? Lerd, ne mere Lerd chan; 
ae wons F's ſhowy em a fair pair of Hef. 


"Mm another, Fic as irs playing K ortune my Foe, round the 0 


1 


PX 4 — —_ $ \ 2 G — 
p * 8 24 #7 "Y +, «& „ th 


yo 
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S - Pl Rreune my Foe, Sirrah. d. 1 #1 

* : — Hewſon, dreſt like a c Rllow. | | 

Cor. Who are you, Sirrah 7 you have the mark o th Beaſt. 

- Hewſ. Who aye, Sir? Aye am a Doncer, that come 1 mer⸗ 
ry-making among ya . | 
Cap. Come, Sirrah, your Fears of Activity uickly chen. \ 

[ He Dances ; * ended, they ger lim on a Caleftaſf, , 
and cy; 4 Cobler, a Cobler, re 


All. A Cobler, a Cobler. | 10 280 
Cab. To priſon with the Traytors, and then we . made 2 
Lgood Nights work one? ot 45% 
| Then let's all home, and to the Power's Divine. A 
_ for the King, wag all che Sacred 5 8 benen b 
= en we \ 4.24 B81 3% 
. a | —_ * N — 
nd 20 
0 EPILO OUR» 
* #3 IT ay 
1 N * NI 
Spoken by Lady Dechro. "vn war wil 
} ' a P ' I nr 4 K wi 0 
N 1 * Vizor's off, 1 1 dare 4 1 1 ry 2 
A High for the Roya | Caſe in , cho 1d apr 
ri Though once as true a Whis as moſt of you, IS: 


＋ Cou'd Cant, and Lye, Preach and Diſſemble 620; 
ar So far you drew me in, but faith Tl be 
Reveng'd on you for thus debauching me. 
_ your pious Cheats T1! open lay, 
a ead your Ignoramus Hock a? 
oy - 5 nce I cannot fight, I will not fail 
To exerciſe ny Talent, that's to rail. 
Te Race of Hypoerites, whyſe Cloak of Zeal 
Covers the Knaves that cants for Commonweale, ; 
All. Laws, the. Church and State to Ruine brings, 8 
And impudently ſet a Rule on Kings ; Ll 
Ruin, deflroy, alls good that you decree 
By your Infallible Presbytery, 
Proſperous at firſt, in Ills you grew ſo vain, 
Tou thought to play the Old Game ore again: 
And thus the Cheat was put upon the Nation, 
Firſt with Long Parliaments, next Reformation, 
And now you bop d to make a new Invaſion : . 
when zou can't prevail by open Force, 
- To cuntlingFichling Tricks you have recourſe, 8 
And raiſe Sedition 5: Wig withoue Remorſe. ay 
Ff2 Ca 


p Bik 


CTC 
Confound theſe curſed Tories, then they cry, . 
Thoje Fools, thoſe Pimps to Monarchy, | 
Thoſe that exclude the Sainte; ger open th Dor, 
To introduce the Babylonian Whore. 
By Sacred Oliver the Nation's mad; 
Beloved, twas not — 7 
But. then, as I have ſaid it oft before ye, 
A Cavalier, was but A Type of Tory. 
The Curs durſt then not bark, but all the Breed 
Ir mach encreas'd finte that good Man was dead : 


ee them ” 4 ſtand, 
left them Loyalty, and took their Land: 
| 2 2 — the pious Work of 
Rewarded was with Plunder, Sequeſtration. 
Thus Cane | the Faithful ; nay, they'r re ſo uncivil, 
To pray us harmleſs Players to the Devil. 
When this is all th" Exception they can make, | 
They damm us for our Glorious Maſter's ſake, 
But why 'gainſt us ao you unjuſtly rm? 
Our Fit dy, fe 2 — — no — 
Or if it ao, {mcethat's t thing,  - 
We will reform when mA e King. 


Ter _ they 3 againſt f Good: Old Cauſe, 


EPILOGUE 


* 


[In apreach- 


ing tone. 


W "EY 
PROLOGUE, Written by Mr. oe, I 
Spoken by: Mrs. Barres. 


Ow vain have proud the Labours of the Stage, ; 
In ſtriving to reclaim a Vitious Age / . 42 1 
Poets may write the Miſchieſ to impeach, p 4 - = 


Tou care as little what the Poets teach, 
As you regard at Church what Parſons preach, 
But mbere ſuch Folijes and ſuch Nies reign, 
What honeſt Pen has Patience to refrain? 
At Church, in Pews, ye moſt devoutly ſnore, 
And here, got dully drunk, ye come to roar ; 
Te go to Church to glour, and Ogle there, 
And come. to meet more lewd Convenient here: 
With equal Zeal ye honour either place, | 
And run ſo very evenly your Race, 
Te improve in Wit juſt as ye do in Grace, , | 
It muſt be ſo, ſome Damm has poſſſeſ 5 
Our Land, and we have never ſince been bleſl, © 
Te have ſeen it all, or heard of its Renown, ) l 
In Reverend Shape it ſtalk'd about the Town, | 
Six Teomen tall qttending on its Frown. -\ 
Sometimes with humble Note and zealous Lore, — 
*Twou'd play the Apofiolickh Function oer. C | 
But, Heaven have mercy on 1s when it ſwore. | 
Whene're it ſwore, to prove the Oaths were true, 
Out of its mouth at random Halter flew 
Round ſome unwary Nec, by Magick thrown, 
Though ſtill the cunning Devil ſav'd its own - 
For when the Inchantment could no longer laft, 
_ Pug moſt dextrouſly uncasꝰd. a 
t awful Form for one more ſeeming pious, | 
And in a moment vary d to defie us; . & 
From ſil ken Doctor home-ſpun Ananias, BD... 
Left the lewd Court, and did in City fix, : 
Where ftill, by its old Arts, it plays new Tricks, * 
And fills the Heads of Fools with Politichs. 
This Dæmon lately drawn in many a Gueſt, Rye 
Jo part with zealous Guinea for no Feaſt, -2 
ho, but the moſt incorrigible Fops, A | 
For ever doom'd in diſmal Cells, calPd Shops, . 
To cheat and damn themſelves to get their Livings, | * 
VVou'd lay ſweet Money out in Sham-Thankggivings? — "> 
Sham-Plots you may haue paid for ore and fre, 
But wha c re paid for a Sham-Treat before ? 
Fr: 4 
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Had ales not. better ſent your Offeting 4 
Hit her to us, than Sequeſtrators Hall? 

I being your Steward, Juſtice bad been done e; 
T cou'd have entertain d you worth your Money. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Mr. Nokes, 127 Tmath Treat-all, An old Seditious Knight 


that keeps open Houſe 

for Commonwealthſmen 

Þ and true. blue Prote- 
ſtants, Uncle to T. Vila. 


Mr. Better ton, Tom Manx, 3 Tory, his diſcarded | 


C Nephew. 
Mr. Lee, Sir ann Meriwill, An old Tory Knight of 
AL De venſhire. © 


Mr. Willigms, Sir Charles Merimill, His Nephew, a Tory al- 
5 | Ts ſo, in love with L. Gal- 
N ce liard, & Friend to Vild. 


Mr. Bowman, Dreſſwell, 9 \ 


A young Gentleman, 
Friend to Wilding. 


Mr. Jevon. Fopington, l Hanger - on on Wilding 
Jervice, MlaIn to Sir Timothy, | 
ee = OG 

4 [ * 
Mrs. Ag Lady Galtard, | A nen City-Widow, in 


Love with Wildmg. 


Mrs. Butler, Charlot, Was | The City-Heireſs, in 
1 ; 


Love with Willing. 


Mrs. Corror, Diana, K "Mi ſtrels to Fw and 
| kept by hi 

Mrs. Norice, "Mes C Ice a City: Bau & Puritan» 
1 E _ Mrs. Cloſed, a | Womanto Lacie 


8 C . NF E. Within its Wall of London. 
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ir Timothy Treat. all. 


Enter Sir Timothy Treat. all, follotò d by Tom Wil- 
ding, bare, Sir Charles Meriwill, Foppington, 
and Foot man with a (oał. 8 b 


and obdurate, d'ye ſee, and ſo forth. 
| _ Wild. I beſeech ye, Uncle, hear me. 
Sir Tim. NO. f 704 


Wild. Dear Uncle — Sir Tim. No. 47540 
Wild. You will be mortify d- | b | 
Sir Tim, No. * | 


Hild. At leaſt hear me our, Sir. " 

Sir Tim, No, I have heard you out too often, Sir, till you 
have tallt me out of many a fair Thouſand ; have had ye our 
of all the Bayliffs, Serjeants, and Conſtables - Clutches about 
Town, Sir; have brought you out of all the Surgeons, Apo- 
thecaries, and pocky Doctors Hands, that wad ome to 
cure incurable Diſeaſes ; and have croſt ye ont of the Books of 
all che Mercers, Silk-men, Exchange-men, Taylors, Shoema- 
kers, and Semſtriſſes; with all the reſt of the unconſcionable 


Grome of rhe long Bill, that had but Faith enough to truſt, 


Moughr me Foo erp de? - 5 2 ia 5 
N. | "1 4g Si chu. 
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Sir ge me no more for I am reſol wd, deaf 
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450 The City-Heireſs 5 Or, EEE 
Sir Char. But, Sir, confider, he's your own Fleſh and Blood. 
Sir Tim. That's more than I'll ſwear _ : 3 
Sir Char. Your only Heir. 8 
Sir Tim. That's more than you or any of his wiſe Aſſociates 

can tell, Sir, X | | 

Sir Char. Why his wiſe Aſſociates? Have you any Excep- 
tion to the Company he keeps? This reflects on me and young 
Dreſſwel, Sir, Men both of Birth and Fortune. 

Sir Tim. Why, good Sir Charles Mefiwill, let me tell you 
fince you'll have it out, That you and Jung Dreſſwel are able 
to debauch, deſtroy, and confound all che young imitating 
Fops in Town. 8 

Sin char. How, Sir! ; 

Sir Tim. Nay, never huff, Sir, for I have fix thouſand 
Pound a Year, and value no Man: Neither do I ſpeak ſo much 

7 for your particular, as for the Company you keep, ſuch Tar- 

E + magant Tories as theſe, [ To Fp. ] Who are the very Vermine 
5 a young Heir, and for one tickling, give him a thouſand 
ites. 8 : 

Fp. Death! meaning me, Sir? 

Sir Tim. Yes, you, Sir. Nay, never ſtare, Sir; I fear you 
not: No Mans hectoring ſignifies this——in the City, but the 
Conſtables ; no body dares be ſawey here, except it be in the 
Kings nam. fs 
= Sir Char. Sir, I confeſs he was to blame. 
_F Sir Tim. Sir. Charles, thanks to Heaven, you may be lewd, 
_ you have a plentiful Eſtate, may whore, drink, game, and play 
= che Devil; your Uncle, Sir Anthony Meriwil intends to give 

ou all his Eſtate roo: But for ſuch as this and my 

op in Faſhion here, why with what Face, Conſcience, or Re- 
ligion, can s, be lewd and vitious, keep their Wenches, 
Coaches, rich Liveries, and ſo forth, who live upon Cha- 
rity, and the Sins of the Nation? 

Sir Char, If he have youtliful Vices, he has Vertues too. 
3 Sir Tim. Yes, he had, but I know not, you have bewitch d 

* him amongſt ye { weeping ] Before he fell to Toryiſm, he was 
_ .... a ſober, civil Youth, and had fome Religion in him, wou'd 

read ye Prayers Night and Morning with a laudable Voice, and 

cry Amen to em; twou'd have done ones Heart good to have 
heard him — Wore decent Cloathes ; was drunk but on 

Sundays and Holidays: and then I had Hopes of him. 
| 406 I | [Still weeping. 


Wild. Aye, Heaven forgive me. 
Sir Char. But, Sir, he's now become a new Man, is caſting 
-* , * Of all his Women, is drunk not above fiye or fix times a week, 
— IM ſwears not above once in a quarter of an Hour, nor has not gam d 
_ this TWO — Fi Tin. 
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Sir Timothy Treat-all. 43 
Sir Tim, Twas becauſe the Devil was in's Pocket then. 
Sir Char. — Begins to take-up ar Coffee-houfes, talks gravely 


in the City, ſpeaks ſcandalouſſy of the Government, and rails 


moſt abominable againſt the Pope and the French King. 


Sir Tim. Aye, aye, this ſhall not wheedle me out of one 


Engliſh Guinea; and fo I told him yeſterday. 
Wild. You did ſo, Sir. | 
Sir Tim. Ves; by a good Token you were witty upon me, 
and iwore I lov'd and honoured the King no where bur on his 
Coin. 1 . 
Sir Char. Is it poſſible, Sir? | | 
—_ God forgive me, Sir; J confeſs I was a little over- 
en. : 1 WY 
Sir. Tim, Ay, fo it ſhou'd ſeem : for he miſtook his own 


Chamber, and went to bed to my Maids. 


8 How! to bed to your Maids! Sure, Sir, tis ſcandal 
on him. n 8 
Sir Tim. No, no, he makes his brags on't, Sir. Oh that 


crying Sin *of Boaſting ! Well fare, I fay, the Days of old 
05 


ver; he by a wholeſome Act, made it death to boaſt ; fo 
that then a might whore his Heart out, and no body the 
wiſer. 

Sir Char. Right, Sir, and then the Men paſs'd for ſober re- 
ligious Perſons, and the Women for as demure Saints 

Sir Tim. Ay, then there was no ſcandal; but now they do 
not only boaſt hat they do, but what they do not. 
Mild. Til take care that fault ſhall be mended, Sir. 

Sir. Ay, ſo will I, if Poverty has any Fears of Mortification; 
and ſo fare wel to you, Sir. Cees. 

Wild. Stay, Sir, are you reſolv'd ta be ſo cruel then, and 
ruin all my Fortunes now depending ? | 

Sir Tim. Moſt religiouſly 

Wild. You are? 

Sir Tim. I am. | 

Wile. Death, I'll rob. 

Sir Tim. Do and be ang d. 

Hild. Nay, III turn Papiſt. 

Sir Tim. Do and be dammd. 

Sir Char. Bleſs me, Sir, what a Scandal would that be to the 
Family of the Treat-alls / e 

Sir Tim. Hum! I had rather indeed he turn d Turk or Jew, 


for his own Sake; but as for ſcandalizing me, I defie ir: My 


Integrity has been known ever fince Forty one; I bought three 
Thouſand a year in Biſhops Lands, as tis well known, and loſt * 


it ar the Rings return; for which I'm honour'd by the City. 
Eut for his fartker Satisfaction, Conſplation, and Diſtruction, 


know, 
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know, That I Sir Timothy Treat-all, Knight and Alderman, do 
think my ſelf young enough ro marry, d'ye ſee, and will wipe 
your Noſe widh a Son and Heir of my own begetring, and fo  \ 
forth. |». . [. Going away. 

Wild. Death! marry ! | | 

Sir Char. Patience, dear Tem, or thou't ſpoil all. 
Wild. Damn him, Ive loſt all Patience, and can diſſemble no 
longer, tho I lofe all Very good, Sir; hearkye, I hope ſhe's young 
and handſome ; or if ſhe be not, amongſt the numerons luſty- 
ſtomacht Whigs that daily noſe your publick Dinners, ſone . 
may be found, that either for Money, Charity, or Gratitude, 
may requite your Treats. You keep open Houſe to all the 
Party, not for Mirth, Generoſity or good Nature, but for Ro- 

* guery. You cram the Brethren, the pious City- Gluttons, with 
good Cheer, good Wine, and Rebellion in abundance, gor- 
mandizing all Comers and Goers, of all Sexes, Sorts, Opini- 
ons and Religions, young halt-witted Fops, hot-headed Fools, 
and Malecontents: You guttle and fawn on all, and all in hopes 
of debauching the Kings Liege- people into Commonwealthſ- 
men; and rather then loſe a Convert, you'll pimp for him. 
Theſe are your nightly Debauches—— Nay, rather than you 
ſhall want it, PH cuckold you my ſelf in pure Revenge. 

Sir Tim. How! Cuckold his own natural Unele ! * 
Sir Char. Oh, he cannot be ſo-prophane. Top 
Wild. Prophane! why he deny'd but now the having any 
ſhare' in me; and therefore tis lawful, I am to live by my 
Wits, you ſay, and your old rich good-natur'd Cuckold is as 
ſure a Revenue to a handſome young Cadet, as a thouſand 
Pound a Year. Your tolerable Face and, Shape is an Eſtate 
in the City, and a better Bank than your Six per Cent. at any 
rime. | 6 ; 

Sir Tim. Well, Sir, fince Nature has ſurniſht you ſo well, 
you need but up and ride, ſhow and be rich; and ſo your Ser- 

 _ vant, witty Mr. Wilding. [ Goes out. He looks after him. 

Sir Char. Whilſt I am labouring anothers good, I quite ne- 
glect my own. This curſed, proud, diſdainful Lady Galliard, 

is ever in my Head; ſhe's now at Church, Pm fure, not for 

Devotion, but to ſhew Her Charms, and throw her Darts a- 

mongſt the gazing Crowd, and grows more vain by Conqueſt. 

I'm near the Church, and muſt ſtep in, tho it colt me a new 

Wound 1 [ Wild. ſtands pauſing. 

ald. IT am reſoly Well, dear Charles, let's ſup toge- 

ther to night, and dontrive ſome way to be revenz'd of this 
wicked Uncle of mine. I muſt leave thee now, for I have an 

5 Aſſignation here at Church. 1 

VVS / Char. Hah! at Church! 


Wild. 
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Wild. Ay, Charles, with the deareſt She- Saint, and I hope, 
Sinner, | 
Sir Char. What at Church? Pox, I ſnall' be diſcover'd now 
in my Amours, That's an odd place for Love- Intrigues. 
Wild, Oh, I am to paſs tor a ſober, diicreer Perſon to the Re- 
lations ; but for my Miſtrefs, ſhe's made of no ſuch ſanctify d 
Materials ; ſhe is a Widow, Charles, young, rich, and beauti- 
ful. y . * ; * 
Sir Char. Hah! if this ſhou'd prove my Widow now. | Aſide. 


+ Wild. And though at her own diſpoſe, yer is much govern'd 


by Honour, and a rigid Mother, who is ever preaching to her 
againſt the Vices of Youth, and t'other end of the Town Sparks; 
dreads nothing ſo much as her Daughter's marrying a villanovs 
Tory: So the young one is tcrc'd to ditiemble Religion, the beſt 
Mask to hide a kind Miſtreſs in. 

Sir Char. This niuſt be my Lady Galliard. [ Aſrae. 

Wild, There is at preſent tome ill underſtanding between us; 
ſome damn d Honourable Fop lays ſiege to her, which has made 
me ill received; and I having a ne Intrigue elſewhere, return 
her cold diſdain, but now and then ſhe croſſes my Heart too 
violently to reſiſt her. In one of theſe hot Fits I now gm, and 
muſt find ſome occaſion to ſpeak to her. + 

Sir Char. By Heaven, it muſt be ſhe—— T am ſtudying now, 
amongſt all our She-Acquainrance, who rhis ſhou'd be. 

Wild. Oh, this is of Quality to be conceald; but the deareſt 
lovelieſt Hypocrite, white as Lillies, ſmoorh as Ruſhes, and 
plump as Grapes after Showers, haughty her Mein, her Eycs 
tull of Diſdain, and yer bewitching ſweet; but then ſhe loves, 
ſoft, witty, - wanton, all that chatms a Soul, and but for now 
and then a fir of Honour / Oh, damn the Nonſence, wou'd be 
all my own. | x e | 

Sir Char. 'Tis ſhe, by Heaven [Aſide.] Methinks this Wi- 
dow ſhou'd prove a good Income to you, as things now ſtand 
between you and your Uncle. 

Wild. Ah, Charles, but I am otherways diſpos d cf. There 
is the moſt charming pretty thing in nature fallen in love with | 
this perſon of mine, a rich Ci:y-Heireſs, and I have her in 

Sir Char. How can you love two at once? I've been as wild 
and as extravagant, as Youth and Wealth cou d render me; but 
ne er arrivd to that degree of Lewdnef%, to deal my Heart 
about; my Hours I might, but Love ſhou d be intire. ry 

Wild. Ah, Charles, Two ſuch bewitching Faces weu'd give 
thy Heart the lie : Bur Love Divides us, and I muſt into 
Church. Adicu till Night. 


Sir Cher. And I muſt follow to refolve my Heart in what 3 
| drea 


* 
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dreads to learn. Here, my Cloak. [ Tales his Cloah from his 
' Man, and puts it on.] Hah, Church is done! See, they are com- 
ing forth ! | | | | 
Enter People croſs the Stage, as from Church; amongſt em Sir 
Anthony Meriwill, follow'd by Sir Timothy Trear-all. 
Hah; my Uncle! He mutt nor ſee me here. 
| bros his Cloak over his Face, 
Sir Tim.” What my old Friend and Acquaintace, Sir Anthony 
Meriwill / 8 
Sir Anth. Sir Timothy Treat- all“ 5 
Sir Tim, Whe, how long have you been in Town, Sir? 
Sir Anth. Abour three days, Sir. . 

Sir Tim. Three days, and never came to dine with me! tis 
unpardonable .” What, you keep cloſe to the Church, I ſee: 
You are for the Surplice ſtill, old Orthodox you; the. Times 
cannot mend you, I ſee. «IV | | 

Sir Arth. No, nor ſhall they mar me, Sir. \ | 
Sir Char. They are diſcourſing; III paſs by. - 
| " | Afide, Ex. Sir Charles, 


Sir Anth. As I take i, you came from Church too. 

Sir Jim. Ay, needs miſt, when the Devil drives. I go to 
fave my Bacon, as they ſay, once a Month, and that too after 
the Porrage is ſerv d up. hp | 

_ Sir Anth, Thoſe that made it, Sir, are wiſer than wes For 
my part, I love good wholſome Doctrine, that teaches Obedi- 
ence to King and Superiours, without railing at the Govern- 
ment, and quoting Scripture for Sedirion, Mutiny and Rebel- 
lion. Why here was a jolly Fellow this Morning made a no- 
table Sermon. By George, our Country-Vicars are meer Scho- 
lars to your Gentlemen Town Farſons “ Hah, how he handled 
the Text, and run Diviſions upon't ./ *rwou'd make a Man fin 
with moderation, to hear how he claw'd away the Vices of the | 
Town, Whoring, Drinking, and Conventicling, with the reſt 
of the deadly number. Ps, | 

Sir Tim. Good lack an he were ſo good at Whoring and 
Drinking, you'd beſt carry your Nephew, Sir Charles Meriwil, 
to Church; he wants a little Decumentizing that way, 

Sir Auth. Hum! you keep your old wont ſtill; a Man can 
begin no Diſcourſe to you, be it of Preſter John, but you ſtill 
conclude with my Nephew. re 943 ie 

Sir Tim. Good Lord.” Sir Anthony, ycu need not be ſo purty; 

what I Hay, is the Diſcourſe” of the whole City, how laviſhly 
ou let him live, and give ill Examples to all young Heirs. 

Fir Anth, The City“ The Sys a grumbling, lying, diſſa- 
tisſy d. Cicy, and no wiſe or honeſt Man regards what it ſays. 
Do ycu, or any of the City, ſtand bound to his Scrivener or 

n | | Taylor? 
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his Taylor? He fpends what I allow him, Sir, his own; and you're 
m 4 Pool, or Knave, chuſe ye whether, to concern your ſelf. 
| Sir Tim, Good lack / I ſpeak but what wiſer Men Diſcourſe. 
f Sir Anth. Wiſer Men! wiſer Coxcombs. What, they wou'd 

have me train my Nephew up, a hopeful Youth to keep a Mer- 
chant's Book, or ſend him to — Logick in an Univerſity, and 
ce. have him return an errant learned Aſs, to ſimper, and look de- 
ny mure, and ſtart at Oaths and Wenches, whilſt I fell his Woods, 


and grant Leaſes : And laſtly, ro make good what I have cou- 


1 + zen'd him of, force him to marry Mrs. Crump, the ill- favour d 


Daughter of ſome Right Worſnipful.— A Pox of all ſuch 
Guardians. 5 
is Sir Tim. Do, countenance Sin and Expences, do. 
us Sir Anth. What Sin, what Expences? He wears good Cloathes, 
5 why Trades-men get the more by him ; he keeps his Coach, 


tis for his Eaſe ; a Miſtreſs, tis for his Pleaſure; Games, 
tis for his Diverſion : And where's the harm of this? is there 
ought elſe ”=_ can accuſe him with ? | 32 

. Sir Tim. Les, a Pox upon him, he's my Rival too. L Afide. 
Why then T1! tell you, Sir, he loves a Lady. 7 

) Sir Anth. If that be a Sin, Heaven help the Wicked! 

r Sir Tim. But I mean hondurably ra 

Sir Anth. Honourably / Why do you know any Infirmity in 


—IP 0 


Sir Tim. Not I, Sir. N A 

Sir Anth. Not you, Sir? why then you're an Afs, Sr. 
But is this Lady young and handſome ? 1 

Sir Tim. Ay, and rich too, Sir. | 

Sir Anth. No matter for Money, ſo ſhe love the Boy. 

Sir Tim, Love him / no, Sir, . ſhe neither does, ner ſhall 
love him. | * 

Sir Anth. How, Sir, nor ſhall Iove him“ By George, but ſhe 

hall, and lie with him too, if I pleaſe, Sir. At eres 


* * 


” 


* my ww A 


Sir Tim. How, Sir ? lie with à rich City-widow, and a Lady, 


and to be married to a fine Reverend old Gentleman within a 


day or two? ; 76. 
Sir Auth. His Name, Sir, his Name; Tl diſpatch him pre- 

ſently. 1 | Offers'to draw. 
Sir Tim. How, Sir, diſpatch him / our Servant, 

WW Offers to go. 


Sir Anth. Hold, Sir / by this abrupt departure, If | 
the Boy's Rival: Come, 2 5 * TB 
Sir Tim, How, draw, Sir / RIP 
Sir Anth, Ay, draw, Sir; not my Nephew have the Widow / 
Sir. Tim. With all my Soul, Sir; I love and honour your 
' Nephew. I his Riyal / alas, Sir, I'm not fo fond of S 


* 


him, why he ſhou'd not marr)? QAnerily. 


Drauf. 


— 
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dom. Pray, Sir, ler me ſee you and Sir Charles at my Houſe, 
I may ſerve him in this buſineſs; and ſo I take my leave, Sir 

Draws quoth a7 a Pox upon him tor an old Tory-rory. 
[ Afide, Exit. 
Enter as from Church, Lady Galliard, Cloſer, and Forxtman : 
Wilding piſſes coreleſly by her, Sir Charles Meriwill following, 


wrapt up in his Cloak. 
Sir Anth. Who's here? Charles muffled in a Cloak, peering 


* * 2 2 * * — « = a 
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after a Woman My own Boy to a hair. She's handſome | 


too. III ſtep aſide; for I muſt ſee the meaning on'c. 
"Ih [ Gves 7 2 
L. Gall. Bleſs me.” how unconcern'd he paſs'd / 
Cloſ. He bow'd low, Madam. 
I. Gall. Bur cwas in ſuch a faſhion, as expreſt idierency, 


Sikh worſe than hate from Wilding. 


"Clo. Your Ladiſhip has us'd He ill of late; yet if your 


Ladiſnip pleaſe, Ill call him back. 


L. Gall. Ill die firſt —— Hah, he's going /—— Yet nowI 
think ont, I have a Toy of his, which to N my ſcorn, 


III give him back now this Ring, 


Cloſ.” Shall I carry it, Madam? 

I. Gall. Yowl not expreſs Diſdain enough in the Delivery : 
and you may call him back. LCloſ. goes to Wild. 

- Sir Char. "By Heaven, ſhe's fond of him. [ Aſide, 
Wild. Oh, Mrs. Cloſet ! is it you? Madam, your Ser- 
vant: By this Diſdain, I fear. your Woman, Madam, nas miſta- 
ken her Man. Wou'd your Ladiſhip ſpeak with me? 
But Tat? the God of Love inſtru? 


L. Gall. Yes. 


me. | [ 4ſtae. 


" Wild. Command me duct Madam; for I have buſineſs. 
L. Gall, Nay, then 15 cannot be diſcreet i in Love. [Aſide. 
——Your buſinefs once was Love, nor had no idle hours 
To throw away an any thought; 
Tou loyd, as if you had no other Faculties, 
As if you d meant to gain eternal Bliſs,” 


But char Devotion only: And ſee how now you're - he? d. 


1 9 8 all, How dare you name this to me any more ? 


Hild. No I, by Heaven; tis you are only chang d. 
I thought you'd loy'd me too, curſe on the; Sl miſtake; 


But when I beg to reap the mighty Joy 
Thar mutual Love affords, 15 


You t turn d me off for Honour, 


That Norhins fam'd by ſome old ſullen Maid 
That wanted Charms to kindle Flames when Young. | 


Sir Auth. By Geoſge he's ith' right. 22 
Fir Chex. Death! can ſhe hear this Language? 


Haye 


—_— 
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Have you forgot my Fortune, and my Youth ? ' 15 
My Qual „and Fame? | . 
Wild. No, by Heaven, all theſe increaſe my Flame. 


IL. Gall. Perhaps they might, but yer I wonder where 
You got the boldneſs to approach me with it. 


Wild. Faith, Madam, from your own encouragement. 


IL. Gall. From mine! Heavens, what Contempt is this? 

Wild. When firſt J paid my Vows, (good Heaven forꝑi ve me) 
They were for Honour all; . | 
But wiſer you, thanks to your Mother's care too, 
Knowing my Fortune an uncertain hope, 
My Life of Scandal, and my lewd Opinion, 
Forbid me Wiſh that way; 'rwas kindly urg d; 
You cou'd not then forbid my Paſſion too, 
Nor did I ever from your Lips or Eyes 
Receive the cruel Sentence of my Death. 

Sir Tim. Gad, a fine Fellow this ! ' 

L. Gall. To fave my Life, I woud not marry thee. 

Wild. That's kindly ſaid. 
But to ſave mine, thou't do a kinder thing; 
l know thou wo'r. | 

L. Gall. What, yield my Honour up“ 

And after find it ſacrific'd anew, 
And made the ſcorn of a triumphing Wife! 
Sir Anth. Gad, ſhe's iᷣth' right too; @ noble Girl I'll warrant 

er, . ä 
L. Gall. But you diſdain to fatisfie theſe fcar; 


And like a proud and haughty Conqueror, 


Demand the Town, without the leaſt Conditions. 
Sir Char. By Heaven, ſhe yields apace. [ Afrae. 
Cir Anth. Pox on't, wou'd I had ne'er ſeen her; now | have 

Legends of ſmall Cupids at Hat-cockles in my Heart. 

Wild. Now I am pauſing on that word Conditions. 

Thou ſayſt thou wou'r not have me marry thee ? 

That is, as if I lov'd thee for thy Eyes, 

And put em our to hate thee; 

Or like our Stage-ſmitren Youth, who fall in Love with a Wo- 

man for acting finely, and by raking her off the Stage, deprive 

her of the only Charm ſhe had, 1 

Then leave her to ill Luc. | 

Sir Anth. Gad, he's i'th' right again too! a rare Fellow / 
Wild.” For Widow, know, hadſt thou more Beauty, yet, not 


c 


all of 'em were half ſo great a Charm as thy not being mine. 


Sir Anth. Hum! how will he make that out now? 
Wild. The ſtealths of Love, the Midnighr kind admittance, 
The gloomy Bed, the ſoft breath d murmuring Paſſion; 


—— — 
£23 = > — . 
—— 
1 — 
n SIC * 
* 


wx =. 
=Y 
**. 
3 
* 


= XJ * — = 4 — 2 = he - - — 

= | r 3 = 
« F200 22 — — 
r ͤ Bt Fon EE 
I 30 4 e * i — -4 * 0 

N e 8 " 2 * the nd | = W — 

« . ö - bc. ns” 3 - . I 


r — an. 4 OIL A — 
2 ü he * 


TTT 
Pd T 5 7 7 4 tac th. . * 


458 The . Hel, ; * * 
Ah, who can gueſs at Joys thus ſnatch'd by parcels ! 


Poſſeſt me all this while / Confuſion on thee, 


Fine Fools of Fortuge, 
\. ,, Good-natur'd Blockheads too, and chats 2 wonder. 


_ Attempts the ruin of your ſacred Honour. 
why, what a Pox has he to do with Honour now? 


You take a liberty I never gave you, Sir. 


And ask you where you borrow'd that Brutality, 
CA | 


The difficulty makes us always wiſhing, 

Whilſt on thy part, fear — ſtill ſome reſiſtance; 
And every Bleſſing ſeems a kind of Rape. 

Sir Aub. Has don't !—— A Divine Fellow this; ; Juſt of my 
Religion. I "wa ſtudying now whether I was never acquainted 
with his Moth L. Gall. waths away, Wild. follows, 

L. Gall. Temipe me no more / what dull unwary Flame 


(In Rage. 


And all the Charms that dwell upon thy Tongue. 
Diſeaſes ruine that bewitching Form, 
That with the ſoft teign d Vows debaucht my Heart. 
Sir Char, Heavens! can I yet endure! 
L. Gall. By all that's good, 71! marry inftantly ; 
Marry, and fave my laſt Stake, Honour, yet, 
Or thou wilt rook me out of all at laſt. | 
Wild. Marry! thou canſt not do a better thing; 
There are a thouſand Matrimonial Fops, 


hi 


Lift 


I. Gall. That will be manag d by a Man of Wit. 
Wild. Right. wy ge 
I. Gall. I have an Eye upon a Friend of yours. Go 
Wild. A Friend of —.—5 then he muſt de my Cuckotd. | 

Fir Char, Very fine / can I endure yet more? N wh  & 
L. Gall. Perhaps it-is your Uncle. | ' 
Wild. Hah, my Uncle“ [Sir Charles WY up YT 
Sir Anth, Hah, my Charles. / why well aid Charles, he bore 

up briskly to her. W 


Sir Char. Ah, Madam, may I preſume rc tell 0 * 8 


Sir Anth, Ah Pox, that was flark naught / he begins like a Wc 
Fore-man 0'ch* Shop, to his Maſter's Daughter. « 
Wild. How, Charles Meriwill acquainted with my Widow! As 
Sir Char, Why do Io you wear that ſcorn upon your Face? * We 
ve nought but meaning in my Paſſion. 3 Aff 
Whilſt him you Grows ſo prophanes your Beauties, Tha 
In fcorn of Marriage and Religious Rites, Ss, And 


L. Gall. Hah, Wilding boaſt my Love £ 222 Fit 
Sir Anth. The Devil take him, my Nephey” $quite ſpoi d- | 


I. Gall. Pray leave me, Sir. $7 
1/214, Damn it, fince he knows all, Pll boldly own my lune 


ir Char. How, this from chee / nay, then L miſt rake more, 
T ap- 


2 


* 


8 
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T zpproach that Lady with your ſawcy Paſſion... | 

Sir Anth. Gad, well dane Charles! here muſt be ſport anon. 

YVild. I will not anſwer every idle re | 

Sir Char, Death, you dare not. 

Wild. Row, dare not“ 

Sir Char. No, dare not; for if you did—— 

Mild. What durſt you, if” I did? . 

Sir Char. Death, cur your Throat, Sir. 

* (Taking bold on him roughly.” 

Sir Anth. Hold, hold, let him have fair play, and then curſe | 
him that parts ye. { Taking em aſunder, they OL * 

L. Gall. Hol I command ye, hold / 

Sir Char. There reſt my Sword to all Eternity. 2.4 

C Lays bis Sword at ber Feet. 

L. Gall. Now I conjure-ye borh, by all your Honour, 2 7 
It you were Cer acquainted with that Vertuey- li 
To ſee my Face no more, Ito! tn WAG 
Who durſt diſpuce your Intereſt in me thus; ef 
As cake a common Miſtreſs, in your Drink. 

de goes'ohe, and all but Wild. Sir Anh; ſh 
Si Char. who ſtands ſadly looking after her. 

Sir Ant h. A Heavenly Girl“ well, now ſhe's gone, by 1 
George, I am for difpuring your Title to her by dint of Sword. 8. 

Sir Char, I wo'not fight. 

VVild. Another time will decide it. Sir. [wild: goes out. 

Sir Anth. After your 8 Prologue, Sir, who the Devil 
would have expected ſuch a Farce Come, Charles, take 
ip thy Sword, Charles ——and d ye hear, forget me rhis 

oman, 

— Char, Forget her, Sir / there never was a thing ſo ex- 
cellent 

Sir Anth, You lie, Sirrah, you lie, there's  rhouſand 
As fair, as young, and kinder by this day. 

We'll into th* Country, Charles, where every Grove 

Affords us Ruſtick Beauties, | 

That know no Pride nor Painting, 5 

And that will take it and be than ful, Charles; 0 & 

— wholſome Girls that fall like ruddy al, 4 * 
Fit for the gathering, Charles. 
Sir Char. Oh, Sir, I cannot reliſh the coarſe Fare. 


But what's all this, Sir, ro my preſent Paſſion? ' 


Sir Anth. Paſſion, Sir! you ſhall have no Paſſion, Sir. 
Fair Char. No Paſſion, Sir ſhall I have Life and Breath? 
© Anth. It may be not, Sirrah, if it be my will and pleaſure. 
hy how now / fawcy Boys be their own Carvers ? 
2 7 Char. Sir, I am all * [ Bowing and fee 
| 8 
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Till ſhe confeſs the Devil in her,. — 


- liard, even in the height of all his love to 
- whilſt his Uncle coyres be 


450 1 cy Hang; 4 7 


Sir Anth. Obedience! Was ever ſuch a Blockhead ! why 


then, it Icommand it, you will not love this Woman? 


Sir Char, No, Sir. 

Sir Anth. No, Sir /, Bur, I ſay, Yes, Sir, love her me; and 
love her me like a Man roo, or I'll renbunce ye, Sir. | 
Sir Char, Tye try d all ways to win upon her Heart, 
Preſented, writ, watcht, fought, pray d, kneel d, and wept. 

Str Anth. Why there's it now; I thought ſo: kneel d and 
wept / a Pox upon thee—T took thee for a prettier TOO 
You ſhou'd a huft and bluſter d at her door, 

Been very impudent and ſawœy, Sir / 
Lewd, ruffling, mad; courted at all hours and ſeaſons ; + 
her not reſt, nor eat, nor ſleep, nor vifir, 5 
lieve me, Charles, Women love Importunity. 
Watch her cloſe, watch her like a Kit Boy, 


Love. 
Sir Char. I cannot, Sir. 
Her Eyes ſtrike ſuch awe into my Soul 


"$i Anth, Strike ſuch a Fiddle ick —— Surah, I ſay, dot; 


what, you can towſe a Wench as handſomely —— You can be 
lewd en upon occaſion. I know not the Lady, nor her 
Fortune; 


Come, my Boy Charles, ſince yon muſt needs be doing, | 
Bs 7 50 ee pow to go a Wi dow-woing. 


* 
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ACT I SCENE 1. A Room 


Euer Charloe, Fopingron, and Clacket. . 


Char Erg I've heard enough of Wilding's Vices, to know 
Fam undone. Weeps. 
Galliard his Miſtreſs too? I never ſaw her, bur have 


6—— — 


heard her fam d for Beauty, Wir, and Fortune. 


That Rival may be dangerous. 
Fop. Yes, Madam, the fair, the young, 


, the witty Lady Gal- 
ou; Nay, even 


eſigns himſelf for 
Charl. Wondrous Inconſtancy and 1 x 


r for a Wife, he 


Mrs. Clack, Nay, Madam, you may rely upon Mr. ping 05 
Information; cherefore if 2 red 


your Re ne re 
in time. as 


TT? 


c Pi) 


t Im reſolvd thou ſhalt have her, wi prafiin 
a4 little Courtſhip of my Mode ——Come—— | 


Sir Timothy Treat-all. 451 
Charl. Reputation! that I forſeited when I ran away with 
your Friend Mr, Wilding, _ a 
Mrs. Clack. Ah, that ever I ſhou'd live to ſee [Weeps,] the 


nd ſole Daughter and Heir of Sir Nicholas Gettall, run away with 
| one of lewdeſt Heathens about Town / ra 


- Charl. How, your Friend, Mr. Wilding, a Heathen ; aud wich 


| you too Mrs. Cl/acket / That Friend Mr. Wilding, who thought 
id none ſo worthy as Mrs. Clacker, to truſt with ſo great a Secret 
; as his flight with me; he a Heathen / 


Mrs, Clack, Ay, and a poor Heathen too, Madam. *Slife, if 


you muſt marry a Man to buy him Breeches, marry an honeſt 

Man, a religious Man, a Man that bears a Conſcience, and will 

do a Woman ſome Reaſon Why here's Mr. Fopington, Madam; 

here's a Shape, here's a Face, a Back as ſtraight as an Arrow, 
Tll warrant. | — 

Carl. How! buy him Breeches! Has Wilding then no For- 
? . . hy „ 


- 


tune? | | | 
Fp. Yes, Faith, Madam, pretty well; fo, ſo, as the Dice 


4 run; and now and then he lights upon a Squire, or fo, and 
4. berween fair and foul play, he makes a mil to pick a pretty 
er Livelihood up. - * 
2 Charl. How / does his Uncle allow him no preſent Mainte- 
| nance ? ; 


Fp. No, nor future hopes neither : Therefore, Madam, I 
hope you will ſee the difference between him and a_ Man of 
Parts, that adores you. | Smiling and bowing; 


, Charl, If I find all this true you tell me, I ſhall know how 


: to value my ſelf and thoſe that love me. 


his may be yet a Raſcal. | 
E NDier Maid. _ 
Maid. Miſtreſs, Mr. Wilding's below. a [ Exit. 


Fop. Below / Oh, Heaven, Madam, do not expoſe me to 
dis Fury, for being too zealousin.your Service. ¶ In great diſorder. 


„ Charl. I will not let him know you told any thing, Sir. 

. Fp. Death! to be ſeen here, would expoſe my Life. 

0 „ 7 4] | © [To Clacker? 
Mrs. Clack. Here, here, ſtep out upon the Stair. caſe, and 
ſlip into my Chamber. [ Going out, returns in fright. 

. Fb. Owns, he's here / lock the Door faſt; let him not enter. 

1 Mrs. Clack, Oh, Heavens, I have not they Rey / hold it, 


hold it faſt, ſweer, ſweet Mr. ping. Oh, ſhould+chere be mur- 
der done, what a ſcandal wou'd thar be to the Houſe of a true 
Proteſtant ! | | | [ Knocks. 


in with a Man? - 


} * 


Charl. Heavens! what will he ſay or think, to ſee me ſhut. 


ah. Cock, GT r Cheri. 


* £ 
, 
- 
* 
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Char. Td give the World to ſee him. 


[Loch, 
Wila. (Without. Charlot, Charlot / Am [ deny d an er. 


trance? By Heaven, III break the Door, 
{ Knocks again; Fop. flill holding i it. 
Fop. Oh, I'm a dead Man, dear Clacket . us ( Knicking ſtil. 
Mrs. Clach. Oh, hold Sir, Mrs. Charlot is very ſick. 


Vila. How, fick, and I kept from her! 


Mrs. Clack. She begs you'll come again an hour hence. 
Wild. Delay'd, by Heaven I will have entrance. 

- Fop. Ruin d! undone : for it he do not kill me, he may 
ſtarve me. 

M xs. Clack. Oh, he will break in upon us! Hold Sir, hold 

a little; Mrs. Charlot is juſt—juſt—ſhifring her ſelf, Sir: you 

uill not be ſo uncivil as to preſs i in, I hope, at ſuch a time. 

Carl. 1 have a fine time on't, between ye, to have him 
think I am ſtripping my ſelf betore Mr. Ppingror—Ler £0, 
or III call our and tell him all. 

[Wild. breaks open the Door and ruſhes in ; F op. ſtands cloſe ud 
at the entrance till he is paſt him, then venturing to_ſlip out, 
Hude Wild. has made faſt the Door : ſo he is fore d to return 
Again and fland cloſe up behind Wild. with ſigns of Fear, 
Wild. How now, CON what means this new unkindnefs} 

What, nota word? 


* Charl, There is fo little Muſick in my Voice, you do not 


, 2 to hear it; you have bin better entertain d, I find, mitt. 


tily employ d, no doubt. 


Wild. Yes faith, and ſo I have, Charlet Damn d Bufineſs, 
that Enemy to Love; has made me rude. | 

Charl. Or that other Enemy'to love, damn'd Wenching, 
Mild. Wenching! how ill haſt thou tim'd thy Jealouſie / 
What Banker, that co morrow is to pay-a mighty Sum, wou'd 


venture out his Stock to day! in Inte Parcel, and loſe his Cre 


dix by it? 
| Chal. You wou'd; nici as you ate though all your For- 
tune, all your future f alth, depended on that Credit. 


Ang?) 
Mild. So, Hark ye, woes Clacket, you have been Los I 
Sd! in my Abſence, gi af me a handſome Character to Char- 


0... Tou "og WY] ax ſhou'd 8⁰ by. our dyn Noſe. 
5 de to Clacket. 
Mrs. lack, By. my Noſ. e, Mr. VVildhe | J defie you: I'd 


berg you 5 has ro know, corn _y 690d 2 n go by my Noſe ö 
neivil way. 8 © x. 
1 1 believe fo. 3 ICE bs 
Mrs. Clack. Have I heen the Confident to all OR Secrets 
T: "this three Tears, in TYM and in Health, for richer, for 


2.4 
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rer; concealed the Nature of your wicked Diſeaſes, under 
- honeſt Name of Surfeits: call'd your filthy Surgeons, 
Mr. Doctor to keep up your Reputation; civily receivd your 
rother-end-of-che Town young Relations at all Hours? 
VVild. High ! As | 
Mrs. Clack Been up with you, and down with you early and 
late, by Night and by Day; let you in at all Hours, drunk and 
ſober, fingle and double; and civily withdrawn, and modeſtly 
ſnut che Door after me? 
VVild., Whir! The Storms up, and che Devil tannox lay it. 
Mrs. Clack. And Jam thus rewarded tor my Pains: | VVeeps. 
Wild. So Tempeſts are allay'd by Showers ot Rain. | 
Mrs. Clack. That I ſhou'd be charg?d with Ipeaking ill of you, 
ſo honeſt, ſo civil a Gentleman | 
Charl. No, I have better Witneſs of your Falſhood, 
Fp. Hah, sdeath ſhe'll name me! 
Wild. What mean you, my Charlot ? 
Do you not think I love you? c 
Chart Go ask my Lady Galliard, ſhe keeps the beſt Ac 
count of all your Sighs and Vows, | | 
And robs me of my deareſt ſofter Hours. [ Kindly to him. 
Mrs. C/4cþ. You cannot hold from being kind to him. | Aſide. 
VVild. Galliard / How came ſhe by that Secret of my Life? 


tration, about 4 Suit in Law, about my Uncle. 


7 
* 


29 Why ay, tis true, F am there ſometimes about an Ar- 


Charl. Ay, that Uncle too | 
You ſwore to me you were your Uncles Heir 
But you perhaps may chance to get him one, 


If the Lady prove not cruel, | 
VV/ild. Death and the Devil, what Raſcal has been prating 
to her! [ Aſide. 


Charl. Whilſt I am referv'd for a dead Lift, if Fortune 
prove unkind, or wicked Uncles refractory, | 
Yet I cou'd love you though you were a Slave, 
[ In a lofk Tone to him, 
And TI were Queen of all the Univerſe. 
Mrs. Clack. Ay, there you ſpoild all again you for- 
got your ſelt. e 
Coarl. And all the World when he looks kindly on me. 
But PII rake Courage, and be very angry. i | Aſide, 
Nor does your Perjuries reſt here; you're 2 as falſe to 
Galliard, as to me; falſe for a little Miſtreſs of the Town, 
whom you've ſer up in ſpight to Quality. \ [4127), 
Mrs. Clack. So, that were home and handſome, 
Wild. What damn'd Informer does ſhe keep in Penſion? 
Gharl. And can you think my Fortune and my Yourh 
| 68 3 - Merits 


- 
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| Where were thy Eyes, 
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Merits no better Treatment? 
How cou d you have the Heart to uſe me ſo? [Soft to ag 2 


I fall inſenfibly to Love and Fondneſs. [ Aſide, 
Wild. Ah, my dear Charlot ! you who know my nal can 
you believe me talft? 


Charl. In every Syllable, in every Look; 
Your Vows, your Sighs, and Eyes, all counterfeit ; 
You faid you lov'd me, where was then your Truth ? 
You ſwore you avere to be your Uncle's Heir; 
Where was your Confidence of me the while, 
To think my 2 ſo ſcanted, 
To love you for your Fortune? | "FI 
Aso every Loek betrays my yielding Heart! ( Aſide, 
No, fince Men are grown ſo ——_ in their 
Trade of Love, the neceſſary Vice Tl! practice too, 


And chaffer with Love - Merchants for my Heart. 


Make it appear you are your Uncles Heir, 

Fll marry ye to morrow. 

Of all thy Cheats, that was che moſt unkind, 

Becauſe you thought to conquer by chat * 

To Night Il be reſolv d. Ln 
VVild. Hum! to night! 

| Charl. To night, or I will think you love me for my Fortune; | 

which if you find elſewhere to more advantage, | 


I may unpicied die——and 7 ſhould die 


Tf you ſhould prove untrue. | CL Tenderly to bim. 

Mrs. Clack, There you've daſht all a _ 
—_— Tm reſoly' * ro keep my Credit wan dne 8. 
my Han 

This Night, Charlot, Il let you ſee the Wricin | 

But how a Pox of him that knows for Thomas. [Hi 
 Charl. Hah, chat Hand without the Ring! 2 

Nay, never ſtudy fora, handſome Lye. 

5 Ring! Oh, ay, 1 left it in my Dreſſing: toom this 
orning. 

Charl, See how thou haſt injur d thy Tongue to falſhood: 

Did you not ſend it to a certain Creature 7 

They call Diana, | 

From off that Hand that plighted Faith to me? : 

Hild. By Heaven tis Witchcraft all; 


Unleſs this Villain Foppington betray me. 


Thoſe ſort of Raſcals will do any thin | | 
For ready Meat and Wine——Tl! kill the Fool——hah, here! 
p. Here, Lord! Lord! u a! quick, and ſees him behind him. 
I 
Wild, Where i chey b Rae ſpy d a Race. 
Where 


\ 


* 


* 


ſtood as plain as the Noſe on thy Face mun. 
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Where was this Property conceal'd ? F 

Fop. Conceal'd ! What doſt thou mean, dear Jom? Why 7 

Mild. But tis the ungrateful Quality of all your fort, to 
make ſuch baſe returns. e 
How got this Rogue admittance, and when in, | 
The Impudence to tell his Treacherous Ly&? 

Fop. Admittance! Why thou'rr ſtark mad: Did not I come 
in wich you, that is, follow'd you? | | 

Wild. Whither ? - ad ; 

fp. Why into the Houſe, up ſtairs, ſtood behind you When 
you ſwore you wou'd come in, and follow'd you in. 

Wild. All this, and I nar ſee! | | 

Fp. Oh, Iove's blind; bur this Lady ſaw me, Mrs, Clacket 


ſaw me—-—Admance quctha! 


Haid. Why did you not ſpeak? 
Ib. Speak! I was ſo amaz d at what I heard, the villanous 
Scandals laid on you by ſome pick thank Rogue or other, I had 


no Power. , 


Wild, Ay, thou know'ſt how I am wrong d. 
Hp. Oh, moſt damnably, Sir! | 
Wild. Abuſe me to my Miſtreſs too 


Pp. Oh, Villains“ Dogs / . | 
Charl. Do you think they have wrong'd him, Sir? for I'll 
believe you. : | 


Pp. Do I think, Madam? Ay, think him a Son of a Whore | 
that ſaid it; Fil cut his Throat. | 
Mrs. Clack. Well, this Impudence is a heavenly Vertue? 
Hild. You ſee now, Madam, how Innocence may ſuffer, 
Charl. In ſpight of all thy villanous diſſembling, 
1 muſt believe, and love thee for my quiet. 
Wild, That's kind; and if before ro morrow I do not ſhew 
cu I deſerve your Heart, kill me at once by quitting me 
arewel— [ Goes out with Fop. ] I know where both my Uncles 


Will and other Writings lie, by which he made me Heir to his 


whole Eſtate. 
My Craft will be in catching ; which if paſt, _ 
Her Love ſecures me the kind Wench at laſt. ' [ Aſide. 
Mrs. Clach. What if he ſhou'd not chance to keep his Word 


now ? 


Charl. How if he ſhou'd not? by all that's good, if he ſhou'd 
not, I am reſoly'd to marry him however. We two may make 
a pretty {hifr with three thouſand pound a year; yer I wou'd 
fain be reſolv'd how affairs ſtand between the old Gentleman 
and him. I wou'd give the World to ſee that Widow too, 
that Lady Galliard. 8 

Mrs, Clack. If you're bent upon't, I'll tell you what 
5 . - i BEES well 


— 


— — — — — 
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., well do, add. There's every Day mi Feaſting 
here ac his Uncles hard by, and you ſhall enk Jon ſelf as 
well as you can, and ſo go for a Niece of mine I have coming 
out of Scottund ; chere you will not fail of ſeeing my Lady Gal- 
" though 7 Aoubts not Mr. Wilding, who is of late diſcar- 


Charl. Enough am reſclyd upon this deſign ; let's in and 
* prattice che Northern Dialect. [ Ex, bozo, 


SCENE, II. The Street. 
| Enter Wilding and Fopington. 
Wild. Bur then Diana took the Ring at laſt? N 
Ep. Greedily, but rail'd, and ſwore, and ranted at your late 
 unkindnels, and wou d not be appeas d. 
Enter Dreſswell. 
Wild, Lag, wh I was juſt going to ſee for thee. 
ö 7 m glad, dear Tom, Im here to ſerve thee. 
Viz. And now Fve found thee, thou muſt along with me. 
'Dreſſ. Whither? bur PII not ask, but obey. 
Wild. To a kind Sinner, Frank. 
Dreſſ.. Pox on *em all; prithee turn out thoſe Tyrants 
of thy Heart, and fit it for a 17 Love, dear VVilding, of 
which thou never kney'ſt the leaſure yet, or not above a day. 


Mild. Not knew the pleaſure /, Death, the very Eſlence, 


the firſt draughts of Love. * how TT tis to drink 
when a Man's a dry! s 


The reſt is all but dully fipping en. | "0 
Preſſ. And yer this Diana, for thither how art going, 4 


haſt been conſtant to this three or four Yea 


Wild. A conſtant Keeper thou mean'ſt ; which is indeed, e- 


nough to get the ſcandal of a Coxcomb: But I know nor, thoſe 
' ſort of Baggages have a kind of Faſcination ſo 1 inticing — and 
faith, after the Fatigues of Formal Viſics to à Man's dull Rela- 
tions, or what's as bad, to Women of Quality; after the buſie 
Afffictions of the day, and the Debauches of the tedious Night, 
I cell chee, Frank, a Man's beſt Retirement is with a ſoft kind 
Wench. But to ſay truth, I have a farther deſign in my Viſit 


now. Thou know'ſt how I ſtand paſt hope of Grace, excom - 


municated the Rindneſs of my Uncle, 
Dreſ. True. 


Wild. My lewd Debauches, and being o'rh' wrong Party, as 


he calls it, is now become an irreconcileable Quarrel; fo that I 
having many and hopeful Intrigues now depending, eſpecial 
theſe of my charming Widow, and my City-eireſs, whic 
can by no means be carry d on without that damn'd Neceſſ 
call'd Ready Money. I have ſtretcht my Credit, as 
young Heirs do, till tis quite broke. New Liveries, Coaches, 
and Cloarhes muſt be had, chey muſt, my Friend. Dreſſ 


* 
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Sir Timothy T reat- all. 457 
Dreſſ. Why · do ſt thou not in this Extremity clap up a Match 
wich myTady Gallizrd ? or this young Heireſs you ſpeak of? 
Wild. But Marriage, Frank, is luch a Bugbear! And this old 
Uncle ot miue may one day be gathered-togerhhes, and ſleep 
with his Fathers, and then 1 ſhall have fix thouſand Pound a 
Year, and the wide World before me ; and who the Devil 
cou'd reliſh theſe Bleſſings with the clog of a Wife behind 
him But till then, Money muſt be had, I fax. 

Fp. Ay, but how, Sir? 

Wild. Why, from the old Fountain, Zack, my Uncle; he 
has himſelf decreed it: He tells me, I mult live upon my Wits, 
and wilh, N © | | h 
p. Gad. I'm impatient eo know how, 

Wild. 1 believe chee, for thou art out at Elbows; a 
when I thrive, you ſhow it 1th? Pit, behind the Scenes, a 
Coffec-houſes.” Thy Breeches give a better account of my For- 
tune, than Tilly with all his Schemes and Stars. 

Hp. I own, Ithrive by your influence, Sir, "IM 

Drefſ. Well, bur to your Project, Friend, ro which PI ſet a 
helping Hand, a Heart, a Sword, and Fortune. 

Mild. Jou make good what my Soul conceives of you. Let's 
to Diana then, and there Il tell thee all. 

[Going out, they meet Diana, who enters with 
her Maid Betty, and Boy, looks angrily. 
Diana, I was juſt going to thy Lodgings: . | 
Diet Oh las, you are too much taken up with your rick City- 
Hcireſs. . 3 

VVild. That's no cauſe of quarrel between you and I, Diana; 
you were wont to be as impatient for my marrying, as ] for the 
Death of my Uncle; ſor your rich Wife ever obliges her Hus- 
band's Miſtreſs; and Women of your ſort, Diana, ever thrive 
better by Adultery than Fornication, | | 

Dian. Do, try to appeaſe the eaſie Fool with theſe fine Ex- 
pettations No, I have been too often flatter d with 
the hopes of your marrying a rich Wife, and then I was to 
have a Settlement; but inſtead of that, things go backward 
witn me, my Coach is vaniſtd, my Servants dwindled into one 
neceſſary Woman and a Boy, which to fave Charges, is too 


* 


ſmall for any Service; my twenty Guinea's a Week, into forty 


Shillings; a hopeful Reformation / 
Wild. Patience, Diana, things will mend in time. a 
Dian. When, I wonder? Summer's come, yet I am ſtill in 
my embroider'd Manto, when I'm dreſt, lin d with Velvet; 
tyould give one a Fever but too look at me; yet ſtill Tam | 
tlamm'd off with hopes of a rich Wife, whoſe Fortune I am to 


layith, But I fee you have neither Conſcience nor Re- 


bg 
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458 The Grty- Heireſs "Of, 
Igion in you; I wonder what a Devil will become ofyour Soul 
for thus deluding me! . [Weeps, 
ill. By Heaven, I love thee / 2 

| Dian. I me! what if you do? how far will that go at 
= the Exchange for Point ? Will the Mercer take it for oP 
| Coin!——Bur tis no matter, I muſt love a Wit with a Pox, 
when I might have had fo many Fools of Fortune; but the 


Devil take me, if you deceive me any longer. [ Weeping, 
p Wild. You'll keep your word, no doubt, now you” have 
worn. . : 


Dian. So I will. I never go abroad, but I gain new Con- 
queſt. Happy's the Man that can approach neareſt the Side- 
box where I fit ar Play, to look at me; but it I daign to ſmile 
on him, Lord, how the overjoy'd Creature returns it with a 
Bow low as the very Benches! Then riſing, ſhakes his Ears, 
looks round with Pride, to ſee who took notice how much he 
was 1n favour with charming Mrs. Dy. WE” © OPS 

Wild. No more, come, lets be Friends, Diana; for you and 

I muſt manage an Uncle oi mine. 3 
Dian, Damn your Projects, I'll have none of em. E 
Wild. Here, here's the beſt ſoftner of a Woman's Heart; cis | 
Sold, two hundred Pieces: Go, lay it on, till you ſhame Qua- 
ty, into plain Silk and Fringe. x Br : 
Dian. Lord, you have the ſtrangeſt power of perſwaſion!— | 
Nay, it you buy my Peace, I can afford a Pennyworth. ; 
Hild. So thou canft of any ching about thee. 
Dan. Well, your Project, my dear Tommy ? "a 
Mild. Thus then Thou, dear Frank, ſhalt to my Uncle, 
tell him, that Sir Nicholas Gettall, as he knows, being dead, 
and having lefr, as he knows cov, one onely Daughter his Exe- 
cutrix, Mrs. Charlot, J have by my civil and modeſt Behaviour, | 
fo won upon her Heart, that two Nights vince ſhe left her Fa. : 
_ther's Country- houſe at Lyſum in Kent, in ſpight of all her ſtrit j 
Guards, and run away with me. | x 
Dreſſ. How, wilt thou tell him of it then? E 

i. Hear me, That I have hitherto ſecur'd her at 
Friends Houſe here in che. City; but diligent ſearch being 

- Dow made, dare truſt her there mo longer. And make it m7 

humble Requeſt by you, my Friend, (who are only privy to 
this Secret) that he wou'd give me leave to bring her home to 
his Houſe ; whoſe: very Authority will defend her from being 

- Jaughs tor chere 1 

Dreſſ Ay, Sir, but what will come of this, I ſay ? 
"Wild, Why, a Settlement; you know he has already made 
me Heir to all he has, after his deceaſe but for being a wick- 
ed Tory, as he calls me, he haz after the Writings were _ | 


\ 
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i ſign d, and ſeal'd, refus'd to give em in truſt, Now when he 

— ſees I have made my ſelf Maſter ot fo vaſt a Fortune, he will 
immediately ſurrender ; that reconciles all again. 


e Dreſſ. Very likely; but wo lt thou truſt him with tlie Wo- 
Thomas. "> 

. Wild. No, here's Diana, who as I ſhall bedizen, ſhall paſs for | 

Y as ſuhſtantial an Alderman's Heireſs, as ever fell into wicked 

Hands. He never knew the right Cbarlot, nor indeed has any 


body ever ſeen her but an. old Aunt and Nurſe, ſhe was ſo kept 
up- And there, Diana, thou ſhalt have a good opportutunity 
to lie, diſſemble, and gilt in abundance to keep thy hand in ure. 
Prickee, dear, Dreſswel, haſte with the News to him. 


5 Dreſſ. Faith, I like this well enough; this Project may take, 
4 BK and Tll about it. % 7 Goes out. 
. Wild. Go, ger ye home, and trick and betawder your ſelf 


up like a right Ciry-Lady, rich, but ill- faſhion'd; on-wich all 
1 your Jewels bur not a Patch, ye Gipſie, nor no Spaniſh Paint, 
d'ye hear. | * f | 
Dian I'll warrant you for my part. : 
i. Wild. Then before the old Gentleman, you muſt behave your 
4 ſelf very ſoberly, ſimple, and demure, and look as prew as at 
3 2 Conventicle ; and rake heed you drink not off your Glaſs at 
Table, nor rant, nor ſwear; one Oath confounds our Mot, and 
T betrays thee to be an errant Drab. * * $387 
Dian. Doubt not my Art of Diſſimulation. 


Wild. Go haſte and dreſ. Ex. Dian. Bet. and Boy. 
Enter Lady Gall. and Cloſet, above in the Balcony ; Wild. go- 
3 ons out, ſees them, flops, and reads a Paper. | 
, Wild. Hah, who's yonder, the W:dow / a Pox upon't, now 
45 have I not power to ſtir; ſhe has a damn'd hank upon my 
, Heart, and nothing but right down lying with her, will diſſolve 
4 the Charm. She has forbid me ſeeing her, and therefore 7 
x am ſure will the ſooner rake notice of me. Reads. 


Cloſ. What will you put on too Night, Madam? you know 
- You are to Sup at Sir Timothy Treat- alls. | | 
I. Gall. Time enough for that; prithee let's take a turn in 1 
this Balcony, this City- Garden. where we walk to take the freſh 2 
Air of the Sea- coal moakx. Did the Footman go back, as I | 
order'd him, to ſee how Wilding and Sir Charles parted? © 
- Clif. He did, Madam, and nothing cou'd provoke Sir Charles 
to fight after your Ladiſhip's ſtrict Commands. Well, I'll ſwear ' 
he's the ſweeteſtnatur'd Gentleman —— has all the advantages 
of Nature and Fortune: I wonder what Exception your Ladi- 
e WM ſhip has to him! | 158 
- L. Gall. Some ſmall Exception to his whining Humour; but 
= I think my chiefeſt diſlike is, becauſe my Relations will it 2 
Match between us. | : 
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It is not hate to him, but natural contradiction. Hah, is not 
chat Wilding yonder? he's reading of a Letter ſure. 
. So, ſhe ſees me, Now for an Art to make her lure me 
up; for though I have a greater mind than ſhe, it ſhall be all 
her own; the Match ſhe told me of this Morning with 
Uncle, ſticks plaguily upon my Stomach ; I muſt break tie 
Neck on't, or break the Widow's Heart, that's certain. If ] 
advance towards the Door now, ſhe trowningly retires ; if I 
paſs on, cis wel} ſhe may call me. [ Advances, 
I. Gall. I chink he's paſſing on, 
Without ſo much as looking towards the Window, 

Clif. He's glad of the excuſe of being forbidden. 

L. Gall. Bur Cloſet, know'ſt thou not he, has abus d my Fame, 
And does he think to paſs thus unupbraided; Pry 
Is there no Art to make him look this way? 5 
No Trick——Prithee faign to laugh, { Cloſ. laughs, 

Wild. So, I ſnall not anſwer to that Call. 

Ti. Gall. He's going? Ah, Cloſet, my Fan!— | T ets fall he 
Fan juſt as he paſſes iy; be takes is up, and looks up. | Cry mercy, 
Sir, I'm forry I muſt trouble you to bring it. 
Wild. Faith, ſo am I; and you may ſpare my Pains, and ſend 
your Woman for't, I'm in haſte. | 
| Gall. Then the quickeſt way will be to bring it. 
1 [Goes out of the Balcony with Cloſer, 
Wild. I know I ſhould be drawn in one way or other. 
| . SCENE changes to a Chamber. : 
Enter L. Galliard, Cloſer to them; Wilding delivers the En, 
| and is retiring. 
L. Gall. Stay, I hear you're wondrous free of your Tongue, 
when tis ler looſe on me. Ek s 4 
Wild. Who I, Widow? I think of no ſuch trifles. 
J. Call. Such Railers never think when theyre abufive ; but 


ſomething you have ſaid, a Lye fo infameus ! 
Wild. A Lye, and infamous of you impoſſible / 

What was it that I calPd you, Wile or Honeft ? 
L. Gall. How can you accuſe me with the want of either? 
 Vild. Yes, of Gods Had you a grain of Honeſty, or integ- 
. ded ever to be thought ſo, .woy'd you have the impudence to 

marry an old Coxcomb, a Fellow that will not fo much as ſerve 
you for a Cloak, he is fo viſibly and undeniably impotent? 
I. Gall. Your Uncle you mean. Tae | 
Vila. I do, who has not known the Joy of Fornication this thir- 
ty Tear, and now the Devil and you have put it into his Head to 
marry, ſorſooth. Oh the Feliclty of the Wedding - Night! 
I. Gell. Which you, with all your railing Rhetorick, ſhal 
vot have power to hinder. N ni 
r 8 Will 


4 


part of the Text you are eo handle next. 
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id. Not it - can help it; for 7 perceive you are reſol- 
ved to be a lewd incortigible Sinner, and marry'ſt this ſeditious 
doting fool my Uncle, only to hang him out for the ſign of the 
Cuckold, to give notice where Beauty is to be purchas d, for 


fear otherwiſe we ſhould miſtake, and chink chee honeſt. 
L. Gall. So much for my want ot Honeſty; my Wit is the 


k 


: - 


Wild. Let the World judge of chat by this one Action: This 
marriage undi ſputably robs you both of your Repntation and 
Pleaſure. Marry an old F a becaufe he's rich / when ſo ma- 
ny handſome proper younger Brochers wou'd be glad of .you. 

IL. Gall. Ot which hopeful number your ſelf are one. 

Wild. Who, 1! Bear Witneſs, Cl:ſet; rake notice Im upon 
my Marriage, Widow, and ſuch a Scandal on my Reputation 
might ruine me; therefore have a care what you ſay, 

L. Gall. Ha, ha, ha, Marriage Yes, I hear you give it out, 
you are to be married to me: for which Defamation, if I be not 
Reveng d, hang me. | 9 

Hild. Yes, you are reveng'd; I had the fame of vanquiſh- 
ing where · e er I laid my Siege, till 7 knew thee, hard- hearted 
thee; had the honeſt Reputation of lyiſig with the Maziſtrate's 
Wives, when their Reverend Husbands were employ d in the 
neceſſary Affairs of the Nation, ſeditiouſly petitioning; and 
then I was eſteemed; but now they look on me as a mon 
thing, that makes honourahle Love to you; Oh kidious, a 
Husband-Lover / So that now I may proteſt, and ſwear, and lye 
my Heart out, I find neither. Credit nor Kindneſs; but when I 
beg for either, my Lady Galliard's thrown in my Diſh: Then 
they laugh aloud, and cry, Who would think it of gay, of fine 
Mr. Wilding 7. Thus the City She-wits are ler looſe upon me 
and all for you, ſwear Widow; but I am refoly'd I will redeem 
my Reputation again, if never. ſeeing you nor writing ro you 
more, will do it: And ſo farewel, faithleſs and ſcandalous ho- 
neſt Woman. 77 IEP | 

L. Gall. Stay, Tyrant. e 

Wild, I am engag d. 9 --; 

L. Gall. You are not. „ 

Hild. I am, and am refoly'd to loſe no more time on a pee - 
viſh Woman, who values her Honour above her Lover. [ He goes 

I. Gall. Go, this is the nobleſt way of loſing hee, our... 
Cloſ. Muſt nor I call him back? | 


L..Gall. No, if 4 honeſt Lover come, admit him; Twill 


forget this Devil. h me ſome Jewels; rhe Company to 


Night at Sir Timotii say divert me. [She fits den before 
—. „ ⅛˙ 8 
By. Madam, one Sir Anthony Meriwill wou d ſpeak with your. 


Ladiſhip, L Gall. 
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| der, Madam 


. . Rogue/ Madam, by George he lies; he does come to ſpeak 
Love, and make Love, aud to do Love, and all for Love 

Fer come to ſpeak of Love, with a P 
your ſelf Ike a Man; be impudent, 


Why whats Pox! |. 
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Ia. Gal: Admit him; ſure tis Sir Charles his Uncle: if he 
| come to treat à March with me tor his Nephew, he takes me 
in the critical Minute. Wou'd he but leave his whining, 1 
might love him, if *cwere but in Revenge. 
Enter Sir Anthony Meriwill and Sir Charles. 

- Sir Aub. So, I have tutor d the young Rogue, I hope hell 
learn in time. Good day to your Ladiſhip; Charles { putting 
him forward] my Nephew. here, Madam—Sirrah-—norwichſtand- 
ing your Ladiſhips Commands—Look how he ſtands now, be- 
Ing a mad young Rafcal !— Gad, he wou'd wait on your Lady: 
ſhip——A Devil an him, ſee if he'll budge now— For he's 2 
brisk Lover, Madam, when he once begins. A Pax on a him, 

hell ſpoil all 4 - | 

La. Gall. you fir, Sir, 

Sir Char. 1 1 "1 begyou your Pardon for my Rudenefs. | 

La. Gall. Still whining !—— _ {Dreſſing her ſelf careleſy 

„S Aub. Dye hear that, Sirrah? Oh damn ir, beg pardon/ 
The Rogue's quite out ofs part. 

Sir Char, Madam, I fear my Viſit i is unſcaſonable. Fs 
Sir Anth. Unſeaſonable! Damn d Rogue, unſcaſonable to 2 
Widow. / ite Out. 

1a. Gall. There are indeed ſome Ladies that wou d be an 


at an untimely Viſit, before they ve put on their beſt Faces; bur 


1 am none of thoſe that wou'd be fair in ſpight of Nature, 
Put on chis Jewel here. | o Claſ. 
9 55 Char. That ae no Ornament, Heaven s been 


eaven! 2 Puritanical Rogue, 


Sir Aub. Heaven oh Lord, | 

.courts her like her Chaplain, / 
kn = Gall. You are fill ſo full of Univerfiry Gam 
Sir Anth, © ur akin, 57's Sirrah ?—Ay ſo he is, Bie te kr in- 
To * HA than, ye Knave. 


LA to hin 
Sue he Ah, Madam, lam come! 
Sir Auth. To ſhew your ſelf a Coxcomb. 
La. Gall. To tire me with Diſcourſes of our e 
Fie, how this Curl'fits! Looking in the Glaſs, 
agg No, you ſhall hear no more of chat ungr 
je 
Abi Anth. Son of 4 Whore, hear no more of Love, Luna 


*Owns, Sir, behave 

, forward, bold, 
Fe b 3 — , 
(Ale 4 * * Cha, 


rowzing, and lewd, 49 ye heat or 
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Sir Timothy. Treat-all. 
Sir Char, Finding my hopes quite loſt in your unequal Fa- 


yours to young Wilding, Im quitting the Town. 


L. Gal. You will do well ro do ſo—lay by chat Necklace - 


Fl wear Pearl to day. {To Cloſ. 


Sir Anth. Confounded Blockhead !——by George, he lies 
again, Madam. A Dog, III dif-inherirt him ¶ Aſide.] He quit 
the Town, Madam! no, not whilſt your Ladiſhip is in it, to 
my knowledge. He'll llye in the Town, nay, in the Street 
where you live ; nay, 1 the Houſe ; nay, in the very Bed, by 
George ;, Tve heard hi l 


Charles, good Boy, ſwear a little, ruffle her, and ſwear damn 
ir, ſhe ſhall have none bur thee. (afude to him.) Why you little 
think, Madam, that this Nephew of mine is one of the mad- 
deſt Fellows in all Devonſhire. = TR. 
La. Gal. Wou'd I cou'd ſee't, Sir. | 

Sir Anth. See't! look ye there, ye Rogue Why tis all his 
fault, Madam. He's ſeldom ſober ; then he has a dozen Wen- 
ches in pay, that he may with the more Authority break their 
Windows. There's never a Maid within forty Miles of Meriwiff- 
Hall to work a Miracle on, bur all are Mor 
ful Youth, T1! fay chat for him. 

Sir Char. How I have lov'd you, my Deſpairs ſhall witneſs : 
For I will die to purchaſe your Conrefir. [ She riſes. 

Sir Anth. Die, a damn'd Rogue! Ay, ay, I'll dif-inherit him: 
A Dog, die, with a-Pox! No, he'll be hang d firft, Madam. 
Sir Char, And ſure you'll pity me when I am dead. 

Sir Anth, A curſe on him; pity, wich a Pox ! TIl give him 
ne er a Souſe. OT TS ET. == IF | 7 

La. Gall. Give me that Eſfſence-bartl {To Cloſ. 

Sir Char. But for a recompenſe of all my Sufferi 

La. Gall. Sprinkle my Handkercher with Tuberuſe. [To Cloſ: 
Sir Char. I beg a favoyr you'd afford a ſtranger. 


La. Gal. Sooner perhaps. What Jewel's that. {70 Cloſe 


Cloſ. One Sir Charles Meriwill 2 

La. Gal. Sent, and you received without my Order! 
No wonder that he looks fo ſcurvil yr. © 
Gave him the trifle back to mend his Humour. | 

Sir Anth. I thank you, Madam, for that Reprimand. Look 


in that Glaſs, Sir, and admire that ſneaking Coxcomb's Coun- 


renance of yours: A Pox gn him, he's paſt Grace, loſt, gone, 
not a Souſe, not a Groat; good buy to you, Sir» Madam, I 
beg your Pardon; the next time I come a wooing, it ſhall be 


for my ſelf, Madam, and I have ſomething that will juſtifie ir 


too; but as for this Fellow, if your Ladiſhip have ec'*er a ſmall 


Page at Leiſure, I deſire he may have Order to kick him down 
3 | | Stairs, 
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a thouſand times fwear it. Swear it 
now, Sirrah : Logk, look, how he ſtands now! Why dear 


He's a hope- | 
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The City- Heireſt; Or 
Stairs. A dammd Rogue, to be civil now, vile he ou -d have 
behav'd himſelf handſomely ! Not an Acre, nat a Shilling 
. buy, Sir Softhead { Going ont,meets Wild. and retiins) Hah, who 
have we here, hum, the fine mad Fellpy'? So, fo, he'll ſwing 
_ Ihope; Il ſtay to have the Pleaſure of tecing it doges | 
5 Enter Wilding bruſhes by Sir Charles. 
c Wild. [ was ſure 'cavas in Coach at Door. 
Sir Char. Hah, Mildin 
- Ss Auth. Ay, now S h. here's one will waken ye, Sir. 
[ To. Sir Char, 
: Wild, How now; Widow, you are e Audience 
to Lovers, I fee. _. 
Sir Char. You're very free, Sir, 
Wild. I am always fo in, che Widows Lodgings, Sir. 
Sir Anth. A rare Fellow! 
Sir Char. You will not do't elſewhere ? 
- Wild. Not with ſo much Authority. © - 
him. Anth. An admirable Fellow / I muſt be acquainted with 
m. 
Sir Char. Is this the Reſpect you pay Women of her Quality? 
* Wild. The Widow knows I ſtand not much uponCeremonies, 
Sir 4nth, Gad, he ſhall be my fleir. [ Aſade fil. 
- La. Gal. Pardon him, Sir , this is his Cambridge-breeding, 
F * ah, Ay fo Us, bo * tis, that two Years there quite 
id him. 
as Gall. Sir, if youre any further Buſineſs with me, pak 
; if nor, I'm going forth. 1 
5 Char, Madam, in ſnort | 
Sir Anth. In ſhort to a Widow, in ſhort! uire . 
- Sir Char. I find youtrear me ill for wy Refpet 
And when I court you net, 
Iwill forget how very much I love you.. — ; | 
Sir Anh. Sir, I ſhall be proud of your farther Acquainrance; 
for Vlike, love, and honour you. © + © [To Wild. 
Wild. IIl ſtudy to deſerve it, Sir. 
Sir Anh. Madam, your Servant, A damm d ſneaking Dog to 


7 be civil and modeſt with a Pox! ¶ Exit Sir Char. 211 5 Sir Anth. 


Ia. Gall. See if my Coach be ready, 
Wild. Whither are you janting now? 
= Gall, Where you dare not wait on we; to your Uncles 


i 7 Thar Uncle of mine pimps for all the Sparks of his 


Party; 

There they all meet and bargain without Scandal: | | 
Wight fe ax te you may chuſe. | 3 
n land offers not ſuch . Marker. 


L Cloſ. 


9 


N . 
d Timothy reren 4 5 
| | Sn Enter Cloſet, \ | Fi Lula on A | 
Cloſe. Madam here's Sir 7. W ral come to wait on E 
your Ladiſhip to Supper | 


Wild. My Uncle 705 Oh, damn him, he was horn t to be my a 
Plague! Not diſ inkeriting me had been ſo grear a Diſappoint 
ment; and if he fees me here, I ruine all the Plots Pye laid 
for him. Ha, he's here. | 5 
Sars Tim: e * 


Sir Tim. How, my Neg ephew Fhomas here/ , RL ia 
Hild. Madam, 7 find you can be cruel tog, r | 
Knowing my Uncle has abandon'd me. SpA. 


" 1 


Sir Tim. How now, Sir, what's your Buſinch here? Sh 
Wild. I came to beg a Favour” of my Lady Gulliajd, Lit, 


knowing her Power and Quality here in the City 


Sir Tim. How a Favou of my Lad Galliced The Rogue 
faid indeed he wou'd Cuckold = LE tt Why, Sir, I thought. > 
you had been taken up with your ric 

Wild. That was my Buſineſs now, Sk A in my pol. 
ſeſſion the Daughter and Heir of Sir Nicholas Gettall, 1 would. 
have made uſe of tie Authority of my Lady Galliard's Houſe” 
to have ſecur d hey, till I got things in order for . STAN) 5. 
but my Lady, to BY me off, crys I have an, Uncle. 

La. Gal, A well-contrived Lie. [4 

Sir Tim. Well, T have heard of your S000 Fortune; 2. 


however a Reprobate chou haſt been, Tl not ſhew my ſelf ſo 


undutiſul an Uncle, as not to gfe the Gentlewoman a lirele' 
Houſe-room : I heard indeed ſhe was gone a week ago, . _ 
And, Sir, my Houſe is at your Service. | 
Wild, I humbly thank you, Sir. Madam, your b A 
pox upon him 2 his Aflociation. [ Goes out. 
Sir Timt.. , BRO wy Coach waits below. N 
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ACT III. ENR 4 Ron. 


| Enter Sir Timorhy Treat all and Jeryice; ® Warr © * wo 


Sir Tim. Tre, take my Sword, Jeruice / What have youin- : 
quir'd as I directed you art eue | 

Sir Nodes * n n en F140 © 

; | | 117 


i! 4 
= * 20 uo Fries | Y 
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1: ; "238 9 
Ii 466 The City- Heireſt; Or, 
_— Jer. Alas Sir, inquir d“ why tis all che City News that ſhe's 
I! run away with one of the maddeſt Tories abour Town, - 
| Fir Tim, Good Lord“ Ay, ay, dis fo; the plaguy Rogue 
FR my Nephew has got her. That Heaven ſhov'd drap ſuch Bleſ- 
13 ſings. in the Mouths of the Wicked / Well, Feruice, what 
Company have we in the Houſe, Jeruice? - 
Jer. Why truly, Sir, a fine deal, conſidering there's no 
Parliament. Ws 1 Jervice? | 25 | 
Sir Tim. t s have w ice: 
Jer, Lords, Sir, truly 1 / 
Sir Tim. None { What ne er a Lord / ſome miſhap will befall 
me, ſome dire miſchance ! ne er a Lord, ominous, ominous ! 
our. Parry dwindles daily. What, nor Earl, nor Marqueſs, nor 
Duke, nor Heer a Lord / Hum, my Wine will lie moſt villa- 
- noufly upon my Hands to Night, Fervice. What, have we 
ſtore of Kniglits and Gentlemen? | 
Fer. I know not what Gentlemen chere be, Sir, but there 
are Knights, Citizens, their Wives and Daughters. 
Sir Tim. Make us thankful for that; our Meat will not lie 
upon our Hands then, Jervice; I'll fay rhge Jog ouf little En- 
mers, they are as tall Fellows at a we chargd Board agany in | 
«Fer. Then, Sir, there's Nonconformiſt-Parſons. 
Sir Sim. Nay, then we ſhall have a clear Board; . 
ttue Proteſtant Appetite in a Lay-Elder, does a Man's Tab! 


Credit. * ers © 4 | 
* Fer. Then, Sir, there's Country Juſtices and Grand · Jury - 
1 J un Well enough, well enou h, Feruce, 

7" pe OO RT + Enter Mrs. e 9 | 
| Sen. An't like your Worſhip, Mr. Wilding is come in wich 2 ' 
= 3 dreſt in Jewels, mas ed, in his Hand, and will not 
1 be deny'd ſpeaking with your Worſhip. 40 i 

4 Si. Tims Bah, rich ip Jewels / -chis-muſt be ſhe, Ny Sword iN 

again, Fervice —— Bring em up, Senſure—— Prithee how MW » 
bol bock to Nigzt, Jovie? [Setting himſelf 

. Oh, moſt mechodicill, r: N 

ier Wild. with Diana, and Betty. | | 

+ . Wild. Sir, I have brought into your kind protection the rich- 1 

eſt Jewel all London cr 450 fair Mrs. Churlot Gettall. d 

| Sir Tan, Bleſs us, ſhe's raviſking fair“ Lady I had the ho- a 
mont of being tritimate with your worthy Father. I think 

miete has Been dead , DIN KE 3.4 t. 


Dian. If he chatechiſe me much en that point, L fail ſpoil all. 
Alas, Sir, name him not; for if you do, Oveeping.] I'm ſure 


Jo Feanor anſwer you one Queſtion, "A Lo 


. 
* 
- 
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Wild. For Heaven ſake, Sir, name nt her Father to her; 
the bare remembranre of him kills her. [ Aſide to him. 
Sir Tim. Alas, poor Soul! Lady, I beg your Pardon. How 
ſoft-hearred ſhe is! I am in love; I find already a Kind of rick- 
ling of I know nor what, run frisking though my Veins. L Ajrae. 
Bet. Ay, Sir, the good Alderman has been dead this twelve- 
month jule and has left his Daughter here, my Milt geſs, three 
thouſand Pound a year. | Peeping. 
Sir Tim. Three thouſand Pound a Year! Yes, yes, I 4 in 


love. - 5 * [ 494. 
Bet. Beſides Money, Plate, and Jewels. | $ 
Sir Tim, TIl marry her out of Hand, [ Aſide.] Alas, I cou d 

even weep too; but tis in vain. Well, Nephew, you may be 

gone now; for tis not neceflary you ſhau'd be ſeen here, dye 
lee. * F {P uſhing him Outs 
Wild. You ſee, Sir, now, what Heaven has done for me; 
and you have often told me, Sir, when that was kind youwou'd 
beſo. Thoſe Writings, Sir, by which you were ſo good to make 
me Heir of all your Eſtate, you faid you won'd put into my 
poſſeſſian, whene'er I made it appear to you 7 cou d live with- 
out em, or bring you a Wife of F:rrune home, © 
Sir Tim. And I will keep my word; it is time enough. 
he ks WE Putting him out. 
"Wild. I have, tis true, been wicked; but I ſhall now turn 


from my evil ways eſtabliſh my ſelf in the religious City, and 
enter into the Aſſociation. There wants but theſe ſame Wri- 


tings, Sir, and your good Character of me. 8 
Sir Tim. Thou ſha't have both; all in good time, Man: Go, 
go thy ways, and III "warrant thee for a good Character, go. 
Wild. Ay, Sir, but the Writings, becauſe I told her, Sir, I 
was your Heir; nay, forc'd to ſwear it too, before ſhe wou d 
believe me. * EE 
Sir Tim. Alas, alas! how ſhrewdly thouWer'r put tot! 
Wild. I told her too, you'd buy a Parent for me; for nothing 
wooes a City- Fortune like the hopes of a Ladiſhip. . 
Sir Tim. Em glad of that; that 7 can ſettle esp 
. | ö . j.* . . 146 


. Wild. You may pleaſe to hint ſomething to her of my Godly 
Life and Converſation ; that I frequent Conventieles, and am 
drunk no where but at your true Proteſtant Conſults and Clubs, 
and the like. ? Hi | WII, 
Sir Tim. Nay, if theſe will pleaſe her, I have her for cer- 
tain. | Aide. Go, go, fear not my good word. 
ild. But che Writings, rn —— k : 
Sir Tim. Am I a Jew, a Turk? Thou fſha'c have any thing, 
now I find thee a _— _———— 
2 


\ 
2 2 


vant the while! or el 


and en wy dear Inconſtant v with an Heir ot bis own be- 


"Be well for thy Ke [Aſide 


E ts him out, 2 edareſſes Himſelf to the Lady, 
uli. Wouw'd %iey were hang d that truſt you, that have but 
the arr of I jerdemain, and can open the Japan - Cabinet in 
your Bed-chamber, where I know thoſe Wr:tings are kept. 
ath, whac, a diſappointment's here / I wou'd a ſworn this 
Sham had paſt Ro. „ > "hh Sir, ſhall I have the Wri. 
rings now? _ 
Sir Tim. What noe gone) for ſhame, away; canſt thou 
diſtruſt thy own natural Uncle? hie, away, Tom, away. 
- Wild. A Plague upon your damn'd Diſſimulation, that never 


/ ſailiog Badge ot all your Parry, there's always miſchief at the 


bottom ont; [know ye all; and Fortune be the Word. When 

next Lee yo Uncle, it ſhall coſt you dearer. Erie 
Enter Jervice. . 

Jer. Amt Jeaſe your Worlhip, nh, wh almoſt over, and 


you are askt for. 
"Sir Tim. They know I never ſup; 1 72 come time enough 


ts bid em welcome. Erit Jer. 


Dian. I keep you, Sir, from Supper and better Company. | 

Sir Tim. Lady, were I Glutton, I cou'd be ſatisfyd 
With feeding on thoſe two bright ſtarry Eyes. 

Dian. You are a Courtier, Sir, we City- Maids do ſeldom 
hear ſuch Language ; in which you ſhew your kindneſs ro your 
Nephew, more than your thoughts of whawmy Beau merits, 

Sir Tim. Lord, Lord, how innocent ſhe is N ide.] My 
Nephew, Madam? yes, yes, I cannot chuſe but bẽ erous 
kind upon his ſcore. 

Dian. Nay, he has often cold me, you were _ beſt of 
Unc, and he delerves your e ? ſo TO a young 

Gentleman. 


Sir Tim. Wou'd Tcou'd ſee? t. | [Ade 
Dian. So modeſtg 

Sir Tim. Yes, ask my Maid. 5 Te 22 
Dian. So civil. N 


Sir Tim. Yes, to my Neighbour's Wives. Aſide. | But ſo, 
Madam, I. find * chis is big Commendation K — as 
your Ladiſhip has a "NZ flender opinion of your devoted Ser- 

Madam, with this not 'difagreeable 
Face and Shape of mine, "fix thouſand Pound a year, and other 
Vertues and Commodities that ſhall be nameleſs, I ſee no rea- 


ſon why I ſnou d not heget an Heir of my own Body, had I the 
helping hand of a certain vitoxious on in the World, that 
ſhall be nameleſs, [ Bowing and mir bine. 


Dian. Meaning me, I am ſure; il. ſhou'd mar marry him+now, 


gerring, 
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Sir Timothy Treat- all. 469 
ing, *rwou'd, be a moſt wicked Revenge for paſt Kind” 
ny . * | - [ſide 
Sir Tim, T know your Ladiſhip is ſtudying now who this 
vitorious perſon ſhou'd be, whom I dare not name; but let it 
ſuffice; ſhe-is, Madam, within a Mile of au Or. 
Dian. No, Sir, I was conſidering, if what you fay be true, 
How unadviſedly I have lov'd your NephewS | 
Who ſwore to me he was to be your Heir. * 
Sir Tim. My Heir, Madam! am I viſibly old to be fo de- 
ſperate? n 4 To | 
No, Im in my years of deſires and diſcregjon, 
And I have thoughts, durit I but utter em; 
But modbſtly fay; Man ——  — go 
Dian. I took him for che hopetulleſt Gentleman W 
Sir Tim, Let him hope on, ſo will J; and get Madam, in 
conſideratiòn of your love to him, and — he is my Ne- 
phew, young, handſomę, witty, and ſofortli, F am content to 
be ſo much a Parent M bim, as, if Heaven pleaſe,. to ſee 
him fairly hang et. | | WIE 
Dian. How, Sir /. u amaze. 
Sir Tim. He has deſerwd it, Madam; Firſt, for lampooning 
the Reverend City with its noble Government, with the Right 
Honourable Gowñ men; libelling ſome for Feaſting, and ſome 
for Faſting, ſome for Cuckolds, and ſome for Cuckold - makers; 
charging us wich all the {even deadly Sins, the Sins of our Fore- 
fachers, adding ſeven ſcore more to the number; the Sins of 
Forty One reviv d again in Eighty-One, with Additions and A- 
mendments; for which, though the Writings were drawn, by 
which J made him my whole Executor, I will diſinherit him. 
Secondly, Madam, he deferves hanging for ſeducing, and moſt 
feloniouſly bearing away a young City-Heireſs. 
Dian. Undone, undone Oh, with what Face can I return 


* 


again / * . 
What Man of Wealth or Reputation, noß, 
Will chink me worth 22 . Kiens to weep, 

Str Tim. Yes, yes, Madam, there are honeſt, diſcreet, reli- 
gious, and true Proteſtant Knights in the City, that wou'd be 
proud to digniſie and diſtinguiſh ſo worthy a Gentlewoman. 


© (Bowing and ſmiling, 
Bet. Look to your hits, and take Fortune by the forelock, 
Madam, ; (Aſide. 


alas, Madam, no Knight, and poor too“ 
Tim. As a Tory Poet. N ; | 
Bet. Well, Madam, take Comfort; if the worſt come to the 
worſt, you have Etare enoughs for both. „ 
Dian. Ay, Berty, were he but honeſt, Beth, (Weeping. 
2 _ Hh3 - Sr 


* 


7 


” 


| Was ſivorn, and you; and flatter d me to rain. (| Weeping. 


| _ out of many a 


Sym Tim: none? 1 chink he will 9 bd but for his Eody; 
the Lord have mercy upor'c, for he has none 

= s evident, I am betray d, abus d; 
'as okt, and f3;h'd, and talkr away my Heart; 


Sir Tim, A fmalÞ kt with him; he has flattrer'd and ſworn 
ir-Thouſand, why he has no more Conſci- 
ence than aPohticiagy nor no more Track than a Narrative 


under the Role. ), 
0 2 Is chere no na Honeſty i ich World 1 
Sir Tim. Troth, l ttle, and chat lies all ch Giry among 
us ſober Magſſtrares. 
Dian. Were I 2 how wou'd be reveng d! * FAY 
Sir Tim. Your, Ladiſhip might do it borer as. _ arc, were 


1 worthy adyiſe you. 
Dian. Nandi 

Sir Tim. Wx oy, marrying your. 338 aſſur d 
Friend, and moſt humble humble Servant, Ti Tieat-all of London, 


erman. 
Bet. Ay this is ſomething, Miſtreſs; hergs Reaſon! 
Dian. L have given 10 Faith and Troth to Wilding, Betty. 
Sir Tit, im. Faith aud Troth / We ſtaud upon neither Faith nor 
Troth in the ity, Lady. I have known au Heireſs married 
and bedded, and yer wich the Adxjſe of the wiſer Magiſtrates, 
Has been unmatried and conſum ted anew with another, fo 
it ſtands with our Intereſt ; tis Law by Magna Charta. Nay, 
had you married my ungr e we might wb this 
our Magna Charts haye hang 35 for a ape | 
"Dian. What, though he hal my Conſent? 
Sir Tim. That's nothing, he had not ours. 
de gen Then ſhou'd I marry you by lieh, che Danger wou'd 
Ie 
2 Tim. No, no, Madam, we never accuſe one 1 * 
tis the Pooor Rogues, the Tory Raſcals we N ; 
em accuſe me 1 they pleaſe, alas, $ come — Phi 


wich Ignor ans. 
Enter ſervice , 
7#. Sir, there's ſuch calling for your Worſhip / 43 — 
, all very „the Glaſſes go briskly about. 
1 Sir Tim. £0, Fl come when all the Healrhs are paſt, I 
"ey no 
er. They are all over, Sir, and the Ladics are for danci 


[ Bowing. 


fo they are all adjourning from the Dining-room hither, as 
1 commodious for chat Exerciſe. I think they're coming, 

ir. 
or Tim, Ca coming / Call Senſure to wait on the Lady 
to 


. 
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| to her Aparment——And, Madam, I do moſt heartily.cecom- | 
mend my moſt humble Addreis to your moſt judicious Co | 


deration, hoping you will moft vigorouſly, and. with all you 
might, maintain the Rights and Priviledges of the Honours: 
ble City; and not fuffer the Force or Perfwafion of any Arbi- 
Lover whatſoever, to ſubvert their Ancient and Funda- 
mental Laws, by ſeducing and forcibly bearing away fo rich 


and illuſtrious a Lady; and, Madam, we will unanimouſly ſtand 


by you with our Lives and Fortunes———This1 learns from 
a Speech at the Election of a Burgels. © | ated 
[ Leads her to the Door: She goes out with Betty and Senſure. 
Enter Muſick playing, Sir 2 Mer iwill dancing with a Lady 
in bis Hand, Sir Charles with Lady Galliard, ſeveral ofber 


Sir Auth. (ſinging] Philander was 4 jolly Swan, 
| «And lovd by evry Laſs, 2 
N ' Whom when he met gyn the Plan. 
- He laid upon the Greſs. " x1 


| And here he kift, and there play's 
* With this, and then thet᷑ other, 
Ti every wanton ſmiling Maid 
4 laſt became a uber. 


u to her Swain, and to her Swain, 
Tn The Nymph begins to yield ; : 
Ruffle, and breath, then tot agam, 


Thou'rt Maſter of the Fild. _ + 
{ Clapping Sir Char. on the back. - 


* 


Sir Char, And if keep i 
Sir Auth. More Wine there, Boys, 


by 
Madam Addy 
Sir Char. Sir Timothy, why, 
—_— 122 _ <p f 
of thine into Com i 
Widow's Health. Pay 0 
Sir Tim. O lagk, Sir Charles, no Healchs for me, I pray 
*. Char.” Hark ye, leave that — By © 
er of yours, and drink ye me 4 a 
all choſe” Healchs you ab, from his #acred Majeſty, 


 yhom God long preſerve, rich che ref} of che Royal Family, 


* 9 


Li. Gal. Wh 5 150 


5 Im glad 2 Sir; for tis a 


6 uy Tb ch e 05 


1 down to chis wicked Widow, * om Heaven ſocn con. 
Rena, lex d deſigus 5 my 


1 Sir Tim. to In eel, 
r Ab. A rare Boy. 4 he ſhall have all my Eſtate. 
. Sir im. Hou, the Widow a lend defign upon his Bady ! 
a0 then, 7: am jealous. - .  T Afide, 
L. Gall 1a lewd deſign upon your Bedy for what, on. 


55 Char. Why, for villeous Matrimony. . "oh 
Sir Char." 0, you yes, you. 4. 
; are rhoſe'Eyes de in inviting Loyxe? 
"rk ſofr bewirctting Smiles, rhoſe riſing Breaſts, 
And all thoſe Charms wien make you ſo adorable, 
Ist not to draw Fools into Matrimony ? - | 
Sie Anth. How's chat, how's that! Charler at his Adcrables 
and Charms! He muſt have rother Health, he'll fall to his old 
Dag-rror again ele; Come, come, every Man his Glaſs.” Sir 
8 * you are fix behind. Come, come, "Charles, name em 
[Exch tale a Glaſs, and force Sir Tim. on his Knees, 
Sir e e date ye an Ace, Sir. Come, His Majeſty's 
Health, and Confuſion to his Enemies. 
| 1 1 to force bis Mouth open to drink, 
Sir Tim. Hold, Gir, ho if I muſt drink, I muſt ; but this 
is very Arbitrary, methinks. - [Drinks 
„ Str Au. And nom, Sir, to che BOY Duke of Alba. Mu- 
ſick, play a Scateh Jigg. N ck plays, they drink, 
EE Tims This is meer T ny". ol; 
e Ea Fee, 4 
Fer Sir, there is alighted at the Gate à Perſon bf Quab, 
as appears by his Train, who give him the Title of a Lord. 
Sir Tim, How, a ſtrange Lord! Conduct him up with Cere- 


3 monyzs Fervice-—>"Ods fo, he's here / 


Eiter Wilding in dgue, Drefſwel, and Footmen and Pages. 
Jula Sir, by "your Reverend Aſpet}, you ſnou d be the Re- 
.- nown'd: Mefteride Hutell. 

Sir Tim. Meter. de Otel have not the Honour to know ary 
of chat NameþI am call'd Sir Timrhy Treat. al. (Bowing. 
aal. The fame, Sir; I have been bred en 1 
all Perſons of Quality had ſpoke French. 

Sir Jun. Not City Perſons of Q hong Naeh my Lord. 


| ation Thate, as el 
5 2 do all Monarchies. 


e N kate Monarchy / Your Lordſhip is moſt 
- wall ( Bows. 


ld. Unleſs Eleftive Vonarchies w which fo reſcanbſe a Com 


wonnen. - dn 
wy 


. 


<< ww co hangs 


con. 


eel, 


W or 


The Polanders by me ſalute you, Sir, and have i 12 * 


* , 


WY T Ow Treat all. 


Str Tim. Right, my Lord; where every Man may 
his turn Tour I. 2 :ſhip | is moſt ſingularly welcome | 

Wild, And tho' I am a Stranger co your Perſon not to 
your Fame, amongſt the ſober party of the 4 tans, all 
the French Auzcnors throughout Geneva ; even to gay and 
Poland, Fame's Trumpet ſounds your Praiſe, making the Pepe 
to fear, the reſt admire you. 

Sir Tim. Tm much oblig'd to the renowned Mobile. | 

Wild. So you will ſay, when you ſhall- hear . mi) CI 
* 


473 
to take 
Mo. 


Election, prick d ye down for their ſucceeding Ki ; 
Sir Tim. How, my Lord, prick'd me Joh? l 
this is wonderful! Prick d me, unworth me wo for King! 
How cou'd I merit this amazing —_ n 
Wild. They know, he that can be ſo great a Patriot to his 
Native Country, where but a private Perſon; what ms he de 
when og is on his fide. — al 

SF im. Ay, Lord, my Country, eed 
try! there's the * to all m riſing 24 Shalf I be 92 0 
unzrareful to diſappoint this big expecting Nation? Defeat the 
ſober Party, and my Neighbours, for any Poliſh Crown ? But 
yer, my Lord, I will confider ont: Mean time my Houſe is 

ours. 
: Wild. 25 brought you, Sir, the Meaſure of the Crown: 
Ha, it firs you to a Hair. Pulls out a Ribon and meaſures bis Head. 
You were by Heavꝰ n and Nature fram'd that Monarch. 

Sir Anth; Bah, at it again! [Sir Charles making ſober Love; 
Come, we grow dull, charles; where ſtands the Glaſs? What, 
balk my Lady Galliard's Health! [ They go to drink, 
Wild. Hah, Gelliard. and fo ſweet on 1 - { Aſide, 

I. Cal. If it be your buſineſs, Sir, to drink, III with 

Sir Char. Gad, and FH withdraw with you, Widow. Hark 
ye, Lady Galliard, I am damnably afraid you cannot bear Li- 
Joon wn you are ſo forward to leave good Company and a 

ttle. 

Sir Tim. Well, Gentlemen, fince I have done what I never | 
do, to oblige you, ] hope you will not refuſe a Healch of my 


enomination. 
Sir Anth. We ſcorn to be ſo uncivil. [Al take the Glaſſes, 


Sir Tim, Why then here's a conceal'd Health that ſhall be 
nameleſe, to his Grace the King of Poland. 
Sir Char. King of N Tord , Lord, how your Thouglis 


ramble ! | 
Sir Tim. Not ſo far as you imagine ; I know what I ſay, 


8 all. 


Sir. ” 


Sir Char. 5529 with it. 
Wild, 
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id. I fee, Sir, you ſtill keep up that Engliſh Hoſpitality 
that ſo ga ned our Anceſtors in Hiſtory, l Gal C 
FF... Ay, my Lord, my noble Gueſts are my Wife and II 
| L We you not married then? Death, the — 
| Sir Tim. L had a Wife, but, reſt her Soul, ſhe's dead; and © 

- T have no Plague left now, but an ungracious Nephew, per- 


verted with ill Cuſtoms, Tantive Opinions, and Court No- i 
1 


bo ap 1 

u. Cantor your pious Examples convert him? 
By Heaven, ſhę fond of him! . [Ade Mt 
Sir Tin. Als, 1 have try'd all ways, fair and foul : nay, MW B 


had ſerif'd t other Day my whole Eſtate upon him, and juſt 
as I had fignd the Writings, out comes me a damn'd Libel, 
call'd,' 4 Warning to all good Chriſtians againſt the City Magiſtrates; 
and I doubt he had a Hand in Abſalom and Achitopbel, a jr” cry 

J 


But ſme of our ſober Party have claw'd him home, i C 
and given him Mme foi his Reaſon. N oY h 
. Wild. Moſt viſibly in Love! Oh, Sir, Nature, Laws and Re. y 
- Jigion plead for fo near a-Kinſman. WY uy 
Sir Tim. Laws and Religions! Alas, my Lerd, he deſerve; I 
not the Name of a Patriot, who does not tor the publick Good, 
defic all Laws and Religion. 1 . 
Wild Death, 7 muſt. interrupt em ir, pray what Lady's . 
that? ens i T9 Wild. ſalutes ber. 0 


Sir Tim. I beſeech your Lordſhip, know her, tis my Lady Wl” 
Gallizrd; the reſt are all my Friends and Neighbours, true 4 
Proteſtants all Well, my Lord, how do you like my Me- 
thad of daing the buſineſs of the Nation, and carrying on the 
' Gauſe with Wine, Women, 22 REG 1 2 
Mild. High Feeding and ſmart Drinking, gains more to the 
Party, than your ſmart dg | * | 
Sir Tim. Your Lordſhip has hit it right: A rare Man this! 
| Wild. But come, Sir, leave ſericus Affairs, and oblige theſe 
fair ones. [ 4ddreſſes bimſelf to Galliard, Sir Charles puts him by, 
* ++ - Enter Charlot diſguiſed, Clacket and Fopington. 
Cbarl. Heavens, Clacket, yonder's my Falſe one, and that 
my lovely Rival. ¶ Pointing to Wild. and J. Gal. 
- I Enter Diana and Senſure mask'd, and Betty. 
Dian. Dear Mrs. Senſure, this Favour has oblig'd me. 
Sen. I hope you'll not diſcover it to his Worſhip, Madam. 
Wild. By her Mien, this ſnou d be handſome (Goes to Piana 
Madam, I hope you have not made a Reſolution to deny me 
the Honour of your Hand. 4 . 
Dian. Ha, Wilding Love can diſcover thee through all Piſ- 
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Wild. Hah, Diana“ wou'd twere Felony to wear a Vizard. . 
Cad, I'd rather mect it on the Kings High-way with Stand and 9 
Deliver, then thus encounter it on the Face of an old Miftreſs, - 
and the Cheat were more excuſable But how—— 
Tab aſide with her. 
Sir Char. Nay, never frown nor chide : For rhus do intend 


and WY to ſhew my Authority, till J have made thee only fir for me. : 
r- Wild. Is t ſo, my precious Uncle! Are you fo great a Devil 
No in Hypocriſie! Thus had I been ferv'd, had I brought him the 


right Woman, Aae. 
Dian. But do not think, dear rum. T wou'd have ſervd 


fade, MI thee ſo; married thy Uncle, and have couzen'd thee of thy 
nay, MW Bifch- right But ſee we're obſerv'd ! 

juſt Charlot liftening behind him 1 while. 
ibel Charl. By all that's good tis he / that Voice is 


1 hooks. 


tes; | He going from Dian. turns upon Char 
ue: Wild, Hah, what pretty Creature's this, that has ſo much of 
iich, Charlot in her Face? But ſure ſhe durſt not venture: tis not 


— Dreſs nor Mien. Dear pretty Stranger, I muſt dance with 


Re. 5 

32 Gped decd, and ſee ye ſhall, Sir gen you pleaſe. 
rves " Oi. Gy not dance, Sir, Fil tell ya that noo 

20d, Wild. Nor 7, fo we're well * By Heaven, ſhe" $ woſt- 


her, 

th' Maſs not fo kind, Sir: Twere gued that ed 
dance to guid the other wel. 

young, how innocent and free ſhe is? 

And wou'd you, fair one, be guided by me? 

Charl, In any thing that gued is. 

Wild. I love you exrreamly, and wou'd reach you to loye. 
Charl. A wele aday [Si Sigbe and filers 
Wild, A ; Tow you do nor und 

Charl. Gued ith, and ya're ith' right, Sir; ef "tis a thing | 
s Is often here y ay men talk of. | 
jeſe 2 Yes, luck no ddubt have been told thoſe pretty Eyes 
| OY, red it. 

Chart. Gued deed,and ſo I have; Ya men make ſamickle ado 
hat about ens on, Ways me, 7s ene tir d with fick like Comple- — 
dl. ments. | 

Wild. Ah, if you give us wounds we muſt complain. 

| Charl. Ys hoo. keep out a harms way then. 
n. VVild. Ou we cannot, or if we cowd, we wou'd not. 
ang Char. Merry and Is have a Song tol chat tune, Sir. 
me Wild: Dear Creature let me beg it. | 
Charl. Gued fairh, ya ſhall nor, Sr, Is Sing without entresty. 


r 5 30% 0 


derous li 


Is as their Beauty, great. 


But — much partake of che AAS LIE 
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; 8 O N G. 
n 4 Jenny, gen your Eyes do bill, \ 
Tou'll let me tell my Pain; 


Cued Faith, I loud | againſt my Will, 
But wad nor break, my Chain. 
I ence was calſd a bam Lad, 
' Til that fair Face of yours *% + 
Betray'd the Freedom ence I had. 
And ad my bleether Howers. 


But noo pore me like Winter looks, - 
Ah gloomy ſhowering Eyne, 
And on the ks of ſbaded ' Brooks, 
I paſs my wearied time. 
T call the Stream that gleedeth on, 
To witneſs if it ſee, , 
On all the flowry Brink along, 
A Swain fo true as Tee. | | 


Wild. This very Swain am 7, 95 true e 400 ſo cnn ale 
yepiry me, 
This is an excellenſie cla une at leaſt 1 I 4 
her ſing. Af yy 
"Sir Au. Why Charles, where ſtands the W arles ? 
{ Fop, comes yp#o Charlot: 
Wild. 1 muſt ſpeak ro Galliard, though all my Fortunes dex 


pend on the Diſcovery of my ſell. 0 4 de. 


Sir Anth. Come, come, a csoling Glaſs ahour. f: 
Wild, Dear Dreſſwell, entertain Charles Meriwill a lierle, whilſt 


I ſpeak to Galli ard '- The Men go all to the drinking T. able, 


By: Heaven, I die, I languith for a Word! 
Madam, I hope you have not made a Vow | / 
To ſpeak with none but that young Cavalier ? 

They fay, the Freedom Englith Ladies uſe, 


2 


L. Gall. Sir; we are none of thoſe of ſo 1 nice and deli- 
cate a Verrue 'as n can —_— ; we, live in a * 


Climare. C 


Wild. And think yo yo u are not ſo apt to be in Lone, 
As where the Sun ſhines oftner. 
of your fickle 


Climate. ¶ Maliciouſly to ber. 


J Pack Vall dune, and th? aer L 


32 
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And in the midſt of all their boaſted Finery 
Comes a dark Cloud acroſs his Miſtreſs Brow, 
Daſhes the Fool, and ſpoils the gawdy Show. 
La. Gall. o5ſerving him nearly, 
La. Gall. Hah, do I not know chat railing Tcnguc ot yours? 
Wild. Tis from your Guilt, not Judgment then. 
I was reſolv'd to be to Night a Witneſs 
Of chat ſwern Love you flatter d me ſo often with. 
By Heaven, I ſaw you playing with my Rival, 
eld, and lockt Babies in his gloating Eyes. 
When is the Aſſignation? When the Hours? 
For he's impatient as the raging Sea, | 
Looſe as the Winds, and amorous as the Sun 
That kiſſes all the Beauties of the Sprin 
La. Gall. I take kim for a ſober Perſon, Sir. 
Wild. Have I been the Companion of his Riots 
In all the lewd courſe of our early Youth, 
Where like unwearicd Bees we gather'd Flowers? 
But no kind Blofſom could oblige our ſtay, . | ; 
We _ nl were gone. 6 
La. G our Vertues I perceive are pretty equal; 
Only his Love's the honeſter oth rwo. -, 1 
Wild. Honeſter! that is, he wou d owe his good Fortune to | 
the Parſon of the Pariſh ; | 4 
And I would be oblig d to you alone. 
He wou d have a Licenſe td boaſt he hes with you, 
And I wou'd. dot with Modeſty and Silence: 7 
For Vercue's but a Name kept from Scandal, : 
Which the moſt baſe ot Women beſt preſerve, | 
Since Jilring and Hypocrifie cheat the World beſt. 
But we both love, and who ſhall blab the Secret? 
| na ſoft Tone. 
La. Gall. Oh, "why were all the Charms of ſpeaking given to 
that falſe Tongue that makes no better uſe of em 
III hear no more of your inchanting Reaſons. 
Wild. Yeu muſt, . 
La. Ca T will ne. © 10 1, T3" 
Wil Indeed you muſt. | 
La. Gal. By all the Powers above 
Wild. By all the Powers of Love you'll 9 un- 
leſs you ſwear this Night to let me ſee you. 
La. Gall. This Night. * 
Hild. This very Night. 
La. Call. Fd die firſt At what Hour? 
Firſt turns away, then ſighs and looks on him. 


[ 
_ Wild, — and if I fai With 7oy. 
014 64 | 
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| night under my Chamber Window. 


y 1 — Uncle would have me But to avoid all Diſ- 


N * | 


La. Gall. I wou'd not for the Word—— 
Wild. Thar I ſhow'd tail???“ 

La. Gall. Not Name the guilty Hour. 

Wild. Then I chrough cager haſte ſhall come too ſoon, 


And do your Honour wro | 
| La. Gall, My Honour! Oh that Word! 
Wild. Which the Devil was in me for naming. [ Aſide, 


Ar Twelve! 
La. Gall. My Women and my Servants then are up. 
- Wild. At One, or Two. | 
La. Gall. So late! *cwill be ſo quickly Day / 
Wild. Ay, ſo it will: | 
That half our Buſineſs will be left unfiniſhr. ' 
La. Gal. Hah, what 4d you mean? wharBuſineſs 2 
. Wild. A thouſand tender rhings Ihave to ſay; 
A thouſand Vows of m eternal Love; 


And now and then we'll kiſs . 


La. Gall. Be extreamly honeſt. | - 
Wild. As you can wiſh. 
La. Gal. Rather as I command : fr bert be rg, 


wiſh, I were undone. { 4ſan, 


Wild. The Sign 
Ia. Gall. Oh, —— yi you may come at Mid- 


Sir Char. ſees nh; ale, eames ts en. 
Sir Char, Hold, Sir, hold Will 1 an Hag ro the ke 
lation of your French Fortifications, Outworks, and Counter 


| ſearps, I perceive che Enemy in m Ouartera.— buy Lord, 


your leave. lim by growing dnl, 
w/e] Perſwade me org T & with ouſie. 
CL Wild: rurns. ſees -Clacket. 


1/714. Death and the Devil, lacs C men, 'ris _ and 


2 


Charl. Say, re not you a falſe Aiſſembling thing 
To W 4 in anger. 

Wild. What, my little Northern Laſs tra red 1 into Engliſh? 
This tis to practice Art in * of Nature. 
Alas, thy Vertue, Youth, Innocetice, | 4 
Were never made for Cunning, | ; 
I found ye our through all — forc'd diſguiſe. 

_ Charl. Jah, did you know me then ? 


Wild. At the firſt g and found you knew me too, | 


And talkt to yonder Lady in Revenge, 


eee en a 1 


Aſide, 
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ſee, to be conceal'd from her; that's all. 2 
Charl. And is that all, on Honour ? Is it, Dear? 
Wild. What, no Belief, no Faith in villanous Wemen? 
Charl. Yes, when I ſee the Wrirings. . . 
' Wild. Go home; I die if you ſhou'd be diſcover d; 
And credit me, Ill bring you all you ask. 


Clacket," you and I muſt have an odd Reckoning about this 
Nee Jam of yours. { 4fide ro Clacker. 
J 


ties? | 
Wild. Extreamly, Sir; and was preſſing this young Lady to 
give us a Song. Here if an Italian Song in tuo Pat. 
Sir Tim. I never ſaw this Lady before: pray who may the 
be, Neighbour ? | | * { co Clacket. 
Mrs. Clack, A Niece of mine, newly come out ot Scotland, 
Sir. a p 
Sir Tim, Nay, then ſhe dances by Nature. Gentlemen and 
Ladies, pleaſe you to fir, here's a young Neighbꝭ ur of mine 
will honour us with a Dance. 


So, ſo; very well, very well. Gentlemen and Ladies, I am 
for Li of Conſcience, and Moderation. There's a Banquet 
waits the Ladies, and my Cellars are open to the Men; bur 
for my ſelf, I muſt retire ; firſt waiting on your Lordſhip to 
ſhew you your Apartment, then leave you to cher entire; and 
to morrow, my Lord; you and I will ſettle the Nation, and re- 
ſolye on. what return we will make to the noble Polarders. 
| Exeunt all but Wild. Dreſſ. and Fop. Sir Charles leading 
out Lady Galliard. 

Sir Anth. Well ſaid Charles, thou leaveſt her not till ſhe's 

thy own, Boy——And Philander was 4 jolly Swain, — 
| | 7 Exit ſingi 

Wild. All things ſucceed above my Wiſh, dear Frank, 5 

Fortune is kind; and more, Galliard is ſo; * 


This Night crowns all my Wiſnes. 


Laboir, are all things ready for our purpoſe ? (to his Footman. 


Lab. Dark Lanthorns, Piſtols, Habirs and Vizards, Sir. 


Fop.. I have provided Portmantles to carry off the Treaſure. 


Dreſſ. I perceive you are reſoly'd to make a chorough-ſtirchr 


Robbery on'r. | 
Fp. Faith, if it Tie in our gray, Sir, we had as good venture 
a Caper under the Triple - Tree for one as well as t other. 
Wild. We will conſider ont. Tis now juſt ſtruck Eleven; 
within this Hour is the dear Aſſignation with Galliard. 
Pref r oy N * finiſh'd or not * for 
11d. Tis bur at next Door; 1 return time eno 
that trivial Buſineſs, * 


Sir Tim. Well, my Lord, how do you like cur Engliſn Bean- | 


they all fit ; Charl. and Fop. dice. 


9 


Dreſſ. A trivial Buſineſs of ſome fix thouſand pound a year? 
Wild. Trivial to a Woman, frank / no more, do you make 


* Enough to talk an Oyſter Woman deaf; I ſay it cannot be 


* 4 dials * = 
; ! * f 
4 


5 » 


as if you went to Bed Laboir, do you feign to be drunk, 

uy ie on che Hall-cable ; and when, 1 give the ſign, let me 
O y In. . [ | . . l 

Dreſſ. Death, Sir, will you venture at ſuch a time? 

Hild. My Life ang future hope ! am reſfoly'd, © *, 

Let Politicians plot, flet Rogues go on 

In the old beaten Path bf Forty One, 

Let City Knaves delight in Mutiny, 

The Rabble bow to old Presbyrery; © 

Let petty States he to confuſion hurl'd, 


Give me but Woman, Ill deſpiſe che World. [ Exeunt 


ACTMNV.-SERNEL.-x 

" Dreſſng-Room. 

Lady Galliard is dicover?d in an Undreſs ut her Tab Is, Glaſs, an 

Toilette, Cloſet attending: As foon "7 Scene drag eff, ſhe riſe 
from the Table as diſturbed 9 out of Humour. 5 


— 


a. 8 Ome, leave your everlaſting Chamber-maids Char, 
2 your dull Road of Slandering by rote, and lay that 
Paint aſide. Thou art fuller of falſe News, than an unlicens d 
Mercur. Hs n | 
Clof, I have good Proof, Madam; of what I ſay. 
Lx Gall, Proof a thing impoſſible !——Away. 
Cloe Is it a thing ſo impoſſible, Madam, that a Man of 


— babe Parts and Perſon ſhould ger a Ciry-Heirels ? 
c 


a bonne Mien, and ſuch a pleaſant Wit! { 
L. Gal. Hold thy fluent Tattle, thou haſt Tongue 


* 


What means the panting of my troubled Heart 


Oh my prefaging Fears! mo what ſhe ſays prove __ 


How wretched and how loſt à thing am I! . 
_.... Clif, Your Honour may ſay your Pleaſure; bur I hope! 
have not liv'd to theſe Years to be impertinent—— No, Ma- 
dam, I am none of thoſe that run up and down the Town 2 
» Story-hunting, and a Lye-carching, and—— ¼ 
L. Gal. Eternal rattle, peace—— _ . 
. Mrs. Charlos Gettall go away with VVilding ! 


. 


. 
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A Man of Wilding's craft Life. en en 

Get a Fortune in the Cit 77 | 

Thou mighrſt-as well have cold: me, a Holder rc were Agr 
ried to a Nui. e DLE 

There are not two ſuch r e 29. ee 


Tis flam, tis too , "ris moſt ſwpofdien i» VIE 3 rr 
Cloſ. 1 beg yo Ladiitiips pardon, it my Diſcourſe offend 
you; but all the World ktows"Mrs. Clacket to idee 
L Gall. Who is 4 moſt devodt Bawd, a precil I, | 
Faint in the Spirit, and Whore inthe Fleſh ; £871 1,465 2919095 
Teer of l Dore wich Go , 11/6. *. 
hy ſhe your Informer? nay, them the Lye's U wait 
once more, adone wich your idle Tirtle;Tattle, —— — — 
2 to divert me, bid Ser 1 the Song aten ae 1440 
Made to his laſt Miſtreſs'; e cha) judge by th: PR 
What little Haants,” and N low Game he follows. AT - 
bree and- 


This is nor like the deſctiption bt à rich Cirizen's'Dg 

let but ſome common Hackney'of the Suhurbs“ 

Cloſ. I have heard him oſtes ſwear Me was 4 Gentlewoman,” 

and ivd wich her Friends? 2 

L Gal. Like enough, there ate many of theſe Gentle women 

who live Wich their Friends, as rink Proſtitutes, as errant — 
a thaſe ho make open profeſſion of 1 


a5 Ne PII the Song.” 7p ng * 
G. * f Wy 1 * 9. | 32 
In Phils al 2 ts arte nt: 


Fooliſh, uncertain, 2 ' Coquette. © ks ES ee 

Love is her conſt ant welcime Gulf, © GOL 

And ſtill the neweſt þ 

Quickly ſhe likes, then aer ee, | 
Her Li e Tampon. 


. " - 
8 * 7 5 C4 


925 ka A 12 
| Tet for the Pligne of Miner Race, bY. 
| This Devil has an Anzeſs Face, 
Such Touth, ſuch Sweetneſs in loin > E 
Who can be Man, nd not be took *., 4 
bar former Love, n ” | 
| Caja 4 poor m, At & 


m In vain, 4 eee 
| » Reaſon rebels againſt her Power. NN | 
 InvwainT rail,” I curſe her Charms, © 
due lob n feeble" Rage difarms, 

7: There is Inchantment in her Eyes, 

Who ſees 'em, can no more be wiſe. 


Ii Enter 


L. 
+ 
- 


aud Rapt 


of Ni Int 


I 
«, # 


WA. You 


L. Gall. 


Enter Wilding, who runs fo embrace L. Gil. 
a Wild, Twelye was the lucky minute when we mer: 
Moſt charming of your Sex, and wiſeſt of all Widows, -_ 
My Life, my Soul, m Heaven tocome, and here / - 
Now I haveliv'd to yprpoſe, ſince at laſt—Oh, killing Joy!— 
eee you, preſs . 75 — * 
aghanks for, rhis 


vou 


G em; 1 


Wild. Fe Fel, Ne no more 3 
tl fon t. h 
4 Heart he o et Le n | 
Oppreſt Wa a vaſt load of - — Love; * 2 | 


Let me unlade me in chat ſoft Rite Boſom,,, 

That e rich, Joys and ſling Pleaſures, Fer 
down. as.0n a Bed of Lilies. ¶ She breaks from him, 
wre een of Love and Rapture, Sir, but 
er you;miſtake the perſon you addreſs em to. 

Why, are you not my Lady Galliard, that 8 

Galle who; if one may take, her word jor'r, loves Wilding ? 
Am I not come hi 
lave any A 


I ever ſuffer you to fi me mare, ... 
Then think 2 what your Cu Carriage call-me, 


An impudent, an open Praſtitu 
Loft v4 all ſenſe of, Vertue, or r 

N= 8 can en mean. l . 2 
Oh, now I unde 7 | 22 ond : 
Her Woman's here, Loki. piece o& Train. | - 
muſt de ber. Hark ye, Mrs. Cloſer, I had forgot I aj 


= to tell you; as I came, up L heard à Kinſman of yours very ear ba 
. neſt with che Seryants be 


N Cle, A Kinſmat ! 


1 10 Fee, 2 1 
own Mcther's Uncle 8 Siſter's Son; what d ye eall him? wit 
Ch. Ay, what d' 2 call him indeed? I ſhon'd be glad ro 
hear his Name. 
I know. of, the . my 
that I am. 


candalou 1 Wy by my, 500 appointment, and fot 


lewd a purpoſe / 
= after Wat apt 0 grols 35 ESE ages 


he . reſe Or 


4 1 — 42 for thoſe chat will 
iha | give ye no occaſion ' 903 


wer by your; own appointment; can | 
neſs here a this time of Nin, bir Lon 


— — — 


FR | — OO EY yo” ON RUN 


and in great haſte ro ſpeak with do 


dun Re ned, an thi no 
Kinſman, he ſaid he was your Father: co 


oy 1 have no 2 living that 
1 Orphat 
_ 


* 63 


* 


Sir Timothy Treat - all. 483 
Mud. Nay, but Mrs: Cloſet, ptay take me right; 
This man of yours, as I was faying————  . . 
L. Gall. Chang d already from à Kinſman to a Country- man! 
| A plain Contrivance to get my Woman out of the Room. 
WW Cloſet, as you value my Service, ſtir not from hence. 
. Wild. This Country- man of youts, I fiy, being left Execu- 
tor by your Father's laſt Will aud Teſtament, is come- 
ain Dall Waiting woman, I weu'd be alone with your Lady; know 
* your Que, and retire. 7 > | 


„Sir! f ; | 
5 Mild. Learn, I ſay, to underſtand Reafonywyhen you hear 
it, Leave us a while; Love is not a Game for thee to play 
=”; | | * Cotes her Money. 
Clif. T muſt own to all the World, you have convinc'd me; 
Lask a thouſand Pardons for my Dulneſs, Well, FH be gone, 
T'llrun ; you're a moſt powerful Perfon, the very Spirit of 
perſwaſion Pil ſteal out Yow have ſuch a taking way 
wich you But ] forgot my ſelf. Well, your moſt obedient 
—⁰3 Whenever you've occafion, Sir, be pleas d to uſe me 
Y. A E 
Hild. Nay, dear Impertinent, no more Complements, 
de TuT une prichee be gone, you ſee I am buſie. FD 
Clef. Tm all Obedience to you, Sit | 
Your moſt obedient — WM: un 
J. Gal, Whither are you fisking and | glgiring now? _ 
» Cloſ. Madam, I am going down, and will return immediately, 
immediately. 1 HO RA 1 6 J Exit Clot. 
Wild. So, ſhe's gone; Heaven and broad Gold be prais'd 
ſor the Deliverance : And now, dear Widow, let's loſe no 
more precious time; we've fool'd away too much already. 
L. Gal. This ro me? Ft 
VVild. To you, yes, to whom elſe ſhould it be? unleſs be- 
ing ſenſible you have not Diſcretion enough tu manage your 
own Affairs your felf, you reſolve, like other Widows , with 
all you're worth o buy a Governour, commonly call'd a Hus- 
mat py ukraine rs 
om ro ſerve — to deal freely with you 
L. Bal. Trouble not your ſelf, Sir, to make Excuſes; Im 
not fo fond of the Offer to take you at your Word. Marry 
you! a R who have not Eſteem enough for the Sex 
to believe your Mother honeſt without Money or Credit, 
without Land eicher in preſent or proſpect; and half a dozen 
hungry Vices, like ſo many bawling Brats at your Back, perpe- 
tually craving, and more c ble to keep than twice the 
number of Children. Beſides, think you are provided for; 
are you not married to Mrs. Charlot Getall ? EY 3 
Ii2 Wild. 


. 


% 
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VVild. Married to her ! Do 1 know her, 1 ſhou d rather 


rwere true, cou d you be jealous of a Woman I marry ? 
take me for ſuch an Aſs, to ſuſpect I ſhall love my _ 

ife ? On the other fide, I have a great Charge of Vices, 
as you well obſerve, and I muſt not be ſo barharous to let em 
Naive. Every Body in this Age takes care to provide for their 
Vices, tho — their Children a begging; I ſhou'd be 
worſe than an Infidel ro neglect them. No, F muſt marry 
ſome ſtiff aukward thing or ceher with an ugly Face and an 
handſfom Et that's certain: but whoever is ordain'd to 
make my Fortune, . e tn an ce 
Come, do-ir then. 


L. Gal. 1 never will. 
_ VVild.\Unkindly ſaid, you * mb Wn. 2 
L. Gal. Unreaſonable . Man! becauſe you ſee 


I have unuſual Regards for & hap | 
Pleaſure to hear, and trouble to deny yon 
A fatal yielding in my Nature toward you, | 
Love bends my Soul that way | 
A Weakneſs I ne er ſelt in any other; 
And wou d you be fo baſe? And cou d you have ede neut 
To take th advantage ont to ruine me, 
To make me infamous, deſpis d, loach d, pointed IN 
Wild. Yew reaſon falſe, - bl ; 4; 
According to the ftrifteſt Rules of Honour, ann! 
Beaucy ſhould ſtill be the Reward of Love, 
Not the vile Merchandize of Fortune, N 
Or the cheap Drug of a Church. Ceremony. 1 5 
She's only inſamous, who to her Bed, 
For Intereſt rakes ſome nauſeous Clown ſhe hates t | 
And though a Joynture or a Vom in publick xk 
Be her price; that makes — 2 domee Whore. | 
I. Gal. I underſtand not rheſe new. Morals. 
Mild. Have Patience, I ſay tis clear. 
All the Deſires of mutual Love are virtuous... 
Can Heav'n or Man be angry that you — - 
Your ſelf and me, when it does — none ?/ 
Why rave you then on things that ne er can be ? 
| are we not alone, and e? who can know ic? - 
L Gal. Heaven will know'e ;- ind I that, thats enough : 
But when you're weary of me, firt your Friend, hen tus, then 
all che World. 
| - Vvild: Think nor that rimp ill © ever come. | 
L. Gal. it muſt, 
Mild Or ir it ſhould, ewa be uch a Villdaw. 


Ah 


ak. What Fool has forg d this unlikely Lie? 42 


rng 


wi, wi I tu», My by *%, bas hog 


by Timothy real 405 


Ah Cruel! if you love me as you ſay, rie 
| Yeu wou'd — diſtruſt me. | 
I. Is You do me wrong,” love you more chan very 
Tongue, 
Or all the Am of Life cin tel you ſo vell— 
Your very Faults, how groſs ſoe er to me, | 
Have ſomerhing pleaſing in em. To me you're al 
That Man can praiſe, or Woman can defire ; 
All Charm 9 and all Deſert a ithin; 
od (on my Vertue — * lovely ſtill, 
t 15 2 Price too high t tor yoy ; 
Fn The'Love of Angels may W te | 
| It we beſtow on nk whar's kept for Hea | 
Wild. Hell and the Devil! ll hear no more 
Of chis Religious Stuff, this Godly Nonſence. 
Death, Madam, do you bring e into your Chamber to preach 
vertue ro me? 
L. Gal. I bri you hither ! how can ae 
I ſuffer d you indeed to come, but not 
For N End you fancy d, but to take | 
of you. Let my Heart break wich Love, - 
13 be that wretched thing you'd have me; 
Believe I ſtill ſhall have a Kindoeks for you, © | 
Alwa VP Co Friend, your Miſtreſs now no more. 118 
VVH #4, bu abus d, ſhe loves ſome orher Man! - a 
s Dull Blockhead, Sorry Rad © out before! Te, 
| well, Madam, may I at laſt belie tte 
This is your fix'd and final Reſolution ? 
And does your Tongue now truly peak your Ne 
That has fo long bely'd it? + 


L. Gal. It does. "yy 
VVild. Tm glad ont. Good ; and when I riſe you. 
o [Offers to 60. 


Again, may yon again thus fool 
I. Gal. Stay but a moment. 
 VVild. For what? To praiſe your Night-dreſs, or make 
Court to your little Dog? No, no, — ſend for Mr. 7 
full and Mr. Hlurrerbux, Mr. Lap-fool and Mr. Love-all; e 
do it better, and are more at le iſure. | 
L. Gal. Bear me à little : You know 1 both deſpiſe, and 
| hate thoſe civil Eoxcombs, ws much as I eſteem and love you. 
But why e ne — —— 


* to urge me thus to re echer with good | Ht | 
ac Kindneſs ? Lwou'd — 1823 
VVild. Then ke ha Word, Madam. | 
L. Gal. My W ord! And have I promis'd then tobe 
A Whote? A Whore! Oh let = chink of that! 
i 3 4 


, = 
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: A Mar Convenience tis fre Hears is Bed of cle, * 
Id loll and tumble on at idle times; | þ by 
The Slave, the Hackney of his lawleſs Luſt! | 
A loath'd Exringuiſhcr of filthy Flames, 
Made uſe ot, and thrown, þy———Qh infamous? 
Wild, Come, come, you love me not, I ſee it = 
That makes your Scruples; That, thats the Reaſon.” 
You ſtart ar Words, and turn away from Shadows. | 
Already ſome perr Fop, tony Ri Wool, n 7.74 
Some daneing Coxcomb, has ſu ' 
In that unſtead rous Woman's Hearr of yours 
La. Gall. Bel if you will. Yes, OT . 
juſt, ung thiog bur a Whore— 
VVild. Oh, — — F 
— — — you do's a Lie. 
Falſe are your Faces, —_— ing Hearts; 
Falſe are your Quarrels, falſe yo — — 
— —⅜ and Dear without 
Lour Friendſhip's falſe, but much more falſe your —_ 5 
Your damn d deceitful Love is all o'er falſe. % 
I. Gal. Fae rather are che Joys you are ſo ford of. 
Be wiſe, and ceale, Sir, ta purſue em farther. 
vVitd, No, them — — you melt efily: 
A Woman changeable, and falie a8 n 
I. Gal. Said you moſt calily-2, Oh, — 2 25 
Your bre Words are wars dbl bebe, „ 1 
I feel ——— — W 
And Weakneſs ſteals d pon my apace; 
1 ſind 1 rr 
I wou'd not be choughr falſe. n a ſoft begegne 
Wild. Nor wou'd i think y you give me not Cau 
LGA What Heart can be e, om har & ores? 
4 Or who can always her own (ae. 
Muy Reaſon's weary of eg Safe et A; 14 
_—— And low avi Netatcywill/ar laſt o'ercame. - * 
22 pon nocchen belicye L love you ? b a fs Tie 
WW Howcanl, "while you fol remain n! | 
. How ſhall 1 ſpcak my guilry Thou — 
MM 1 
Ions, d not any 
= Mud, Oh heaveffly Sound! Oh, Oh, clarwhg Granre! Speak 
3 -.. thax Werd agen, agen! for ever let me hear it. 
1 " LoGeb. But di rr n never 


EF ,* / loye Mrs. Chalet never? 12099 . 
# Mud. never. 0 * . 
. 3 * Nn — 4 
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nour, which if you owd you wou'd 


Sir Timothy Treat All. 
L Gal. Turn your Face away, and give me leave | 
To hide my riſing Bluſnes: I cannor look on , 


Pp „ 
by 


[4s this laſt Speech ic peaking ſhe ſinks um lis vim by degrees 


Bur you muſt undo me it you wii 
Since Lno orher way my Zautl can: PRovE, »- % r vt 
GN L love, = * „ ee 
Weakneſs, my Love. 87851 
0 All Heaven is mige, I have it in my Arms. 2 
Wy od tune re me any more. oer 
Fate, I defte thee, and dull World, adicu, 7 3+. e 
In L ad Fever, let me ever lie, «ty - 
roars wich Deſire, and raving mad wich Joys. 
Tn Wild loading 
her with his, Arms abaut her. 
Enter Sir - Charles | Metiwill and Sir * _ Char, ak 
| 8 CEN Changes. | © 
Sir Aub. A A Rogue, to leave her! 
Sir Char. Why lock ye, Uncle, „ 
do? brought her to her Coach 
Sir Ant h. To her Coach! to her Coach Did not I put het 
into your Hand, follow d yon out, wink'd, {mild and nodded ; 
2 Ebarles, buy Rogue; which was as much as ro-fay, 
me wich her Charles home to her Chamber, Cherles ; 
— as much as to ſay, Home to her Bed, Charles ; nay, as 
much as to ſay-——Hum, hum, à Rogue, 4 Dag, and yet 
to be modeſt too! That I ou d bring thee up no more 
Fear of God before thy Eyes | 
Sir Ghar, Nay, dear Uncle, dont break my Heare now“ 
Why I did pr er, and preſs, and ſwear, and ly d, — 4 
but a pox on her ſhe has the damn ſt wheedli 
ES * 


as dear Charles, nay prithee, fie, tis late, to 
— preferve 3 and ſuch ohli- 
ging Reaſons. 


Sir Ant h. Reaſons! Reaſon! a Lover, and ral of Reaſon 


You lie, Sirrah, you lie. Leave a Woman for Reaſon, when 


you were ſo ſinely — a Raſcal / 

Sir Char, Why look ye, dye ſee, Uncle, I durſt not truſt 
* alone mich her in this pickle, left 7 how'd a fallen foul 
on 

Sir Auth. Why there's it; tis chat you ſhou'd have done; Fam 
miſtaken if ſhe be not one of thoſe Ladies chat love to be raviſhe 
4 3 Why. your willing Rape ial n Faſhion, 

arles. 

Sir Char. But hark * Uncle. | 

Sir Anth. Why hom now, Jack-ſawce, * r 

Sir Char. Why do ra ä 

| ,*, & 


13 me c⁰ R 0% 


fly! Why — am as qeady,' dye ſee, as any Man on 
theſ . Occaſions.” 06 #1 OEMS 
"8 IM) Ae yon fo, Sir? — Vil ot you ing or try 
Toleds with you, Sir=—Whe, what, I ſhall have you whi- 
ning when M% are fober again, traverſing your Chamber with 
Arms acroſs railing on Love and Women, and at laſt de- 
feared, turn i whipping Tom, to tere kexour ſelf on the whole 
Sex. | TIA mn 18 . — ume. 
Sir Char. My dear Unele, -— 3710p and be — — 
will be ruFd, L ION Flag 
Str ab. -—A moſt admirable good - natur d Bo oy hx 07 2 
Well then, dea chh les, know, I have brought thee now 
0 che Widows" Houſe with a — to have thee — 
quarry * 2 before thou 1 her, ſhe ſnall be wy ny 
Sir Char. Gad, Uncle; Adu a Cherubin - [ — Yrew me, 
dye ſee, and if 1: do not ſo woo the Widow, and ſo do the 
© Widow, that ere morning ſhe':ſha!l be content to take me for 
ter for worſe——Renounce-me'/: Egad F make her know 
e Lord God from Tum Bell, before I have done wirh her, 
Wn backt by my noble Uncle; Eli venture on ber, had ſhe al 
[ n . e and —— Fire, dye ſee. 
Hr Anth. A ſweet Boy, > bow a eter Hum, chou art 
Adamnable handſome to Nig ht, le Ay, thou wilt dot; 
Il ſee a kind of reſiſtleſs * a moſt trium- 
plane Impudence, looſe and wonton. La looking on him, 
"Clif." Heayens, 'Geniemen, nr makes he e ths 
ou 1 at 
n | Where's your Lad 1 255 
Char. 's "| 
: ES K tet 1 0 her. 
. Sir 11 ſne ceme, ede r e . 
Why Offers to farce in as to the Bed-Chaanler, 
eu. Hold, hold, Sir; No, no, ſhe's a little buſie, Sir. 
Sir Char. Pl have no Buſineſs done co Niohe, Sweetheart. 
Cloſ. Hold, 9 [ go = — "Sar her Mother's _ her; 
For Heavens 177 | 
S Char. E Jos | 
© Str Anth, No er Tees. Wot Ke 
i CR The Cicy you know, Sir, uten | 
Sir Char. Damn 22 City. my 
Ar Anth. All the Whigs, Chavles, all lhe Whigs, ©. 
Sir Char. In ſhort, Lam reſoly%d, d'ye ſee, to 8⁰ to the Wi⸗ 
dow's Chamber. 
Hy arb. Harkye, Mrs. Cher, I chought I had entirely en- 


this Exeni OS A 
: 7 


* 


* 


| Sir Timothy Treat-all. 
Cloſ. I am perfectly yours, Sir; but now it 

* 72 Kal Yer if you wou'd witch 

an hour, into my Chamber, till ſhe were gone 
Sir Anth. This is Reaſon, Charles, Here, her 

to buy thee a Gorget. | { Gi 
Sir Char. And here's my two, becauſe thou art induſtrious. 
* . Gives her Money, and goes out with her. 
Enter Lady Galliard in rage, held ry = 
L. Gal. What have I done? Ah whither ſhall I fhe? ¶ Weeps.. 
Wild. Why all theſe Tears? Ah, why this cruel Paſſion ? 
L. Gil. Undone, undone / Uahand me, falſe, torſworn 

Be gone, and ler me rage till I am dead. ; 

What ſnoud I do with guilty Life about me? i 2% N 
Wild. Why, where's the 4 of hat we two have done? 
L. Gal. Ah, leave m l 

Leave me alone to ſigh to fly ing Winds, 

That the infection may be born aloft, _ 

And reach no humane Ear. 7 9 ug —_ 
Vd. Ceaſe; lovely Charmer, ceaſe ro waund me more, 
L. G4. Shall I ſurvive this Shame! No, if I doo. 

Eternal Bluſhes dwell upon my Checks, © | 

To tell the World my Crime. 

———iſchief and Hel!, what Devil did poſſeſs me? 

id. It was no Devil, but a T7: 


A ſitte gay-wing'd God, harmleſs innocent, 
Young as Defire, wanton as Summef-breezes, 
Soft as thy Smiles, reſiſtleſs as thy Eyes. | 

L. Gal, Ah, whar mahcious God, ver 
Sworn Enemy to feeble Womankipd 2 ſe 
Taught thee the Art of Conqueſt with thy Tongue? 
Thy falſe deluding Eyes were ſurely made gone, 
Of Stars that rule our Sexes Deſtiny : ; IE 
And all thy Charms were by Inchantment wrought, - 

That firſt undo the heedleſs Gazers on, * A 3% 

Then ſnew their rarvral Deformit x.. 
Id. Ah, my Galliard, am I grown ugly den?: 
Has my ĩnereaſe of Paſſion leſſen d yours In & ſoſt tone. 

L. Gal. Peace, Tempter, Peace, who artfully betrayeſt me, 
And then upbraideſt the wretchedneſs thou ſt made. 
aA, Fool; eternal Fool! to know my Danger, 
Yer venture on ſo evident a Ruine. 

Wild, Say. what one Grace is faded! — 
Is not thy Face as fair, thy Eyes as killing? LE | 
By Heaven, much more: This charming change of Looks» 
Raiſes my Flame, -and'mikes me wiſh Cinyoke e | 
The harmleſs God again. _ | Embraces ber, 
L. G. By Heaven, nor all thy Art | Shall 


” 


83 
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Wild. do nor ſwear, leſt L-ve ſhou'd take it il! 
That Honour ſhou'd pretend to give him Laws, 
And make an Oach more powerful than his Godhead. 
y chat you will half a long Hour hence 
| _ © L- Gal. Hah? | ud. Or fay a tedious Hour. 
I. Gal. Death, never 
Wild. Or it you Pro iſe me den to morrow. 
I. Gal. No, hear my Vows. . | 
Mia. Hold, ice AN if you reſolve em fatal to m 
Love, by Heaven Fll doc. een A an his Sword. 
I. Gal. Ah, what——- N "iy 
Wild. Revoke that fatal Never chen. 
I. Gal. I dare not. 
Wiid. Oh, ſay you will. 
2 25 1 hiſper ir imo my keln ;, 
Ler's in, ou whiſper it Bo om; L 
Or fighing; A, riaroarks Hes. we f 
L. Gal. Ah, VVilding | (Sight 
e id. It rouchr my Soul / Repeat that Sigh again. 
yg n ee Woman. * 
ol | { Leans on n. 
: for L muſt 
I. 25 Hah, , Young Meriwill voice! | 255 
Cloſ. Pray, Sir Charles let me go and give y noticc. 
FP [Db 25202 to Wild. 
Pan rh Heavens Sake, W. n, or =_ _—y Honour's 


id. What wills you have'me do? - ( Galliard. 
L. Gal. 2 gone, or — ruine me forever 2 diſorder. 
Vid. then I will obey. 
L. Gat. Rave: down the. 2 — Ix 
As yon have Hofdur, goandcheriſh mine. | (Pullng him. 
es gone, and 3 che ſhivering Fic of woman) 
is . pt 1194 


Enter Sir Charles, 4 Dre Cloſet aide, with PN 


Sir Char. Deny'd an entrance! nay, chen chere is 4 Rival in 

4 455 or ſo; and I'm reſolvd to diſcover the Helliſh Plor, 
—_ n 

= Tull ar he enters drunk. at one Door, Wild returns at theather, 

. L.Ga. Ha, Muding terurn'd [Shield me ye Shades of Night, 


A ns we out the C ae 
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Shall draw me to the rempring Sin again. 
ld. ier — Ext > ck 
1. all the Powers, by 3 


IRA . 


Sir Timothy Treat all 491 


Wald. The Backe Stairs Door is lockt. 
L. Gall. Oh, I am loſt! curſe on this fatal Night 
Art thou reſol d on my undoing every way? 


. now we're by dark, ler me alone ro uide you, 8 


To Wild. 
2 Char. What, what, all in darkneſs? Do you — Love 
like Cats, by Star- light? 8 
L. Gail. A, he kaons he's here! —- Oh, » ins 
Guilt? + | 12 . 
Wild, T wov'd not be ſurpriæ c. | 
As Cloſet takes him to lead him out, he takes out his Sword, 
n and by dark, puſhes by Sir Charles, and al moſt overthrows Sir 
1 Anch. at which they both ar aw will he goes out with Cloſer. 
Sir Char, Hah, Gad *twas a Spark! What, vaniſhe ! hal— 
Sir Anth. Nay, nay, Sir, Iam tor ye. 
Sir Char. Are you fo, Sir, and 1 an for the wich, Sir, 


[uf as they are p ig at each other, Cloſer enters 
ö with a Candle. 
Hah, why what have we here, my none Fleſh and Blood ? 
Embracing his Uncle. 
Sir Arb. Cry mercy, Sir! Pray how fell we out? 
Sir Char. Out, Sir / Prithee where's my Rival? where's the 
e the ad, I cook thee for an errant Rival: Where is 


« { Searching about. 
L. Gall, Whom ſeek ye, Sir, a Nan, and 


in my Lodgings. 
Ca 

clas. A Man / Merciful, what will rai ſcandalous lying World 
come to? Here's no Man. 

Sir Char. Away, I ſay, thou damn'd Domeſtick Intel ligence, 
that comeſt out every half hour with ſome freſh Sham—— No 
Man /{-— What, twas an Appointment only, hum, ——-which- 
I ſhall now make bold to urappoint, render null, void, and of 
none effett. And it I find him here, (Searches about ) Iihall 
very. eivily and accidentally, as it were, being in perfect friend- 
r mark chat . kim through the. 


E Gal Oh, what a Cowart's Cult! what mean you, Sie? | 
Sir Char. Mean / why I am obſtinately bent co raviſh thee, 
thou hypocritical Widow, make thee mine by force, that ſo 7 | 
may have no obligation to thee, and W uſe thee 
ſcurvily wich a good Conſcience. 
he Anth.. A moſt delicate Boy 1 Tl — him 25 lewd as 
e em, God grant him Lite and Health. Aſide, 
all. Tis late, and 1 entreat your abſence, Sir: 
l. ne Hun of Prayer, which this unſeaſonable ug 


LEO 


| And I am in no humour now for Mirth. 


0 my Life. 


55 e have pay ſeen in me ſhou'd move you ro b 1 


care of your Reputation, VVid 
n Body ſhal} lie wich yup but my ſelſ. You have dangerous 


24 Gatl; Hold, hold, or III call out. 


1 "4: Gall due, are you mad? recen Pot pon o 


2 7 I. * 
— 
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492 De Ch Heireſ; Or, 
Sir Char. Prayer / no more of that Sweetheart; for let me 
tell you, your Prayers are heard. A Widow of your Youth © , 


and Complexion can be praying for nothing ſo late, but a good 
Husband; and ſee, Heaven has fent him juſt in the erit—eriti 


| cal minure, to ſupply your Occafions. _ , 


© Sir Anth. A Wag, an arch Wag; he'll learn to make Lam: 
poons. preſently, — not give enge from him, chough to 
_ poor of the Parith 

Si Char. Cline. Widow, let” Bed. {Pal her,ſbe is angry. 

L. Gall. Hold, Sit, you drive the Jeſt tab far; 


Sir Char,” Jeſt: Gad ye lye, I was never in more earneſt i 


3 S.. 


Sir Anth, He's in 2 heavenly humour, thanks to good Wine, 
good Counſel, and good Company. (Getting nearer the Door ſtill 
L. Gall. What mean you, Sir ? what can my Woman think 


to ſee me treated thus? 


7 a cha. vvell chought on! Nay, we'll do ing decent, 
ye ſee 


An thou ſometimcs neceflary Urenfil, withdraw.” 
Gives her to Sir Anth, 
Si Anth, Ay, ay, let me done te radi her. biy Duty. 
* (Puſhes her , and g 
5 * Gall. Stay, Cloſes, I command ye. 


> & x 


[To'Sir Char, 


Ct Char. No FLIES j this dear Night, tis Charity, 
58 = and ea ih I am reſcly' 


\ 

VVaſps buzzing about ycur Hive, Widow mark that ro 

Goc flings from hini. Navy, no parting but upon terms, which I if 

thor, d ye ſee, are theſe: Down on your Knees and ſwear i | 

me 3 a5 Gad =P judge your Soul, d yelee, co marry me Ba 
to Morro] 1 

L. Gall. o js (oi 1 have urgent buſineſs then, | | bh 


Sir Char. So have l. Nay Gad, an you be for the neareſt 8 


to the Wood, the ſober diſcreet way of loving, I am ſorry 
765 look ye. * Mis 81 * #0 undreſs ap 
Gul. Holds Sir, what mean eus | 
Sir Cbur. Ouly to go to Bed, that's all. ec Still undreſſin 


Sir Char. Ay do, call up a Jury of your 5 Neizhbours, | 
be tor me: dye ſee, bring in the Bill Ignaramus, Hough I thin 
rn -n0 e Wer b Proteſtant neither; 5 therefore diſpatch, ſuch 


Sis 


, 4 _ 
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me i $7 Char. Well, well, Ill be content wich Performance then 
th to Night, and cruſt you for your Promiſe till to morrow. 
ood Sir Anti. peeping.] Ah, Rogue. By G eorge, he our-does wy 
mit Expectations of him. 

| L. Gal. What Impoſition's this! Pl call for help. - 
4 Sir Char, You need nor, you'll do my buſineſs better clove. 
h to [ Pulls ber. 

L.Gal. What ſhall Ido? How ſhall I ſend him hence? [aſide 
gn). 1 Ant h. He ſnall ne er drink Small- beer more, that's p f- 
3 I'll burn alls Books too, they have help d to ſpoil him; 

8 55 k ck or well, ſound or unſcund, Drinking ſhall bi his Diet, 
t in and Whoring his Study. { Afuae. . Peeping un ern. 
ine of Char. denn, come, no pauſing; your Promiſe, er 1 

„ dead. 
ſtill, [ Offers to pull off his Breeches, having pull'd off aloft 
unk all the reſt of his Clothes, 

2 L. Gal. What ſhall I do, here is no Witneſs near / And to 
al, be rid of him 1'l promiſe him; he'll have r it in his ſo- 


ber Paſſion. (Aude. 

Hold, I do ſwear I iI. [7 fumbling to und his Breeches. 
Sir Char. What? L. G u you. WAA 
Sir Char. When? | 


L. Gal. Nay, that's too much Ho!d, hold, I will to 

Mo DW. Now you aredatisacd, you will withdraw? 
1 3 Enfer Sir Art. and Cloſer. Þo * 

Sir Charles, Joy, Charles, give ye * s ta 
fubſtantial 'Wimelſs, f ria - 

Clef. I * * ir, Sir; 1 heard no ſuch thing. 

Sir Ant. W what, Mrs. Cloſet, a Waitiog-aman of R Ho- 
our and flinch rg her Evidence. Gad, I'll damn thy Sout 
nich if chou dareft ſwear whar thou ſayeſt. 

"ery L. Gal, How, upon the Catch, Sir / am I betray d: 

me Baſe and unkind, + this your humble Love! "1 

IJ all your whining come to this, ſalſe Man! By Heaven, rl be 
ereng d. {She goes out in a Rage with Cloſer. 

well Wo Sir Char. Nay, Gad, you're caught, ſtruggle and flounder as 

On) ll you pleaſe, Sweethearc, you'll but intangle more; let me alone 

reſs. to tickle your Gills, i faith. [ Looking 


after by, 
Uncle, ger ye home about your buſineſs; 2 3 


eie me che Good Morrow, as becomes me 1a ay no 
more, a Word to the Wiſe 
du - Sir dnth.*By George, chon'rt a brave Fellow; why, I did not 
uch A chink it had been in thee, Man. Well. adieu; 1 give 
ch. ſuch 4 good Morrow, Charles. the Devil's in him — 
77. Paguy Rogue! — Night, By——a Divine Touth - 
1) it 45 ot Dee 


Ra che. 


Ul 


. * 
* 
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Fir Char. Gad, 711 not leave her now, till ſhe is mine; 
Then keep her ſo by conſtant Conſummation. 
Fer Man a God do his, I'll do my part, 
In ſpight of all her Fickleneſs and Art; 
. er Eri. 


1— —— um ä 
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A C T V. Scene I. Si Timothy s Houſe 


Enter preffwell, 2 22 and five or fon more Hoe 1 with 


p. yet! a Plague of this damn'd Widow: The Devil 
4 — 00 him an unlucky Caſt n 


Enter Wild. n Rapture and 7%. 
a dear Tum, art thou come? | LAT 
Wd. Taw Hos at her Length ſhe lay ! ISLAS TIN 


I ſary her riſing Boſom bare! 
Pp. A For of her riſing Boſom: My Dear, let dreſs and 
| mt ther fooſe hin Robes, t through hich appear * 
ld. Her looſe thin W 
A Shape deſign'd for Love and Play 
| Dre Shears Sir, is this 4 ame for Rapture? is aloft | 
2 Ah, HC. fuch'a dear R | | 
Dreſf A Fox of Ni Sir; chink of this and the Day to 
come ; which you were too w en a 
member. . | i": © » 


"Wild. The Day to come | 

Death, 'who could be ſo duff nch ** Joys, a4 

To think of Time ro come, or ought . 2 em! 
— not been interrupted by Charles Meriwill,, who get- 
drunk, had Courage enough to venture on an untimely 
Vi ir, Id no more P8wer'of returning, than commicting Trea- 
Joh: But char Conjugal Lover, who will needs be my Cuckold, 
male me chen gire him way, that he might give it me another 
time, and Id unifren I got off; But come my vide 
rah All's fein apd huſh, as if Nature meant to favour our 

Nin pt 


"Wild. d ven ae my Friends, PII ye 
no Bound, nor foderation: 2 my Fr conſidet d, if we mo- 


: wes = 8 will be 2215 1 


” 
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Fop, Right; and fince tis for ſecuring our Necks, tis awful 
* leave the Nen, here. 
L [ Exeunt as into the Houſe. 
After a ſmall time; - 
Enter ſervice undreſs'd, crying out, purſiwd by ſome of the Thieves 
Fer. Murder, Murder! Thieves, Murder? 
Eiter Wilding with bis Swird drawn. + 
_ Wild. 2 upon his Throat; ſet a Gag ius Moark and 
bind my, he be "7 Uncle's chiet Pimp—Sc—— 
| [ They bind and gag him. 
Enter Dreſſwell. 


Dreſſ: Well, we have bound all within hearing in their 
Beds, e're they could alarm their Fellows by crying ont. 
Wild. Tis well; Come, follow me, like a kind Midnight- 
Ghoſt, I will conduct ye to che rich buried Heap: this 
Door leads to my Uncles Apartment; I know cach lecrer 
Nook contious of Treaſure. 
(Al go in, leaving Jervice bound on the — of 


© Enter Senſure rum 5272 undreſs'd, as from Sir Timothy 


Chamber, with bis Velvet-Cout Wn ber Sb ulders. 
Sen, Help, help! | Murder, Murder? 
[ Drefl, Lab ir, and others, purſue her: 


Dreſſ. What have we here, a Female bolted from Mr. Al- 


derman's Bed. _ [ Holding his Lanthorn 26 ber Face. 
Sen. Ah mercy, Ir, alas, Tam a Virgin. 
Dreſf. A Virgin! Gad and that may be, for any great * 
cles the old Gemleman can do. 4 
Sen. Do! alas, Sir, I am none of the wicked. 


Dre(ſ. That's wel The ſanctied Ji ies move 
yet 125 the Badge of her Occupation 2 
Pubs of the Coat. 


Sen. AhMisforrune, I have miſtook his Coat for 
LA little Book drops out of her Boſom. 
Dreſſ. What have we here? A Sermon preacht by Richard 


Baxte p, Divine. Gad a mercy, Sweetheart, chou art 2 hopeful 
Member ot the true Proteſtant Cauſe. 


Sen. Alsek, how the Saints may be ſcandalir d! 1 ur 
to tuck his Worſhip in. 


Dreſſ. And comment upon' che Toft a l = 


oſe may be Increaſe and multiply 
bind her. , 


Sen. Hold, hold, I am with Child q 
_ Lab. Then you'll go near ro miſcarry. of a Babe of Grace. 


Enter will. Fop. and others, leading in Sir Timorhy in ts 
Night-gown and Night-Cap. 
57 Tim:®Genclemen, why Gentlemen, I 2 * 2 


. *% * 
= . 


* * - 'S] at 
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Conſcience in what you do, and have a feeting of what you 
8⁰ about —Picy m my As ge. | 
Wild. Damn'd beggarly Conſcience, and needleſ pia 
Sir Tim: On he Bur, Gentlemen, what est you 

deſign? is it a general Maſſacar, pray, or am I the only Perſon 

aim d at as a Sacrifice for the Nation“ I know, and all the 

Wold knows, how many Plots have been laid againſt my ſelt, 

bath by Men, Women, and Children, the Diabolical Emiſſa- 

mes of the Pope. | 
Wild. How, Sirrah ! * | [Fercely he flarts. 
S Tim.. Nay, Gentlemen, not but I love and honour his 

Holinefs with all my Soul; and it his Grace did but know 

what l've done for him, dye ſee 


p. You done for the ope, Sirrah ! Why what have you . 

done ſor the Pope? n 

© Sir Tim. Why, Sir, amt like ye, I have done you very grear || 

Service, very 84 eat Service; for I have been, dye ſee, in 4 8 

fmall Tryal J had, the cauſe and occaſion of invalidating the I ©! 

Evidence to char Degree, that I ſappoſe no Jury in Chriſten I fn 

am will ever have the Impudence to believe em hereafter, » 

ſhou'd ng ſear againſt his Holineſs and all the Canclave of I — 
Cardi 

. And yer you plot on ſtill, cabal, treat, and keep open || © 

Debauch, for all the — (ae and old Commonwealt 15 

| men to carry on-the Cauſe, | 

Sir Tim. 4 what Spalte that! You know Gentlemen, that * 

T have fuch a ſtrange and natural agility in turning -[ g 

ſhall whip ahout yer, "and leave em all in the Lurch. [7 

ld. Tis ve e — time we ſhall not rake Ro 

yo our Word tor t 

Sir Tim. i. Bloody minded Men, are you ng ro Aﬀaſſi- Ys 

Ma” Yoo wile, Sit, wnd know our Buſineſs berrer, tha 7" 

E think we come to take your Life, which* wou d not ad- 

a Dog, much leſs any Parry or Perſon—Come, comt, | 

3 ey, your 50S but 

| * ea, Ay, 275 er, diſcover your Money, Sir, your 7 

IE rin. Money, Sip! ook lacks ch {Smiling on en 1 

14 Beaſt was I, not knowing of your coming, to f 

8 . roi 25 , 4 laſt Week to Alderman Draw- tooth Tre 

k, Wx ih <p I make no to accommodate I hic 

755 it you pleale to come again to morrow— 

be A ſfamming Rogue; the right Sncer ang. Grin of. a dif og 

enabling. Whig. Come, * . Sir; we are for no, 

— but ready a | | [Aloud aud threatnin fl © © 
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Sir Tim. Hold, I beſeech you, Gentlemen, not fo loud; for 
du chere is a Lord, a moſt conſiderable Perſon, and a er, 
| honours my Houſe to Night; I wou'd not for the World his 
— Bl Lordfhip ſnou d be diſturb'd. | en | 
os Wild. Take no care, for him, he's faſt bcund and all his Re- +» 
unue. . 
— Sir Tim. How, bound / my Lord bound, and all his People * 
it, I Undone, undone, difgracd! Whar will che Poland's fa, thas 
I ſhou'd expoſe their Embaſſador to this Diſreſpett and Aﬀronc ? 
Wild. Bind him, and take away his _ a b 
hi. 5 © [ They bind him Hand and Foot, and take bis 
* 1 Keys out of his Boſom. Exeunt all. 
Sir Tim. Ay, ay, what you pleaſe, Gentlemen, ſince m 
Lord's bound. —— Oh, what Recompence can I make for ſo 
unhoſpitable uſage ? I am a moſt unfortunate Magiſtrate ! Hah, 
who's there, Fervice ?. Alas, art thou here too? What, canſt 
not ot Bur tis no mort * were dumb yl tor what 
Speech or Harangue will ſerve to beg my pardon of my Lord? 
2 — then my Heireſs, Jervice, — my rich Heireſs wh 
er mne ll be raviſhr, Oh Heavens, raviſhe! The young Rogues wi 
ters I have no mercy, Fervice ; nay, perhaps as thou ſayeſt, rhey'l] - 
carry her away. Oh that ht / Gad Id rather the City- 
Charter were Joſt. Enter ſome with Bags of Money. 
he —— Why Gentlemen, rob like Chriſtians, Gentlemen.  * 
8 Ep. What do you mutter, Dog ? | 
. Sir Tim. Not in the leaſt) Sir, not in the leaſt; eig a Con- 
ſcience, Sir, in all things does well — Barbarous Rogues! 
They go ont all again.) Here's your Arbicrary Power, Fervicez | 
* 's the rule of the Sword now for you: Theſe are your Tory 
egg? Tantivie Royſters; but we ſhall cry quits wich 
Ta: J Jeu, s, ere long 3 and if we do come to our old Trade 
of Plunder and Sequeſtration, we will ſo handle ye we'll 
than {pare neither Prince, Peer, nor Prelate. Oh, I long to have A 
ice at at your fat Church men, your Crape-Grownorums, _ 


© . | Enter Wild, and the reſt, with more Bags. 
MY Wild. A Prize, a Prize, my Lads in ready Guineas! Contri- | 
your pe Ny, hey” ood Frive; ine cf pee and - 
«+ Nay, then tis ize, in ſpi | amus | | 
s al his Tribe When haſt thou here | | 


I 1 enters with 4 Bag full of Papers. 
San 17 whole Bag o Aer: + — 1 — 
"reaſon, Succeſſions, Ki ileges, with a new-la- 
ode ¶ nion d Oath of Abjuration, call'd the Aſſociation. — Ah, 
mw" Rogue, what will you ſay when theſe ſhall be made publick? 
D. Sir Tim, Say, Sis ? why Tl deny it, Sir; for what ; 
crets 


or ” elicye 10 wiſe a Magiſtrate as * Song communicate 1i 


408 De Gity-Heireſs 5 Or, 
crets to ſuch as you? II fay you forg'd em, and put 'em in 

or print every one of em, and own 'em, as long as they ere N 
writ and publiſnt in _—_ Sir. Come, come, the World is 
not ſo bad yer, but a ſpeak Treaſon within the Walls 
of London, Sy be to ry and honeſt conſcientious Jury a 
es And as tor the Money, Gentlemen, take novice you — 

e Party. 

Vila. Come, come, carry off the Booty, Fa prithee re- 
move that Rubbiſh of the Nation out of the way Tour Ser- 
vant, Sir. So, away with him to Dreſſwe s Lodgings, his 
Coach i is at the Door ready to teceive it. 

[ They carry off Sir Timothy, and others take 
| up the Bags, and go aut with 'em. 
 Dref "Well, you are fure you have all you came for ? 
bild. Alls late, my Lads, the Writings all—— 

. Bp. Come, let's away then. 

Wild. Away? what meaneſt thou? is there not a Lord to be n 
found bound in his Bed, and all his People? Come, come, diſ- 

patch, and each Man bind his Fellow. ne 

By: We had better follow the Baggage, Captain. 

Hd. No, we have not done ſo ill, but we dare ſhe W Our 
Faces. Come. come, to binding. | 

Fop. And who ſhall bind the laſt Man ? 

Wild. Honett Laboir, d'ye hear, Sirrah? you got drunk and 

; lay in your Cloaths under the Hall- Table; d'ye hear me? Look 
' . to, ye Raſcal, and carry things diſcreetly, 'or you'll all be 

hang d, that's ceftain. |, Ex. Wild. and Dreſſ. 

Fop. So, now will Lich Morning to Charles, and give her 
| ſuch a Character of her Love, 2 if ſhe haye reſecment, makes 
her mine. Ex. Fop. 

Sir Tim. [ calls 0 Ho, 7enbins, K Simon 1 where 
are thefe Rogues? None left ahve to come to my Aſſiſtance? 


So ho, ho, ho, ho / Nl ee Drones“ So ho, bo, 


La. 80. now's my and lam not yet ſober. 
Tur b himſelf into, a drunken + ud 

Sir Tim. Dogs, Rogues, none hear me? Fire, fire, fire / 

Lab. Water, water, I ſay; ;, for I am n dry. 

Sir Tim. Hah, who's there? 

Lab, What doleful Voice is that? 

Sir zm. What art thou, Friend of Foe 2 Ci ade. 

IAI. Very direful— hy what the Devil i thou? 

Sir Tim. If thou're a Friend, approach, approach the wretched- 

Lab. Wretched: What art thou, Shall, Hobgobling, ot 

wales Spirit? 

2725 n (Redline h with 6 Laxmi Hi: 


= 


- — 1. 
no 37. #..9 _ TOQ_ -— lb = = 


r 


2 


— 


DP SKN. 


Timothy Treatall. 499 
either, .neicher, but meer Mortal, Sir Timo- 
10 Treat: 7 d and bound. Leni au l tp Lab. 

Lab. How, al nerous Holt ! 

Sir Tim. Hou dne of my Lord's Servants ! Alas, 4 how 
cam'ſt thou to eſcape? 

Lab. Een by Miracle, Sir; by being drunk, and falling a- 
ſleep under the Hall Table with your Worſbip's Dog 759, till 
juſt now a Dream of Small- beer wak d me: and crawling from 

y to ſecure the Black Jack, I ſtumbled upon this 
baten which I took for one, till 1 tound a Candle in t, 
which helps me to ſerve your Worſhi | 

Goes fo unbind his Hands. 

Sir Tim. Hold, hold, 1 tay; for I ſcorn to be fo unciyil to 
be unbound before his Lordſhip; therefore run, Friend, t to bis 
Honour's Chamber,. for he, alas, is confin'd too. 

Lab. What, and leave his worthy Friend in Diſtreſs? By 
no means, Sir. 

Sir Tim. Well then, come, lers to my Lord, whom if I be 
not aſham'd to lock in * deen I am an errant Sarazen. 

- (Exit Sir Tim. and Lab. 


SCEN E * Wilding's Chamber. 


He is diſcever' d ſitting in 4 Chair bound, his Vallet bound by him; 
to him Sir Timothy and Laboir. 


Wild. Peace, Sirrah, for ſure I hear ſome coming = 
lains, Rogues! I care not for my ſelf, but for the good 
Alderman. Sir Tim. as li — 

Sir Tim, Wonderful Goodneſs, for Alas, my Lord, this 
fighr will break my Heart. [Weeps. 

Wild. Sir Timothy ſafe ! Nay chen do forgive em. 

Sir Tim. 

Wild, It is my 


Cuſtom, Sir, to pray an Hour or two in my 


Ctr boſe I go to Bed; and having pray'd that drowſie T 


Save aſleep, the Thi 5 broke in upon us unawares, Thaving - 
lad my Sword afide. | 
Sir Tim. on Heavens, at his Prayers! damn'd Ruffians, and 


wou'd they not ſtay till you had ſaid your Prayers? 
Wd. 5 By no.P ſwaſion Can you norguels who they 
lure, to rob a Man at his Prayers Why what 
come to? | 
"Wa Sir, they are nearer than . 
__ they AK 2 n. me 


ſhou 8 "Sir? 5 1 . 
Sir Tim. ome damn - 
2 Who — World 
Wild, Let us not till, Sir, but purſue em. - [Offering to 
— Purſue em? Al, theyre paſt ou reach by tis 


Alas, my Lord, IV ve heard of your rigid Fate. Km * 
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Some that know each Corner of your Houſe, 'M warrant. ; 
Sir Tim, Think ye ſo, my Lord? Ay, thi es of keep. f 
in Open Houſe ; which makes fo many up their Doors x pl 
| Dreff. Good 8 he Devil : 

1. morrow, emen! w was the vil broke 
looſe ro Night? 1 5 


Sir Tim. Only ſome of his Imps, Sir, nauey varlets inſup- 
portable Raſcals . But well, my Lord, now I have ſeen 
Pour Lordſhip ar Liberty, III — you to your Reſt, and go o 
ſee what Harm this Night's Work has done, 

d. 1 have a little Buſineſs, Sir, and will take this rime to 
diſparch it in; my Servants ſhall go to bed, tho dis | Already 
Day——Tl wait on — S co 

Sir Tim. Your time : my Houſe and all I have is yours; 
and fo I take my Leave of your Lordſhip. [Exit Sir Tin, 


Wild, Now fe my angry Maid, young Charlet; * 
= — a Task to — her to Peace : "2x01 FB 

e is all new and gay, young as the Morn, | | 

- Bluſhing as tender Roſe-buds on their ſtalks, W 


Pregnant with Sweets, for the next Sun to raviſh. 
come, thou ſhalc along with me, Tl truſt thy Fred | 
| Exe. — 


SCENE changes to Diana's Chamber. 
be is diſcover d dreſſing, with Betty. | | 


Dian. Methinks I'm — early as if I had a mind to vt 
Im going to do, m rich old Coxcomd. 
Ber. And you do "wall to loſe no tim. 
Dian. Ah, Betty, and cou d thy Prudence . 2 an old Hu- 
band, becauſe rich, before ſo young, ſo handſom, and ſo ſoft 
| a Lover as Wilding 2 fir 
Bet. I know pot that, Madam; but 1 verily believe t 
way to keep your ng Lover, is to mar this old one: to 
| when Youth and auty cannot purchaſe, Money and Qualit 
OS ma 
bio, Ay, but to be oblig'd ro lie wikifoch a Beaſt; a) 
_ there's the Devil, Betty. Ah, when J find the difference 0 i 
their Embraces, | nil 
The ſoft dear Arms of Wilding round my Neck, . 
From thoſe cold feeble ones of this old Dotard : 'Y 


When ! ſnall meet, 2 ö 4 
A hallo Pair of thin blue wither'd Lips, | fide 

Trembling with Palfie, ſtinking with Diſcaſe, . / , | pl 
By Age and Nature barracado'd up | ] 


With a kind Noſe and Gun; z 


ir 


S Timothy Treat-all. ' gOT. 
What Fancy or what Thought can make my Hours or.- no wow 4 
Ber. What? why fix thouſand Pound a Year, Miſtre&. + 


— quickly die, and leave you rich, and then _ what. ou 
leaſe. | 
, Dian. Die! no, he's too temperite Sure cheſe whis, 
Betty, believe there's no Heaven, they take ſuch care to ſtye 
ſo long in this World No, he Il out live me. ¶ Sights, 
Bet. In Grace à God he ma hang d firſt, Miſtreis - 
Ha, one knocks, and I believe tis he. { She goes to open Ihe Door. 
Dian. I tannot bring my Heart to like this Buſineſ; 
One ſight of dear Tom wou d turn the Scale. I 0 
Bet. Who's there. 63. LG 
| Enter Sir Tim. joyful ; Dian. walks arch. 
Sir Im. 'Tis I, impatient I, who with the Sun have wel- 
com'd in the Day ; * 22 
This happy Day to be inrolbd 
In Rubrick Letters and in Gold. 


——— Hum, I am profoundly Eloquent this Morning (Afade. 
Pair Excellence, Ta —— wr . towards her. 
Dian. Like Phyſick in a "Morning next one's Heart; [ Aſide. 
Which, tho” it be neceſlary, is moſt filthy loarhſom. 
' [ Going from him. 
Sir Tim, What, do you turn away, bright Sun of Beauty ? 
Hum, I'm much upon 1 Suns 210 * this Morning. 


' . 
Dian. It will not doun. 
"Turing on him, 1 | bins and tus a. 
Sir Tim. Alas, ye Gods, am I def) isd and ſcornd ? 
Did I for chis, ponder-upon the Queſtion, 
Whether I ſnould be King or Alderman?: Caenkhe 


Dian, If I muſt marry him, give him Parience to endure the 
Cuckolding good Heaven. \[ Afrde. 
Sir Tim. Heaven! did ſhe name Heaven, Betty ? } 0 

Bet. I think ſne did, Sir. Ha 

Sir Tim. I do not like that: What need has ſhe to think of 
Heaven upon her Wedding day? 2 

Dian. Marriage is a ſort of Hanging, Sir; and I was onlyma- 
king a ſhort Prayer before Execution. 


Sir Tim. Oh, is that all? Come, come, nel ler that alone 
till we're abed, thay we have nothing elſe to do. 
[ Takes her 1 i 
Dian. Not much, 7 Sos ſwear. 
Sir Tim. And let us, Fair one, hafte ; che Parſon ays ; be- ; 


ſides, thar heap of Scandal may prevent us—1 mean, my r T 


ew. 


Dim, A Pox upon him now for naming Wilding. [weep ' 


25 K k 3 Sir Tim, How 
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Si Tim. * weep. at naming r 
Nay then 1 am provok'd—Look.on this Head, this wiſe and re 
verend Head ; Td have ye know, it has been taken meaſure on | 
co fit it to a Crown, d'ye ſec. 1 ch 
Dian. A Halter rather. | [ Aide. cc 
Sir I'm, Ay, andir fits it r00-: 4041 am lighted, Ithat ſhall W A 
receive Billet Dex from fees“ tis moſt uncivil and f impo- 
litick; 
Dian. T hope he's s mad, and then I reign alone. ch 
pardon me, Sir, chat parting Tear I ſhed indeed ar Wilding, ſe 
Of whom my AA — ta en leave, e 
nnn is mt yours. 4 
"tu bim her Hand, thy gern 
JT ITE: BH 


s C E N E * to a Street. 


| Enter Charlot, led by Foppingron, follow'd by Mrs. Clacket, 


| Charl. Stay, my Heart miſgives me, I ſhall be undone. 
. whither was I going ? [Fulle her Hand from Fop. 
Fp. Do, ſtay till the News arrives chat he is marricd to hep 


f that had his Company to night, my Lady Gelliard, v 
Cbar. Oh! Take heed left Joni doubly Sir. 

Fop. By Heaven, tis true, the Night with her. 

Chur. All night! — 2 — 2 to do? {a 


Mrs. Clack, A very proper ſon; III warrant you they 
were not idle, 

Charl. Oh no; they: —* and 10% d, and yow'd and lov d, 
and ſwore eternal Friendſhip-—Haſte, haſte, and lead me to 
— the Altar Fll — paſt my Peer t0 love hin 


; — 
— how you chann.me! | Tales her by the Han, 
Chat, Yet hat art thou? a to my Heart. | 
Wherefore, ah why, on what ſhou'd I ? 
5 Mix. Clack. Acqua intance, tis enough, I know him, Madam, 
and I hope my Word will be taken for a greater matter in the 
City: In troth youre beholden to the Gentleman for marry- 
ing you; your Reputation's gone. et 
| 3 — am I not honeſt then? 5 b 
Mrs. Clack. Marry Heaven forbid . But =ho that knows you c 
have been a ſingle Hour in Wilding's Hands, that wou'd not 
fivear you have loſt your Maidenhead? And back again I'm 
ſure you dare not go unmarried; that-wou'd be a tine Hiſtory 
to be ſung ro your eternal Fame in a Ballad. 1 
 Fop. Right; and you ſee Wilding has left you for the Wi: 
A to whom 1 you'll - Ui hear he's W 0h 
Charl. 
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ow? 
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 Charl. Oh, you trifle, Sir; lead on. | 
(769 going out, meet Sir Anthony with Muſic they return. 
Sir Come, come, Gentlemen, this is — and 


this the Window belonging to my Ladies Bed · chamber: Come 
come, let's have ſome neat, ſoft, brisk, languiſhing, ſprighely 


Air now, * 

Pop. Old Meriwil—how ſhall I paſs by him ! \[ Stand by. 

Sir Anth, So, here's Company too; tis very well—Nor have 
the Boy? PII warrant this does the Bufinefs——Come, come, 
ſcrew up Chitterling. ( They play. 
—_Hold, hold a little Good morrow, my Lady Galliard, 
Give your Ladiſhip Joy. 

Charl. What do I hear, my Lady Galliard joy'd ? ? 

Fop. How, married her already ? 

1 yes he has. Lovely and falſe, haſt thou deceiv d 

Faith ? | 
yy © Clack, Oh Heavens, Mr. Foppington, ſhe faings—ah me! 
9 [ They bold her, Muſick plays. 

» * Enter Wilding and Dreſſwell diguis d as before. 

Wild. Ah, Mufick at Galliard's Door ! 

Sir Anth. Good morrow, Sir, Charles Meriwill ; j — your 
Worſhip and your fair Lady Joy. : 

Wild. Hah, Meriwill — the Widow 
13 No matter; prithee advance and mind thy own At. 

irs 

VVild. Advance, and not inquire the meaning ont“ 

Bid me not eat, when Appetite invites me; 

Not draw, when branded wich the Name of Co; ; 

Nor love, when Youth and Beauty meets my Eyes—Hah. — 

Sees Sir Charles come into the Balcony unreſt. 

Sir Char. morrow, Uncle. — I thank ye: 
Here, drink the King's Health, with my Royal Maſter's the 
Duke, | Gives em Money. 

Fid. Heaven bleſs your Honour, and your verruous Bride. 

e ſhe hew 

ters ot mey not ilding, 

Wild, Death ab the Devil, Meriwill above? 

Sir Anth. Hah, the Boy's Rival here By George, here may 
be breathing this Motning—No matter, here's two to two; 
come, Gentlemen, you mult in. 

{ Thrafts the Muſick i nd goes in, 
Dreſſ. Ist not what you expected? Nay what you wilhe? 
Wild. What then fir ir comes too ſuddenly yea re 
Ere my laſt Rifs was cold upon her Lips, . 

Before the pantings of her Breaſt were laid, 

Rais d by her 12 with me; MY deludin? Wonne 


4 | | Des. 
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Dreſſ. Be wiſe, aud do not ruin where you love. | 
W; Nay if chou com ſt to reaſoning, thou haſt loſt me. 
5 * Breaks from him, and runs in, Ml , 
Cbarl. 1 Tay 'ewas Vi/iiding's Voice, and I will follow it. 
Fp. How, Madam, wou d you after him ? 
Charl. Nay, force me not; By Heaven Pll cry a Rape, 
Uuleſs you let me go Not aber him! * 
Yes to the infernal Shades Unhand me, Sir. 
Fop. How, Madam, have you then deſign d my Ruine? 
In Charl. Oh, truſt me, Sir, I am a Maid of Honour. 
” [ Runs in after Wild, 
Mrs. Clack, Roa, a Murrain of your Projects, we're all un- 
| | done now; my part Ill eme after her, and yy to have 
amy hand i in he Buſineſs, + [ Goes in. 
Top. Damn all all Luck, was ever Man thus Fortune-bit, that 
he ſhou d croſs my Hours juſt in the nick? Bur ſhall I loſe her 


1 - .rhus? No Gad, Ill after her; and come the A 6 I have an 
= Ilmqmpudence ſhall ont-face a + Mig Jury, out-ſwear 1 
| Diſcoverer. [ Goes in, 


'SCEN E 3 
Enter Lady Galliard, purſued ty Sir Charles, and Footman. 


L. Gal. Sirrah, run to my Lord Mayor's, and require ſome of 
his. Officers to aſſiſt me inſtantly ; and d ye hear Raſcal, bi 
up my Doors, and let none of his mad Crew enter. 

| { To the Footman who is going, 
Sir Char. William, you Pay ſtay, William. | 
I. Gal. I fay, obey me, Sirrah. 
Sir Char. Sirrah, I ſay —kgow your Lord and Maſter. | 
- Will, I ſhall, Sir. [Goes ail. 
I. 64d. Was ever Woman teaz d thus? purſue me not. 
Sir Char. You are miftaken, Im diſobedient grown, 
Since we became one Family; and when Tve us'd you thus 1 
Week or two, you will grow weary of this peeviſn fooling, 
L. Gal. Malicious thing I wo not, I am refoly'd Ill tire thee 
| dur meerly in ſpire, to have the better of thee. 
Sy Char. I'mreſfolvd as you, and do your worſt, 
Tor Im reſolvd never to quit thy Houſe, | 
I. Gal. But Malice, there are Officers i' th' City, chat will 


not ſee me us'd thus, and will be here anon. | 
Sir Char. Magiſtrates / why they ſhall be welcome, if they 
be honeſt and loyal ; if nor, oy may be hang d in Heaven's 


1 Gel 


time. * 
n 


ii. * 


us 4 


rhee 


ens 


———— Doſt thou not dread the v 


* 
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L. Gal. Are you reſolv'd to be thus obſtinare ? 
Fully reſoly'd to make this way your Conqueſt ? 

Sir Char. Moſt certainly, I'll keep you honeſt to your Word, 
my dear, Tve Witneſs 

L. Gal. You will? 

Sir Char. You'll find it ſo. FR: 

L. Gal. Then know, it thou dareſt marry me, 1 will ſo 
plague thee, be fo reyeng'd for all thoſe tricks thou haſt - 


playd me—— 
Wives can take ? 
Sir Char. Not at all: Pl! cruſt thy Stock of Beauty with my 
Wit. 
L. Gal. Death, I will cuckold thee. 
Sir Char. Why then ſhall be free o'the Reverend City. 
L. Gal. Then I will game without ceſſation, till I've undone 


thee. 
of empty Heads and Pockets 


Sir Char. Do, that all the F 
may know where to be ſure a culy, and may they rock 


1 Nil ye loſe, and fret, and chafe, and rail thoſe youthful 


__— to 8 watch your fair Face to pale and withered 


1 Then I will never let thee bed with me, but when 
1 
55 Char. For chat, ſee wholl petition * and then Ell 
charſſte for new ones every Night. 
Enter William. 

Will; Madam, her's Mr. Wilding at the Door, and will notbe 
deny'd ſeeing you. | 
L. Gal. Hah, Wilding / Oh my eternal Shame / now thou 

haſt done thy wort. 
Sir Char. ow for a Strugele berwixt your Love and Ho- 
nour! 
Les, here's the Bar to all my Happineſs, 
You wou'd be left to the wide World and Love, 
To Infamy, to Scandal, and to Wilding ;, Tl 
But T have roo much Honour in my Paſſion, 
To let you looſe to ruin; Conſider and be wiſe. 
L. Gal. Oh, he has toucht my Heart too ſenſibly. Aide. 
Sir Anth. (within As far as goed Manners goes I'm yours; 
But when you preſs indecently co the Ladies Chambers, ci 


Queſtions ought to be askt, I tate it, Sir. 


I. Gal. To find him here, will make him mad with Jealou- 
ſie, 2 in the Fit hell u utter all he knows; Oh, 2175 what 
art thou? 


Enter 


es, Faith, Pep ena — 
Had you lov'd me, you piteht upon 1 


At chis be all you havero fa to me 


$04 , The Coy-Batnſs Or, 


j 


| Drefſ. Prithee, dear Wilding, moderate thy Paſſion. 


Wild. 
ſee I am concern'd—Morrow, Widow , you are early up, you 


mean to thrive 7 ſee, you're like a Mill that grinds with every 


Wind. 


Sir Char. Hah, Wilding, this that paſt laſt Night at Sir Timo- 
thys for a Man of Quality? Oh, give him Meter Wha my 


Friend, my dear, and now Im ſure I have the Advantage of 


in my Love. I can forgive a haſty Word or two. 


then? 
L. Gal. T hope you've no Exception to my choice 


Scornfuly, 
imd. Falſe Woman, doſt thou glory 2 Perfi 


ions to him [ Aloud 


Some ſpruce gay Fool of Fortune and no more, 
Who would have taken ſo much Care on his own ill-favour'd 
Perſon, he ſhou'd have had no time to have minded yours. 


Baut left ic to the Care of ſome longing Lover. 


I. Gal, Death, he will tell him all! (afide.) Oh, you are 


merty, Sir. 
Wild: No, but thou art wondrous falſe, 


Falſe as the Love and Joys you feign'd laſt Night, 


| In a ſoft Tone to her. 
L. Gal. Oh, Sir, be tender of 12 * treacherous Minutes. 
Lach to him. 


[ Halliing away, and ſpeaking loud. 
VVitd. Faith, Madam, you have us'd me ſcurvily, 
To marry, and not give me notice. [ Aloud. 
—— Curſe on thee, did I only blow the Fire 


To warm another Lover? (To ber ſoftly afide. 
L. Gal. Perjurd-—waScinor by your Advice I married? 
—Oh where was then your Love 2 2250 to him aſide. 


Wild. So ſoon did I adviſe; 
Didft thou invite me 00 che Feat of - Loy 
To ſnatch away my Joys as ſoon as caſted 


A Where as then Modeſty and TP Honour ? 
ok r. Aſide to bim in a low Tone. 


" 2818; Gals ay, wher&indeed, when you ſo quickly _—_— a 
Fof 


. 
ur you, I find, arc come prepare ed to rail, {4 Aloud. 


By Heaven, I will; ſhe ſhall nor have the Pleaſure to 


| Wild. J rhank thee, Charles-— What you are married 


i ole war; | 


Wild, 


', &Z 


<< o& 


ra 
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Wild. No, cas with thee to make my laſt Effort 


our Scorn. Shews her the Hints. 

And this I hop'd, when all.my 1 . 

When all my Languiſhments cou 1 avail, 

Had made ye mine for ever. (Aloud. 
Enter Sir Anthony pulling in Sir Tim. and Diana, 


Sir Anth. Morrow, C arles, Morrow to your * | 


Charles, bid Sir T thy welcome ; I met him h 


Door, and am reſoly'd-none of my Friends ſhall paſs joyful 


Ne thee Joy, « Charles, and drinking my Ladies 
Hea 


Wild. Hah, my Uncle here ſo early? | 
Sir Tim. What has your Lad ſhip ſerv'd me ſo ? How finely 
I had been mump'd now, if I had not taken Heart of 


and ſhew'd your Ladiſhip Trick for Trick ; for I have been 


this Morning about ſome "ok Buſineſs of Lite too, Gentle- 

men; I am married to this fair Lady, the Daugttter and Heir 

efs of Sir Nicholas Getall, Enight and Alderman. 

Wild. Ha, married to "Diana / | 
How fickle is the Faith of common Women ? 

Sir Tim, Hum, who's here, my Lord? What, I 1 
Lordſhip has found the way alteady to the fair Ladies; pou 1 
hope your Lordſhip will do my Wedding Aer the Honour 
to grace it with your Preſence, 

Wild. I ſhall not fail, Sir. 

A Pox upon him, he'll diſcover all. Afide. 
T. Gal. I muſt own, Sir Timothy, you have the better Choice. 
Sir Tim. I cou'd not help my Deſtiny ; Marriages ne 

in Heaven, you know. 

Enter Charlot weeping, and Clacker. 

Charl. Stand off, and let me looſe as are my Griefs, which 
can no more be bounded : Oh let me face the perjurd, falſe, 
forſworn ! 

1 Gal. Fair Creature, who 51 that you ſeek with ſo much 

row? 5 = 

Charl.. Thou, chou farally fair Inchantreſs. (age. 

Wild. Charlot ! Nay, heh Lam diſ@ver'd. 

IL. Gal. Alas, what wou dſt thou? 


hau. That which I cannot have, thy aichleſs Hunband, | | 


Be Judge, ye everlaſting Powers of Love, 
Whether he more belongs to her or me. 


Sir Ant h. Row, my 1 e Why how now, Sir- | 


rah, have you been dabling here 


Sir Char. By Heaven, I — Widow, | 
this is ſome Trick of yours, and twas well laid: and Gad, ſhe's - 


£0 prerry, I cou'd find in ny Hearr to take her ar her word. 


Lcd. Vile 
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L. Gal. Vile Man, this will not paſs your 'Falſhood off, 
Sure tis ſome Art ro make me jealous of him, 
To find how much I value him. a 
Sir Char. Dearth, Fil have the Forgery out; 
ell me, chou pretty weeping Hypocritg, who was it fet 
thee on to lay a Claim to me ? 
Chan. To you! Alas, who are you? for till this moment I 
never ſaw your Face. 
L. Gal. Mad as the Seas waen all the Winds are raging. 
Sir Tim, Ay, ay, Madam, ſtark mad ! Poor Soul— Neigh- 
bour, pray let — he bch dark, d'ye hear. 

* How came you, pretty one, to loſe your Win 
Charl. Wich loving, Sir, ſtrongly, wich too much loving. 
in yon not let me ſee the lovely falſe one? [ To I. Gal, 

For 1 am told you have his Heart in keeping, 

Li. Gal. Who is he? pray deſcribe him. 
Charl. A thing juſt like a Man, or rather 

He ff and — and loves, like any 

All fine and gay, all manly, and all ſweet: 

And when he ſwears he loves, you wou d ſwear too 


* 


That all his Oaths were true. 
S Anth. Who is ſhe? ſome one who knows her and is wis' 
fer, ſpeax F mn Miſtreſs. ; To Clachet. 
Mrs. Clack Since I muſt ſpeak, there comes Man” of 


Miſchief: Th you, I mean, tor all your Learing, Sir. 


[ To Wild, 
- Wild. So. Sir Tim. What, my Lord! 
Mrs. Clack. I never knew your Nephew was a Lord: Has his 
Honour made him forget his Honeſty ? | 


ahr | Charl. runs and catches him in * Arms, 


Charl. J have thee, and Flt die thus graſping thee ; 


g Thon art my own, no Power ſhall take thee from me. 


Vid. Never thou trueſt of thy Sex, and deareſt, 


y p Thou ſoft, thou kind, thou conſtant Sufferer, 
This moment end thy Fears; for 7am thine. 


| Charl. May I belief thou art not married then? 
Wild. How can I, when I am yours? 


nam coud I, when L love thee more than Life: 


* 


e $ ; Ha. No 


Now, Madam, Im reveng d on all your Scorn. [To L. Gal, 


, ——and, Uncle, all your Cruelty. 
Sir Tim, Why, what are you indeed my Nephew, Thomas? 
Wild. I am Tom Wilding, Sir, that once bore ſome ſuch 
Tr till. you anal me, and left me ro live upon my 
its. 
Sin Tim. What, and. are you no Poliſh Embaſſadour then 
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2 No, Sir, nor you no King Elect, but muſt e en remain 
as you were ever, Sir, a moſt ſeditious peſtilent old Knave ; 
one that deludes the Rabble with your Policicks, then leave 
em to be hang, as they deſerve, for filly mucinous Rebels. 
Sir Tim. III peach the Rogue, and then he*l] be Hang'd in 
courſe, Decauſe he's a * One comfort is, I have cozen d 
him of his rich Heireſs; for 1 am married, Sir, to Mm. Char- 
lot. 
- Wild, Rather Diana, Sir; I wiſh you Joy; See here's Char- 
wel was not ſuch a Fool to cruſt ſuch Bleffings with che 
Wicked, 
Sir Char. How, Mrs. Dy Ladyfed ! This is an excellent 
of diſpoſing an old caſt-off Miſtre | * 
Sir Tim. How, have I married a Strumpet then? 
Dian. You give your Nephew's Miſtreſs, Sir, roo coarſe a 
Name. *Tis true, I lov'd him, only him, and was true to 
Sir Tim. Undone, undone! I ſhall ne're make Guildhall- 


Speech more; but he ſhall hang for't, if there be ere a Wit- 
ne ſs to be had between this and Salamancha for Money. 


Wild. Do your worſt, Sir; Witneſſes are out of Faſhion 
now, Sir, Thanks to your Ignoramus juries. 2 
Sir Tim. Then I'm reſolv'd to diſinherit him. | 
a — See, Sir, _ paſt your. Ski 3 — wy 1a, 
ight's Ingenuity; there ¶ ſhews him the Writings N 
and deliver wb Preſence of, c. 2 X 
Sir Tim. Bear Witneſs, 'twas he that rob'd me laſt Night. 
Sir Anth. We bear Witneſs, Sir, we know of no ſuch mat; 
ter we. I thank you for that, Sir, wou'd you make Wiuneflcs 
of Gentlemen ? f 
Sir Tim. No matter for that, I'll have him hang d, nay drawn 


and quarterd. ee NP. 3 
Wii d. Whar, for obeying your Commands, and living on my 
Wirts? 1 : 
Sir Anth, Nay, then tis a clear Cafe, you can neither hang 


him or blame him. 


Wild. Tl propoſe fairly now, if you'll be generous and 


pardon all; Pl render your Eſtate back during Life, and put 


the Writings in Sir Anthony Meriwill's and Sir Charles his 
Hands 0 | | 
I have a Fortune here that will maintain me, 


wWichout ſo much as wiſhing for your Death. 


J. This is but Reaſon. 
Sir Char. With this Proviſo, chat he makes not uſe ont to 
promote any Miſchief to the King and Government, 


Al. Good 


: 


508 | The Git . = 


Al. Good and Juſt. [ Sir Tim. Paper. 

Sir Tim. Hum, Id as good quietly agree to'r, as loſe my Cre- 

1a b by making a Noiſe, —— Well, Tom, I pardon all, and 
will be Friends. Gives him his Hand, 
Sir Chaz. See, 2 dear Creature, even hard old Man 
ts y 4 at into good Nature; yet you'llyſtill be 


** Gal. No, your unwearied Love at laſt has vanguiſh: me. 
Here, be as happy as a Wiſe l laſt look 


more, and then be gone, oy 22 15 
| Sighing and looking on 
[ Sir Charles ber Hand, * eine 
k Sir Char. Come, Sir, you muſt receive Diana too; ſhe is a 


cheerful witty Girl, and handſome, one that will be a Comfort 
to your Age, and bring no Scandal home. Live peaceahly, 
and do not 122 your decrepid Age with Buſineſs of Stare, 


1 : | Let all things in their own due Order move, 
Let Car be the Kingdom's Care and Love; 
= . : Let the Hot-headed Mutineers Petiticr, 

N * And meddle in the Rights of juſt Succeſſion; 

: But may all honeſt Hearts as one agree 

. e N [ Exennt. 
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And Husband ſounds ſo dull to a Ten- Bride, 
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Pat, I fear will take but with a few, 
A rich young Heireſs to her firſt Lover true 1 
"Tis damn'd unnatural, and paſt enduring, 
Againſt the fundamental Laws of VVhoring. 
Marrying's the Mash, which Modeſly aſſures, 
Helps to get new, and rovers old Amours ; - 


Te now-a-days condemn him e re har ty d; 
E're in his Office he's conrm'd Poſſeſſor, 


Ile Trincalo's you chuſe bim à Succeſſor, 
In the gay Spring of Love, when free from Doubts, 


With early Shoots his Velvet Forehead ſprouts. 


* Like a poor Parſon bound to hard Indentures, 


Tou make him pay his Firſt-fruits e're he enters. 


Bur for ſhort- Carnivals of ſtoln good Cheer, 


You're after forc'd to keep Lent all the Tear ; © 
Till brought at laſt ts a ſtarving Nuns Condition, * 
Tou break into our Quarters for Proviſion + 

Invade Fop-corner with your glaring Beauties, 

And-tice our Loyal Subjefs from their Duties, 


Pray, Ladies, leave that Province to our Care; 


A Fool is the Fee-ſumple of a Player, | [ 
In mhichi me Women claim a double ſhare. 

In other things the Men are Rulers made; 

But catching Woodcocks is our proper Trade. 

If by Stage-Fops they a poor Living get, | 

We can grow rich, thanks to our Mother Wit, 

By the more natural Blockhead's of the Pit. 

Take then the Wits, and all their uſeleſs Prattles , 


But as for Fools they are our Goods and Chattels. 


Return, Ingrates, to your firſt Haunt the Stage ; 
We taught yur Touth, and help'd your feeble Age. 


2 "i * 
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Pit ist you ſee in Quality we want? 1 
== What can they give, which we cannot grant? Ly $ 
Ef We have their Pride, their Frolicks, and their P aint 
. Me feel the ſame Youth dancing in our Blood; 
Our dheſs as gay All underneath as good. | 
Moſt Men have found us hitherto more true, „ | 
And, if we're not abus'd by ſome of you, $ / 
VVere full as fair—perhaps as wholeſome too. 7h 
But if at beſt our hopeful Sport and Trade it, 
nothing now will ſerve you but great Ladies; 2% To1 
ay ion d Marriages your Fartune be, At 
And Lawyers drain your Pockets more than we: 7 
/ May s puxzle a clear Caſe with Laws, * Tur 
und Mufquetoon at laſt decide the Cauſe. Til 
8 
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PROLOGUE. 


S Country Squire, who yet had never known 
The long-expeſted Joy of being in Town ; 
Whoſe careful Parents ſcarce permitted Heir 
Jo ride from home, unleſs to neighbouring Fair: 
At laft by happy Chance is hither led | 
fo purchaſe Clap with loſs of Maidenbead ; 1 
Turns wondrous gay, bedizenꝰd to Exceſs ; . 
Till be. is all Burleſque in Mode and Dreſs : 
Learns to talk loud in Pit, grows wily too, 
That is to ſdy, makes mighty Noiſe and Show. '2 
So 4 young Poet, who bad never been | 
Dabling beyond the Height of Ballading 3 
Who, in bis brisk Eſſays, durſt ne're excel 
The lucky Flight of Rhimin$ Dogerel, 
eis up with this ſufficient Stock on Stage, | 
and has, perchance, the Inch to pleaſe the Age. | 
le draws you in, like couxening Citizen, K 
Ceres not bow bad tbe Ware, if Shop be fine, 
As tawdry Gown and Petticoat gain more 
The” vn 4 dull diſees'd ill-fauour'd Whore )* 
Then prettier Frugal, tho on Holiday,  * 
Men every City Spark bas leave to play, 7 
Damn her, ſhe muſt be Sound, ſhe is ſo gay, 
let the Scenes be fine, you'll nere enquire - 
For Sence, but lofty Fligbis in nimble M ire. 
—Mbat we preſent to Day is none of theſe, 
But we con d wiſh it were, for we wou'd pleaſe, 
and that you'll ſwear we hardly meant to do: 
let here's no Sence, Pox on't, but bere's no Show; » 
but 4 plain Story, that will give a Taſte 
if wbat your Grandſires lov'd ith Age that's paſt. 


* 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 
Lord Plot we l. | ; 1 Gn 

Nephew to the Lord P twe 
1 4 tracted to Celinda. | 
Charles, Brother to Bellmour. 
Friendlove, Brother to Celinda, in Love with Dieu 
Sir Timothy Tawdry, * Bo 1 deſign d to marry 
ah Hangers on to Sir Timothy. 

ar | ' | | 
Truſty, An old Steward to Bellmour's Family, 
Page,Dancers, and Eq | 
Servants. 
0 O M E N. 


The Lady _—_— * to the Lord Plot well. 
Siſter to Friendlove, Contracted to 


Celinda, einne | 
Phillis, _ Siſter to Belimour. 
Betty Flauntit. * by Sir Timothy. 

Driver, MWBa wd. 
* SY Tre Whores. 
Nurſe. 
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ACTI. SCENEL A Street. 
Ext Sr noah rio Sham and Sharp. 
Sir Tim.) _ is the Houſe wherein dwells = 4 


1 for ſhe has Mo 
— in abundance, or —_— 


PEP 64 mar corn o good natur d, and in- 


chin d to be civil; but a Pox. b a Brother, a 


conceired Fellow, whom the World miſtakes for a fine Gentle- 

man; for he has Travelfd, talks Languages, bows with a bone 

meine, and the reſt, but by Forrune, he ſtall entertain you with 
1d... 


nothing but Wo 
Sham. Nothing elſe 


Sir Tim. 8 Saffice Gentldimen, wil not 


Game, Whore; nay, in m you will hardly ger 
our ſelves Drunk in his Com He Treats Alamode, 

f Wine, half . — = Hr to the Bufineſs, 
this Fellow loves his Siſter dear! and will nor truſt her in this 
rr hither he has 
brought her to marry me 

Sham. A Pox upon him for his bai 

Sir Tim, So ſay I———But my Comforvis, I ſhall be as wea- 


ry of her, as the beſt Husband of em all. Bur theres Conve- 
LI2- niency 


* 


—_"_ ow = * ( 
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> = © —  — . 


516 The Town-Fopp ;, Or, 
niency in it; beſides, the Match being as good as made up b 
the old Foiks in the Country, I muſt ſubmit The Wench 
I never faw yer, but they ſay ſhe's handſome— But no matter 
for that, there's Money, my Boys! 4 | 

Sharp. Well Sir, we will follow you — bur as dolefully a 
People do their Friends to the Grave, from whence they're ne. 
ver to return, at leaſt not the ſame Subſtance; the thin airy 
Vifion of a brave good Fellow, we may ſee thee hereafter, bur 
that's the moſt. 5 1 

Sir Tim. Your Pardon, ſweet Sharp, my whole Deſign in it 
is to be Maſter of my ſelf, and with part of her Portion to ſet 
up my Miſs, Betty Flauntit, which, by the way, is the main end 
of my Marrying, the reft you'll have your ſhares of — Now! 
am forc'd to take you up Suits at treble Prizes, have damn d 
Wine and Meat put upon us, cauſe the Reckoning is to be 
Beok'd : Bur rcady Money, ye Rogues! Whar Charms ir has! 
Makes the Waiters flie Boys, and the Maſter with Cap in Hand 
excuſe what's amiſs, Gentlemen Tour Worſhip ſhall com. 
mand the beſt'—— and the reſt —— How briskly the Box and 
Dice dance, and the ready Money ſubmits to the lucky Game- 
ſter, andthe gay Wench conſults with every Beauty to make 
her ſelf agreeable to the Man with ready Money. In fine, 
dear Rogues! All things are facrific'd to it's Pow'r; and no 
Mortal conceives the Joy of, Argent Content. *Tis this Pon. 
erful God that makes me ſubmit to the Devil, Matrimony; and 
then thou art aſſur d of me, my ſtout Lads of brisk Debauch, 

| Sham.. And is it poſſible you 'qan be tyd up to à Wile! 
Whilſt here in Land and free, you have the whole World 
to range in, and like a wanton Heifer, eat of every Paſture 
Sir Tim. Why, do'ſt think TIl be eonfin d to my own dul 
Encloſure? No, I had rather feed :coarſly upon the boundleſ 
Common ; perhaps two or three days 1 may be in Love, and 
remain conſtant, but that's the moſt. ' 

Sharp. And in three Weeks, ſhould you wed a Cinthia, you'l 
be a Monſter. - di begs! 

Sir Tim. What, thof# meaneſt a Cuckold, I warrant? God 
help thee ! But a Monſter is only ſo from its Rarity, and 1 
Cuckold is no ſuch ſtrange thing in our Age. 

. Enter Bellmore and Friendlove. 
Byt who comes here? 
Bellmore ! Ah my little dear Rogue! how doſt thou! 
ed Friendlove too! Dear Lad, how doſt thou roo? 
Why welcome to Town i faith, and I'm glad to ſee you both. 
Friend. Sir Tim. Tawdrey . 


Sir Tim. The fame, by Fortune, dear Ned: And how, als 
Fin 


how Man, how go Matters? 


* fl pu 3 
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Friend, Between who, Sir? 

Sir Tim. Why any Body, Man : But by Fortune, I'm oyer- 
joyd to meet thee: But where do'ft chink I was going? 

Friend, Is t poſſible ene ſhou'd divine? | 

Sir Tim. Is t poſſible you ſhou'd not, and meet me ſo near 
your Siſter's Lodgings? Faith I was coming to pay my Reſpetts 
and Services, and the reſt——Thpu know'ſt my meaning 
The old bufineſs of the Silyer World, Ned, by Fortune it's a 
mad Age we live in, Ned, and here be ſo many) wicked 
Rogues, about this damn'd lewd Town, that, 'taich, I am fain 
to ſpeak in the vulgar modiſn Stile, in my own Defence, and 
rally Matrimony, and the reſt. | 

Friend. Matrimony != 1 hope yqu are fo exactly re- 
find a Man of the Town, that you will not offer once to think 
of ſo dull a thing; let that alone for ſuch coid Complexions as 
Bellmour here, and I, that have not attain'd to that moſt ex- 
cellent faculty of keeping yet, as you, Sir Timothy, have done 
much to your Glory, I aſſure you. 

Sir Tim. Who I, Sir? You do me much Honour: I muſt 
confeſs I do not find the ſofter Sex cruel; I am received as 
well as another Man of my Parts. : | 

Friend, Ot your Money you mean Sir. 

Sir Tim. Why faith Ned, thou art ith' right; I love to buy 
my pleaſue; for, by Fortune, there's as much pleaſure in Va- 
ir and Variety, as any Sins I know; What chink'ſt thou 
Ned : 2 | 

Friend. I am not of your mind, I love to love upon the 
ſquare; and that I may be ſure not to be cheated win falſe 
Ware, I'preſent em nothing but my Heart. 3 

Sir Tim. Yes, and have the Conſolation, of ſeeing your fru- 
gal Huſwifry Miſs fit in the Pit, at a Play, in a long Scarf and 
Night-gown, for want of Points, and Garniture. | 

Friend. If. ſne be clean, and pretty, and dreſt in Love, I can 
excuſe the reſt, and fo will ſhe. ENS 04k is þ 

Sir Tim. I vow to Fortune Ned, thou muſt come to London, 
and be a little manag'd : slife Man, ſhould'ſt thou talk ſo a- 
loud in good Company, thou would'ſt be counted a ſtrange 
Fellow, pretty — and dreſt with Love a fine Figure, 
by Fortune: No, Ned, the painted Chariot gives a Luſtre to 
. ordinary Face, and makes a Woman look like Quality; 
0 0 like, by Fortune, that you ſhall not know one from t other, 
till ſome ſcandalous, out- Of- fav our d laid -· aſide Fellow of the 
Town, cry — Damn her, for a Bitch how ſcornfully 
the Whore regards me The has forgot ſince, Jack 
ſuch 2 one, and I, club'd for the keeping ot her, when both 
bur Srocks, well managed, wou'd not amaunt to above ſeven 

LI 3 Slülling; 
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Shillings fix Pence a week ? Beſides now and then a Treat of 
a Breaſt of Mutton, from the next Cooks —Then the 
other laughs, and cry ———1 Ror her And tells 
his Story too, and concludes with, who manages the Gilt now: , 
Why Faith tame diſmal Coxcgmb or other, you may be ſure, N 
replies the firſt; But Ned, theſe are Rogues, and Raſcals, that : 
value no Man's Reputation, "becauſe they deſpiſe their own: 
But Faith, I havc laid afide all theſe Vanities, now I have 
thoughe of Matrimony ; bur I defire my Reformation may be 
a Secrer, becauſe, as you know, for a Man of my Addreſs, and 
the reſt——————Tis not alrogether ſo Jantee. 5 
Friend. Sir, I aſſure you, it ſhall be ſa great a Secret for me, 
that I will never ask you who the happy Woman is, chats 
choſen for this great Work of your Converſion. 
Sir Tim, Ask me No, you need not, becauſe you 
know already. | 5 J 


Friend, Who I? I proteſt Sir Timoth 

Sir Tim. No, Swearing, dear Ned, torgris ſuch a Secret, but 
I will truſt my Intimates ; theſe are my Friends, Ned; pray 
know them his Mr. Sham, and this by fortune, 
a very honeft Fellow {Bows to em.] Mr. Sharp, and may be 
truſted with a Bus'neſs chat concerns you as well as me. 

Friend. Me? What do you mean, Sir Timothy. 

Sir Tim. Why Sir, you know what I mean. 

Friend. Not I, Sir. | © ; 
bo 24 What, not that I am to marry your Siſter Ce. n 
inda : | | | | | 

Friend. Not at all. f 0 

Bell. O this inſufferable Sott! 0 . ſwe 
Friend. My Siſter, Sir, is very nice. LOT 

Sir Tim, That's all one, Sir, the old * have adjuſted. I "ca 
the matter, and they are the meſt proper tor a Negotiation i Col. 
— that kind, which ſaves us the trouble of a tedious Court- I kr 


hip. WR 1 
3 That the old People have agreed the matter, is more I tt 
I know. ; | | 

Sir Tim. Why Lord Sir, will you perſwade me to that r 
Dont you know that your Father (according to the Method in I Fer 
ſuch Caſes, being certain of my Eſtate) came to me thus— || * 
Sir Timothy Tawdry Toi are a young Gentleman, and I 00. 
a Knight, I knew your Father well, and my right worſhiptul! a 8 
Neighbour, our Eſtates lie together, therefore Sir, I have a de- 
fire to have a near Relation with you At which, I in- For 
terrupted him, and cryd———— Oh Lord Sir! I vow to 
Forrune, you do me the greateſt Honour,. Sir, and the 


re 
Bel, 1 
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; Bell, I can endure no more; he marry fair Celinda / 

of friend, Prethee let him alone. | [ Aſide. 
the Sir Tim. To which he anſwered— I have a good For- 
eis Hane Have burmy Son Ne, and this Girl, call'd Celinda, 
W: chom 7 will make a Fortune, ſuitable to yours; your honoura- 
re, While Mother, the Lady Tawdrey, and I, have as good as conclu- 
hat id the Match already. To which I (who, tho' I ſay it, am 
n: sell enough bred for a Knight) anſwered her the Civility 


We has vow to Fortune Sir———T did not ſwear, but 

be ud 1 proteſt, Sir, Cleinda deſerves—— no, no, 1 

ind he again, twas merits— J, Celinda merits a 
nach better Husband than I. 

ne, W Friend. You ſpeak more Truth than you are aware of. 


well, Sir, TII bring = to my Siſter, and if ſhe likes 

don du, as well as my Father does, ſhe's yours; otherwiſe, I 

have ſo much tenderneſs for her, as to leave her Choice 
free. 

but , Sir Tim. Oh, Sir, you Compliment. 4/ons, Entrons 


SCENE II. AChamber. 


© Enter Celinda, and Nurſe. 


Cel. I wonder my Brother ſtays ſo long; ſure Mr. Bellmour 
Ce. s not yer arriv d yet he fent us Word he would be here to day. 
Lord how wt 1 my * 2 F : : N 
Nur. Ay, 10 methinks 1 ad the hopes of enjoying ſo 
"4, Wivcer a Eulen as Mr. Bellmour, I ſhou'd be 22 
Bur I am paſt it —-Well, I have had my pantinęs, and 
red. heavings, my impatience, and qualms, my Heats, and my 
ion I Colds, and my I know not whats——Bur 7 thank my Stars, J 
\rt- have done with all thoſe Fooleries. 
Cel. Fooleries /- 
ore there any thing in this Life but Love? 
- EE Woud'ſt thou praiſe Heaven for thy Being, 
at Wichout that grateful part of it? 
in For 7 confeſs 7 Love. | | 
— & Yu. You need nor, your fighs, and daily (nay, and nightly 
ind too) diforders, plainly enough betray the Truth. 
fall Cel. Thou ſpeak'ſt as if ip. were a Sin? 
de- But if it be ſo, you your ſelf help'd to make me wicked. 
in- for ere 7 = Mr. Bellmour, you ſpoke tie kindeſt things 
ro O im, 4 ” 
the s would have moy'd the dulleſt Maid to Loye ; 
11434 And 


520 . The Town-Fopp 3 Or, 
And &re I ſaw him, I was quite undone. 

Nur. Quite undone! Now God forbid ; What for Loving? 
You ſaid bur now there was no Lite without it, 25 
Cel. Bur ſince my Brother came from 1tgly, 

And brought young Bef{mouy to our Houſe, 

How very little thou hadſt ſaid of him; 

How much above thy praiſe, I found the Youth? 

Nur. Very pretty! You are grown a notable Profigien 

in Love And you are reſolv'd (if he pleaſe) ro max. 
ry him? | 5 

ciel. Or 7 muſt dye, 

Nur. I, but you know the Lord Plotwell has the Poſſeſſion of 
all his Eſtate, and if he a: without his liking, has Power to 
take away all his Fortune, and then I think it were not ſo good 
marrying him. : | 

Cel. Not marrying him? Oh, canſt thou think fo poorly a 


Me? Yes, I wou'd marry him, tho' our ſcanty Fortune 
Cou'd only purchaſe us 3 
A lonely Cottage, in ſome ſilent Place, 
All coverd ore with Thatch, 
Defended from the Outrages of Storms 
By leafleſs T in Winter; and from Heat, 
Wich Shades, which their kind Boughs wou'd bear anew, 
Under whoſe Covert we'd feed our gentle Flock, | 
That ſhou'd in gratitude repay us Food. 
And mean and humble Cloathing. 
Nur, Very fine! #4 
Cel. There we wou'd practiſe ſuch degrees of Love, 
Such laſting, innocent, unheard of Joys, 5 
As all the buſie World ſhould wonder at, 
And, amidſt all their Glories, find none ſuch. 
| Nur, Good Jack / how prettily Love teaches his Scholarsto 
prattle But hear ye, fair Mrs. Celinda, you have forgot to 
what end and purpoſe you came to Town, not to marty 
Mr. 'Bellmour, as I take it. but Sir Timothy Tawarey, that 
Spark of Men. . | 
Cel. Oh name him not Let me nor in one Moment 
Deſcend from Heaven to Hell | 
How came that wretched thing into thy Noddle ? 
Nur. Faith, Miſtrefs, I took pity of thee, I ſaw you ſo ela. 
_ vated with Thoughts of Mr. Bell mour, I found it neceffary to 
take you down a degree lower. a 
cel. Why did not Heaven make all Men like to Bel nur? 
So ſtrangely ſweet and charming / 
Nur. Marry come up, you ſpeak for vour ſelf, 
Oh intollerable loving Creature * 
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But here comes the utmoſt of your Wiſnes. 
8 Cel. My Brother, and Bellnour!“ with ſtrange Men! 
Enter Friendlove, Beilmour, Sir Timothy, Sham, and Sharp. 
Friend. Siſter, I've brought you here a Lover, this is the 
worthy Perſon you have heard of, Sir Timothy Tawdrey. 
Sir Tim. Yes, faith Madam, I am Sir Timothy Tawdrey, at 


your Service Pray are not you Mrs. Celmda Dreſſwell 2 
tient Cel. The ſame, but cannot return your Compliment. 
mate Sr Tim, Oh Lord, oh Lord, nor return a Compliment, Faith, 


Ned, thy Siſter's quite ſpoil'd, for want of Town Education, 
tis pity, for ſhe's-devilliſh pretty, ws 
IN of Freind. She's modeſt, Sir, before Company; therefore theſe 
er to Gentlemen and I will withdraw into the next Room. 

Cel. Inhumane Brother! Will you leave me alone with 
this Sor ? | 
Friend. Yes, and if you would be rid of the trouble of him, 
be not coy, nor witty ; two things he hates. 

Bell. *Sdeath ! Muſt ſhe be blown upon by that Fool? 

Friend. Patience, dear Frank, a little while, 

| Exeunt Friend, Bell. Sham and Sharp. 
y Timothy walks about the Rdom, expecting 

"No  whenCelinda ſbould ſpeak. 

Cel. Oh fear Nurſe, what ſhall I do ? | 
Nurſ. I that ever help you at a dead Lift, will not fail you 
now. 

Sir Tim. What à Pox, not a. Word? 
Cel. Sure this Fellow believes Il begin, 
Sir Tim. Not yet ſure ſhe has ſpoke her laſt——— 
Nur. The Gentleman's good natur'd, and has took Pity on 
you, and will not trouble you, I think. | 
Sir Tim. Hey day, here's Wooing indeed Will ſhe 
arstoll never begin trow——This ſome would call an excellent Quali- 
or roll ty in her Sex But a pox on't I do not like it Well, 1 
marry ſee I muſt break Silence at laſt————Madam—————nort 
the anfiver me ſhaw, this is meer ill breeding by For- 
| tune it can be nothing elſe Oh my Conſcience, if I 
, ſhould kiſs her, ſhe would bid me ſtand cf. III 
Er | N 
15 "Nur. Hold, Sir, you miſtake your Mark. 
0 ela. Sir Tim. So I ſhould, if I were to look in thy mouldy Chaps 


ry 19 good Matrpn- Can your Lady ſpeak ? 
Nur, Try, Sir. 
2 Sir Tim. Which way? 


Nur. Why ſpeak to her firſt. ; 

Sir Tim. I never knew a Woman want a Cue for that; bug 
all that 1 kave met with, were ſtill before-hand with me, in 
title tattle | _—_ 


8 Years ago, thou meaneſt. 


* 
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Nur. Likely thoſe you have met with may, but this is no 


ſuch Creature, Sir. 


Sir Tim. I muſt confeſs, I am unus d to this kind of Dialogue; 5 


And I af an Aſs, if I know what to ſay to ſuch a Creature. 
hut come, will you anſwer me to one Queſtion ? 

Cel. If I can, Sir. | 

Sir Tim, Bur firſt I ſhould ask you if you can ſpeak ? 
For that's a Queſtion too. 

Cel. And if I cannot, how will you be anſwer'd ? . 
Sir Tim, Faith, that's right, why then you muſt do't by 


Bus. | 
Cel. But grant I can ſpeak, what is't you'll ask me? 
Sir Tim. Can you Love? | : | 
Cel. Oh yes, Sir, many things ; I love my Meat, I love a- 


bundance of Adorers, I love choice of new Cloathes, new 


Plays, and, like a right Woman, I love to have my Will. 
S Tim. Spoke like a weli-bred Perſon, by Fortune: I ſee 
there's hopes of thee, Celinda; thou wilt in time learn to 
make a very faſhionable Wife, having ſo much Beauty too. I 
fee Attracts, Allurements, wanton. Eyes, the languiſhtng turn 
of the Head, and all that invites to Temptation. | 

Cel. Would that pleaſe you in a Wife? 

Sir Tim. Pleaſe me ! Why, Madam, what do you take me 
to be? aSott?——4a Fool ?-—or a dull Italian of rhe Humour 
of your Brother? No, no, I can affare you, ſhe that 


5 marries me, ſhall have Franchiſe But my pretty Miſs, you 


muſt learn to talk a little more 

Cel. T have not Wit, and Senſe enough, for that. 

Sir Tim. Wit / Oh la, O la, Wit! as if there were any 
Wit requir'd in a Woman when ſhe talks; no, no matter for 
Wit, or Senſe : talk but loud, and a great deal to ſne your 
white Teeth, and ſmile, and be very confident, and tis e- 


nough Lord, what a Sight tis to ſee a pretty Wo- 


man ſtand right up an end in the middle of a Room, playing 
with her Fan, for wont of ſomething to keep her in Counte- 
nance. No, ſhe that is mine, I will teach to entertain at anc» 
.ther Rate. ES 
- Nur. How, Sir ? Why, what do you take my young Miſtreſs 
to be? | | | 
Sir Tim. A Woman and a fine one, and ſo fine 
as ſhe ought to permit her ſelf to be ſeen, and be ador d. 

Nur. Out upon you, wauld you expoſe your Wife; by my 

_ troth, and I were ſhe, I know what I wou'd do 
Sir Tim. Thou do—— what thou wouldſt have done ſixty 


Mr. Marry 


7 . 
- p 
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| Nur. Marry come up, for a ſtinking Knight, worſe than 1 
| have gone down with you, ere now»————Sixty Years ago, 
&. quoth ye———As old as I am [ live without Surgeons, 
wear my own Hair, am not in Debt co my Taylor, as thou arr, 
and art fain to kiſs his Wite, to perſwade her Husband to be 
merciful to thee who wakes thee every Morning with 
his Clamour and long Bills, at thy Chamber-door. 
2 Tim. Prithee good Matron, Peace. I'll compound with 
r ce. | 
Nur. Tis more than thou wilt do with thy Creditors, who, 
poor Souls, deſpair of a Groat in the Pound for all thou ow'ſt 
them, for Points, Lace, and Garniture—— for all, in fine, 
chat makes thee a complete Fopp. 
Sir Tim, Hold, hold, thy eternal Clack. 7-2 
Nur. And when none would "truſt thee farther, give Judg- 
| ments for twice the Money thou borroweſt, and ſwear thy ſelf 
| at Age; and laſtly—— to parch up your broken Fortune, you 
| wou'd fain Marry my ſweet Miſtreſs C:/mda here — Bur, 
| Faith, Sir, you're miſtaken, her Forcune ſhall nor go to the 
Maintenance of your Mifles, which being once fure of, ſhe, 
poor Soul, is ſent down to the Country-houſe, to learn Houſe- 
wifery, and live without, Mankind, unleſs ſhe ean ſerve her 
ſelf with the handſom Steward, or ſoc whilſt you tear it 
away in Town, and live like Man and Wife with your Jilt, 
and are every Day ſeen in the Glaſs Coach, whilſt your own 
natural Lady is hardly worth the Hire of a Hack. 
Sir Tim. Why. thou damnable confounded Torment, wilt 
thou never ceaſe? © + | 
Mr. No, not till you raife your Siege, and be gone; go 
march to 2 Lady of Love, and Debauch——z0——You 
get no Celinda here. 


7 
Sir Tim. The Devil's in her Tongue. Deg 

: Cel. Good gentle Nurſe, have Mercy upon the poor Knight. 
6 Nur. No more Miſtreſs, than he'll have on you, if Heaven 
a had fo abandon'd you, to put you into his Power Ner- 
cy———quoth ye no, no more than his Miſtreſs will 
have, when all his Money's gone. 

Sir Tim, Will ſhe never end ? 


Cel. Prethee forbear. 
: Nur. No more than rhe Uſurer would, to whom he has 


mortgag d the beſt part of his Eſtate, would torbear a Day after 
the promis'd Payment of the Money. Forbear | 
Sir Tim. Not yet end: Can I, Madam, give you a greater 
Proof of my Paſſion foÞ you, than to endure this for your 


Nur, 


th | * 
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Nur. This thou art fo forry a Creature, thou wilt en; 
dure any thiag for the lucre of her Fortune; tis that thou 
haſt a Paſſion for: not that thou careſt for Money, but to ſa- 
crifice to thy Lewdneſs, to purchaſe a Miſtreſs, to purchaſe 
the Reputation of as errant a Fool as ever arriv'd at the Ho- 
nour of keeping, to purchaſe a little Grandeur as you call it; 
that is, to make every one look at thee, and confider what a 
Fool thou art, who clſe might paſs unregarded amongſt the 
common Crowd. | 

Sir Tim. The Devil's in her Tongue, and ſo *tis in moſt Wo. 
men's of her Age; for when it has quitted the Tail, it repairs 
ro her upper Tire. | | | 

Nur. Do not perſwade me, Madam, I am refoly'd to make 
him weary of his Wooing. ; | 

Str Tim. So God he praisd the Storm is laid —And 
now Mrs. Celinda, give me leave to ask you, if it be with your 
leave, this Affront is put on a Man ot my Quality? 

Nur. Thy Quality 
Sir Tim. Yes; I am a Gentleman, and a Knight. 


Nur. Yes, Sir, Knight of the ill- favour d Countenance is 


Wet 

Sir Tim. You are beholden to Don Quixot for that, and tis 
ſo many Ages fince thou couldſt ſee to read, I wonder thou 
haſt not forgot all that ever belongs to Books. 

Nur. My Eye. ſight is good enough to ſee thee in all thy Co- 
lours, thou Knight of the burning Peſtle thou. 

Sir Tim. Agen, that was out of a Play——Heark ye, Witch 
of Endor, hold your prating Tongue, or I'ſhall moſt well- 
favour'dly cudgel ye. 3 

Nur. As your Friend the Hoſteſs has it in a Play too, I take 
it, Ends which you pick up behind the Scenes, when you go 
to be laught at even by the Player-Women. 

ir Tim. Wilt thou have done? By Fortune, I'll endure no 
more | 

Nur. Murder, Murder. 

Cel. Hold, hold. | y 8 

Enter Friendlove, Bellmour, Sham and Sharp. 
Friend. Read here the worſt of News, that can arrive, 
| | Gives Bellm. a Letter, 
What's the matter here Why how now , 
Sir Timthy ; what, up in Arms with the VVomen 2? 

Sir Tim, Oh Ned, I'm glad thou'rt come never was Jom 
Dove baited as I have been. | | 

Friend, By whom? my Sifter. |, | 

Sir Tim. No, no, that old Maſtiff there the young 
Vynelp came not on, thanks be prais d. 6 | 
- | Bel, How, 


— e. A am a, my ow 
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Bell. How, her Father here to morrow, and here he ſays, 
that ſhall be the laſt Moment, he will deter the Marriage of 
Celinda to this Soth God, T ſhall grow mac, and 
ſo undo em all ll kill the Villain at the Altar By 
my loſt hopes I will And yer there is ſ>me left 
Could 1 bur ſpeak to her -l mult zelic on Dreg- 
well's Friendſhip————Oh God, to morr9w Can Len- 
dure that thought——— Can 7 endure to ice the Traytor there, 
who muſt to morrow rob me of my tea» n Ill ovn my 
Flame 

Heind. I aſſure you, Sir Timothy, I am ſorry, and will cha- 
ſtiſe ner. 

Sir Tim. Ay Sir, I that am a Knight. a Man of Parts and 
Wit, and one that is to he your Brother, and denign d to be the 
glory of marrying Celinda. 

3 1 can endure no more How Sir Vou marry fair 
Celinda / | 


Sir Tim. Ay, Frank, 2 ſne not a pretty little plump 


white Rogue, hah. + 

Bell. Les 

Sir Tim. Oh, 7 had * thou art 2 modeſt Rogue, and 
to thy eternal Shame, hadſt never the Reputation of a Mi- 
ſtreſs Lord, Lord, that 7 could ſee thee addreſs thy ſelf 


to a Lache fancy thee a * ridiculous Figure in that 


Poſture, 


y Fortune. 
Bell. W 


„Sir I can Court a | Lady— 


Sir Tim. No, no, thqu'rt medeſt ; chat is to ſay, a countrey | 
Gentleman; that is to ſay ill bred; chat is to ſay a Fool by 


Fortune, as "the World S +. 

Bell. Neither, Si. I can love- 
too and that you may believe me 
Lady, 


look on this 


Sir Tin m. Look on this Lady, Sir—Ha, ha, ha—well, — 


Well, Sir——And what then 
Bell. Nay, view her well, Sir 


Sir Tim, Pleaſant this— Well Frank, I do-—— And” 


what then ?. 

Bell. Is ſhe not charming Fair Fair to a wonder! 

Sir Tim. Well Sir, 'tis granted —— 

Bell. And canſt thou think this Beauty meant for che, for 
thee, dull common Man? | 

Sir Tim. Very well, what will he ſay next? 

Bell. I ſay, let me no more ſee thee approach this Lady. 

Sir Tim. How Sir, how ? 

Bell. Not ſpeak to her, not look on her - by Hea- 

Sir Tim, How 


—— think of her. 


and boldly tell this Fopp, ite muſt be mine 
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Sy Tim. How Frank, art in earneſt ? 

Bell. Try, if thou dar'ſt ? 
Sir Tim, Not think of her— 

Bell. No, not fo much as in a · Dream, could ] divine it. 

Sir Tim. Is he in earneſt, Mr. Friendlave ? 

- Friend. I doubt ſo, Sir 7 imothy. 
Sir Tim. What, does he then pretend to your Siſter? 

Bell. Nes, and no Man elſe ſhall dare do fo. 

Sir Tim, Take notice I am affronted in your Lodging 
for you Bellmour—— You take me for an Aſs — — there- 
fore meet me to morrow Morning about 5, with your Sword 

in your Hand, behind — Houſe. . ** 
Bell. Tis well there we'll diſpute onr Tir 


Celinaa. 


Dull Animal ! Te Gods cou'd nere Decree | 
So bright a Maid ſhow'd be p3ſeſt by thee. [Exeunt, 


he 


ts. 


— 


ö ; 


ACT I SCENE I oy ng, 


Enter Nurſe with a Light. 


Mare” Ell, tis an endleſs trouble, to have the Tuition of 
a Maid in Love, here js ſuch Wiſhing and Long- 

And yet one muſt force them to what they moſt deſire 

before they will admit of it Here am I ſent out a Scout of 
the F orlorn Hope, to diſcover the Approach of the Ene- 
my. Well Mr. Bellmour, you are not to „ tis 
wich the Conſent of Celinda, that you come I milft bear 
all. the blame, what Niſchief ſoever comes of * Night - 


Works. 
7 - hy Enter Bellmotr. _ 
Oh are you come our Heur was Twelve, and now ts al- 
moſt Two, ͤ; 
Bell. I ould not ger from Fiendloue Thou haſt not told 
_ Celinda of my coming. 
Nur. No, no, e en make Peace for me, and your ſelf too. 
Bell. I warrant thee Nurſe——Oh how I hope and fear this 
Ni Wy 5 Succeſs? Be 5 [ Exeunt. 


* 5 


SCENE 
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What elſe, my lovely Maid, can give a freedom 
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tags SCENE AChanter, 


Enter to her Bellmour and Nurſe. +. 


Cel. Oh Heavens! Mr. Bel/mour at this late Hour in my 


Chamber ! a 
Bell. Yes, Madam; but will approach no nearer till you 
permit me:; | 
And ſure you know my Soul too well to fear. 
Cel. I do Sir, and you may app nearer 
Andget me know your Buſine Sv | f 
Bell. Love is my bus'neſs, that of all the World ' 


Only my Flame as much ſurmounts the reſt 
As is the Objects of Beauty I gore: 


Cel. If this be all, to tell me of * 
To morrow might have done as well. 

Bell. Oh no, to morrow would have been too late, 
Too late to make returns to all my Pain. 
—— What diſagreeing thing offends your Eyes? 
I've no Deformity about my Perſon; , | 


Im Young, and have a Fortune great as any 
That do pretend to ſerve you; 
And yer I find my Intereſt in your Heart, 


Below thoſe happy ones that are my Rivals. 
Nay, every Fool that can but plead his Title, 
And the poor Intereſt that a Parent gives him, 
Can merit more than I. 


To thar ſame talking, 1dle Knighted Fop. 
Cel. Oh, if Iam fo wretched to be his, 

Surely I cannot live; 

For, Sir, I muſt confeſs I cannot love him. 
Bell. But thou may'ſt do as bad, and marry him, 

And that's a Sin, I cannot over-live. t 

——— No, hear my Vows —— 
Cel. But are you, Sir, in earneſt? Ky 
Bell. In earneſt ? Yes, by all that's good I am; | 

I love you more than 7 do Life, or Heav'n! | 
Cel. Oh what a pleaſure tis to hear him fay ſo! [Aſide 

hut pray, how long Sir, have you loy'd me fo? "I. 
Bell. From the firſt moment that I ſaw your Eyes, 

Your charming killing Eyes, I'did adore em, 

And ever ſince have languiſhr Day and Night. 

Nur. Come, come, ne'er ſtand asking of Queſtians, 
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But follow your Inclinations, and take kim at his Word. 
Bell. Celinda, take her Counſel, 3 
Perhaps this is the laſt opporruniry ; . 
Nay, and by Heaven the laſt of all my Life, 
If you refuſe me NOW —˖ĩ 
Say, will you never marry. Man but me ? FS | 
Cel. Pray give me till to Morrow, Sir, to anſwer you; 
For I have yer ſome fears about my Soul. j4 
That take away. my Reſt, - | 
Bell. To morrow ! You muſt then marry——oh fatal word! 1 
Another! a Beaſt, a Hol, that knows not how to value you. 
Cel. Ist poſſible te ſnou d be ſo near? 4 
ur. Nay then difpoſe of your ſelf, I ſay, and leave Giflem- I 4 
E 


* 5 o . . 
; tis high time. 


Bel. This Night the Letter cqme, the dreadful News 
Of thy being married, and tomorrow too. 
Oh anſwer me, or I ſhall die with Fear. | Te 
Ciel. I muſt confeſs it, Sir, without a bluſh, | 
(For tis no Sin to love) that I cou'd wiſh=—— 
Heaven and my Father, were inclin'd my way. 
But I am all Obedience to cheir Wills. 
Bell. That Sigh was kind, | 
But ere to morrow this time, SW | 
You'll want this pitying Senſe, and feel no pantings, 
Bur thoſe which Joys and Pleaſures do. create. 
Cel. Alas Sir: what is't you'd have me do? 
Bell. Why -I wop'd have you Love, and after that 
You need not be inſtructed what to do. 
Give me your Faith, give me your Solemn Vow 
To be my Wife, and I ſhall be at Peace. if9] 
Cel. Have you confider'd, Sir, your own Conditio 
Tis in your Uncle's Power to * your Fortune, 
If in your Choice you diſobey his Will. 
And Sir, you know that mine is much below you. 
Bell. Oh, I ſhall calm his Rage, bs, 
By urgingſo much Reaſon as thy Beauty, 
And my own Flame, on which my Life depends. 
ie now has kindly ſent for me to London, 
Let if you'll yield to marry me, "i 
Well keep 7s 06 till our kinder Stars . 
Have made proviſion for the bleſt Diſcovery. 
Come, give me your Vows, or we muſt part for ever. 
Cel. Part / oh tis a fatal word / 
I I will do any thing to fave that Life, 
IJ which my own fo nearly is ally d. 


* 


— 
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Enter Friendlore. % 
Prend, So forward Siſter! q 
Bell. Ha! Friendlove / 7 
Friend. Was it ſo ki bah done to to gain wy Siſter 
Wichout my Knowledge ? 

Bell. Ah Friend f was from her ſelf alone 
That I wou'd take the Bleſſing which ak. 
Friend. And III aſſiſt her, Sir, to give it you. 
ds ' Here, uke him ag an Honour, and be thankful. _ 
. Bell. 1 as a Bleſſing ſent from Heaven receive e ber, e 

And ere I ſleep Will juſtifie my cl f . 
n- And make her mine. 1 ji 
Friend. Be not ſo haſty, „ | 
Endeavour firſt to reconcile your Uncle cor. 5 
Bell. By ſuch Delays we're loſt: Haſt thou forgot? * 
To morrow ſhe's defign'd another $ Bride! , 
Friend, For that let me alone t evade. 
Bell. If you muſt yer delay me, 
Give me leave not to intereſt ſuch 'wellth michout Security, 
And I Celina will inſtruct you how to ſarisfie my Fears. 
[ Kneels, and * her by the Hand. 
Bear witneſs to my VoWS—— | 
5 every Plague that Heaven inflicts on Sin, 
F 4 in Thunder on my Head, 
Here I marry any but Mind, 
or if I do not marry thee, fair Maid. 
Nur, Heartily ſworn as I yow.” AY 
Cel. And here I wiſh as ſolemnly the Tame. | : r 
——May all arrive to me, 3 
If ere I marry any Man but Bellmour 
Nur, We are Witneſſes as good as a thouſand. 
Friend. But now, my Friend, I'd have you take your leave, 
the day comes on apace, and you've nor ſeen your Uncle ſince 
our Arrival. 
Bell. 'Tis Death to part with thee, my fair Celinda ; 
ut our hard Fates impoſe this Separation; | 
——Farewell-—Remember thou'rt all mine. 
cel. What have I elſe of Joy to think upon 
. g0—— depart. 
Bell. I will bur tis as Miſers part with Golg, 
r People full of Health depart from Life. 
Friend. Go, Siſter, to your Bed, and dream of him. 
Exit Cel. and Nurſe. 
Bel, Whilſt I prepare to meet this Fop to fight him. 
Friend. Hang him, he'll ne're meet thee ; to beat a Watch, 
Enter Mm or 


* 


or kick a Drawer, or batter Windows, i is the higheſt pirch of T 


Valour he ere arriv'd to. po 

Bell. However I'll expect him, leſt hebe a enough | 

_ to keep his Word. Ss Fi 
= Friend, Shall I wait on thee? _ n © 
"op Bell. No, no, there” s no need of thar——Good morrow, mz a! 
beſt Friend. but 

1 Friend. But ere you 30, my deareſt Friend: and Brother, Ea 
1 Now you are ſure of a Kae s you wiſh Nes 
* * Heav'n, do not forg — of that Feat Truſt. if 
3 ve you af all mine; but, like a Friend, — 0 
8 A iſt me in my grear Concern of Love ., ; Fir. 
Wich fair Diana, your lovely Cozen ;, | 

You know how. long I have ador'd that Maid, noi 

Bur ſtill her haughty Pride repelld my —— 8 2 chil 

And all its fierce Efforts, 1 j 1 
Bell. She has a Spirit equal to her Beauty, | Bin 

As e and ryrannick, Vet ſhe has Gedaneſs, my 

+ lfeve enough inclind to Love, | Peſt 

When once her Pride's o'recome ; I have the Honour Nik! 

| 3 the 1 of all her Thoughts: a | ( of | 

And to augment thy Ho tis not long ince 1 $ 

She did with Sighs 9 5 20 me ſhe Loy'd, eee 

A Man, ſhe ſaid, ſcarce equal to her Forrune; _— 

Bur all my Intereſt could not learn the Object; 5 

But it muſt needs be you, by what ſhe ſaid. 6 

This III improve, and fo to your re. "Sg Siſt, 
Friend. I neither doubt thy Induſtry, nor Love; 5 

Go, and be careful of my Intereſt there, : 5 

Whilſt I 2 thine as intirely here. C ſeverally, $ 
SCENE I „ 

Enter Sir Timothy, Sham and Sharp. * 

Sharp. Good morrow, Sir Timothy; what not yet ready, and Wet 1 

to meet Mr. Bellmour at Five? the time's paſt. S, 

Sir Tim. —Ay Pox ont. han t ſlept to W at fe 

thinking ont. S © 

Sham. Well, Sir Timothy, I hive moſt excellent Neiws for Mag, 

you, that will do as well; I have found out $) 


Sir Tim. A new Wench, I warrant————But prithee, Sham, WW 57 

I have other matters in hand; 'Sheart, I am ſo mortify d with 9] 
this ſame thought of Fighting, thar 7 ſha! 1 hardly a of Wo. ber 

mankind again. mor 
Sharp. And you were ſo forward, Sir invy— nan 

Sir Tim. Ay Sharp, I am always ſo when I am a rys bad 1 War 


been bur a little eee then, that we might, ye 2 
to 


man in Debauchery- 


io = 
92 


o'r when the heat was brisk, 7 had done well but a 


pox on't, this fighting in cool Blood I hate. 


Sham, Shaw, Sir, tis nothing, a Man wou'd dot for Exer- 
ciſe in a Morning. | 8 ü | 
« Sir Tim, Ay, if there were no more in't than Exerciſe ; if 
2 Man cou take a Breathing without breathing a vein 
bur Sham, this Wounds, and Blood, ſounds terribly in my 
Ears; but ſince thou ſay ſt tis nothing, prethee do thou meet 
Bellmour in my ſtead ; thou art a poor Dog, and tis no matter 
if the World were well rid of thee. | | 
Sham. I wou'd do't with all my Soul but your Honour, 
Sir de „ we 
Sir Tm My Honour! tis but Cuſtom that makes it Ho- 
nourable to fight Duels 
thinks himfelf a Man ot Honour; and yet when did you hear of 
an tally chat ever fought a/Duel? Ist not enough, that Tam 
ifronre@, have my Mſtref*taken away before my Face, hear 
my ſelf calld, dull, common Man, dull Animal, and the 
reſt But f muſt after all give him leave to kill me too, 
if he can——And this is your damn d Honourable Engliſh way 
of ſhewing a Man's Courage. i 

Sham. 1 muſt confeſs I am of your mind, and therefore have 
been ſtudying a Revenge, ſuitable to the Affront: and if I can 
judge any thing I have hit it. Cn BE 

Sir Tim. Haſt thou > dear Sham, out with it. 


viſter? | 

Sir Tim. Why, is there ſuch a thing in Nature? 

Sham. You know he has a Siſter, Sir. | 

Sir Tim, Yes, Rich, and Fair. | * 

Sham. Both, or ſhe were not worthy of your Revenge. 

Sir Tim. Oh, how I love Revenge, that has a double Plea- 


Sham. Why Sir——— what think you of debauching his 


ure in it and where and where— is this fine piece 


of Temptation? | 

Sham. In being, Sir but Sharp here, and 7, have been 
a fome coſt in finding her out. h 

Sir Tim. Ye ſhall be overpaid— there's Gold my little 
Maquere———bur ſhe's very handſome ? | 

Sharp. As a Goddeſs, Sir. 

Sir Tim, And art thou ſure ſhe-will be Lewd ? , 

Sharp. Are we ſure ſhe's a Woman, Sir Sure ſhe's in 
her Teens? has Pride and Vanity — and two or three Sins 
more, that I cou'd name, all which never fails ro aſſiſt a Wo- 
Bur Sir, there are certain People 
Wat belong to her, that muſt be conſider d too, | 
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I warranc you the wiſe Italian . 


do, becauſe ſhe is new, and Bellmum's Siſter but to 
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Sir Tim. Stay Sir, ere I part with more Money, ll be cer- 


rain what returns twill make me —tllat is—Pl! fee the Wench, 
not to inform my ſelf, how well I like her, for that 7 ſhall 


fd what poſſibility chere is in gaining her I. am us d 
to theſe things, and can gueſs from a Look, or a Kiſs, or a 
Touch of the Hand———— but then I warrant, twill come 
to the Knowledge of Betty Hauntit. 277 
Sham. What, Sir then it ſeems you doubt us? 
Sir Tim. How do you mean, your Honeſty or Judgment 
I can aſſure you, I doubt both. | CME v5 
Sharp. How, Sir? doubt our Honeſty, _ { 
Sir. Tim, Ve Why I hope neither of you pretend i 1c 
to either, do you? | : 
Sham. Why, Sir, what do you take us for Cheats? 4 


Sir Tim. As errant, as any's in Chriſtendom. 7 th 
Sharp. How, Sir ? | Fa | 11 

Sir Tim. Why how now————what flie in my Face? P: 
Are your Sromachs ſo qu eaſie, that Cheat won't down wich w. 


ou? | h 

* Sham, Why, Sir ve are Gentlemen and 
tho? our ill Fortune have thrown us on your Bounty e 
are not to be ter d f 

Sir Tim. Why, you pair of Hector whence thü 
Impudence? Dee you know me, ye Raggamuffins? 27 

Sham. Yes, but we knew not that you were a Coward be- | 
fore, You talkt big, and huft where e're you came, like an he 
errant Bully, and ſo long we Reyerenc'd you — but now hir 
we find, you have need of our Courage- we'll ſtand on to 
our Reputations. , | . 

Sir Tim. Courage and Reputation !———ha, ha, ha 1 
why, ye lowſie Tatterdemallions dare ye talk of Cou·¶ you 


rage and Reputation? C 
Sharp. Why, Sir, who dares queſtion either? to | 
Sir Tim, He that dares try it. { Kicks en. 7 

_ Sharp. Hold, Sir, hold. _ © in 
Sham. Enough, enough, we are ſatisfy d. But 


Sir Tim. So am not I, ye mangy Mungrels, till I have kick I Mr: 
Courage and Reputation out of ye. 
Sham, Hold there Sir, tis enough we are ſatisfy d, that you e 
have Courage. | 1 
Sir Tim. Oh, are you ſo? then it ſeems I was not to be be- 7 


licv d I told you T had Courage when I was angry. was 
. Sham, Ay Sir, we have proy'd it, and will now ſwear it. ge, 
ut we had an Inclination to try, Sir, cox 


4 , 
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Sir Tim, And all you did, was but to try my Courage 
3 55 


Sharp. On our Honours, nothing elſe, Sir Timothy. 
Sir Tim. Tho' I know ye to be curſed cowardly lying Rogues, 
Yet becaſe I haye uſe of ye, I muſt furgive ye. 
— Here, kiſs my Hand, and be forgiven. 
Sham: Tis an Honour we are proud of, Sir. 
Sir Tim. Oh is it ſo, Raſcallians? then I hope I am to ſee 
the Lady without Indentures. 
Sharp. Oh Lord, Sir“ = thing we can ſerve you in. 
Sham. And I have brib'd her Maid to bring her this Morning 
foro the Mall. | 
Sir Tim, Well, let's about it then; for I am for no fighting 
o Day—— De'e hear Boy—— Let the Coach be got ready 
whilſt I get my ſelf dreſt. | 
By: ge Coach, Sir! Why you know Mr. Shatter has pawn'd 
the HoMies, 2 | 
Sir Tim, I had forgot ir——A pox on't, this tis to have a 
partner in a Coach; by Fortune, I muſt marry, and fer up a 
whole one, [ Exit. 


SCENE m. 


| Enter Charles Bellmour and Truſty. 


Truſty. Mr. Charles, your Brother, my young Maſter Bell 
mour, is come. 1 | : : 

Char. Pm glad ont; my Uncle began to be impatient that 
he came not, you ſaying you left him bur a days Journey be- 
hind you yeſterday. My Uncle has ſomething of importance 
to ay to him, I fancy it may be about a Marriage between 
him and my Lady Diana ſuch a Whiſper I heard 

Traſty. 1 marry Sir, that were a Match indeed, ſhe being 
your Uncles only Heir, a | 

Char. Ay, but they are Siſters Children, and too near a kin 
to be NAPPY: ' 

Truſy. *Twere piry my young Maſter ſhou'd be unhappy 
in a Wife; for he is the ſyeereſt natur'd Gentleman 
Bur one Comfort is, Mr. Charles, you, and your Siſter 
_ Phillis, will have your Portions affign'd you if he 

arry. . 

Char. Yes, that he can't deny us the very Day after his Mar- 
Hage. ar 

Trufty. I ſhall be glad to ſee you all diſpos'd of well; but I 
was half afraid, yorr Brother would have married Mrs. Celinda 
Fiendlove, ro whom he made notable Love in Tork ſpire I 1 
ought ; not hut ſhe's a fine Lady; but her Fortune is helow 

h Mm 3 that 
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chat of my young Maſters, as much as my Lady Diana's is aboye 
his But ſee they come—let us retire to give em leave to 
talk alone. 3 2 Expurt, 
7% - Enter Lord Plotwell and Bellmour. 0 
Lord. And well Frank, how doſt thou find thy ſelf inclind, 
thou ſnou'dſt begin to think of ſomething more than Book 
Doiſt thou not wiſh to know the Joys that are to be found in 
4 Woman, Frank ? I well remember at thy Age I fancy ; 
thouſand fine things of that kind. „ e 
Bell. Ay, my Lord, a chouſand more perhaps than are to be 
oll. . 2 | 
Lord. Not fo; but Tconfeſs, Frank, unleſs the Lady be fair, 
and there be ſome Love too, tis not alrogether ſo well; there. 
fore I, who am ſtill buſie for thy good, have fix upon a Lys 


Bll Bat. 
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Lord. What doſt ſtart? Nay, TIl warrant thee ſhe'll pleaſe; * 
— 4 and fair, and nobly born, and thou ſhalt mam i 4 
r, Fr „ 95 4 s # | 3 
Bell. Marry her, my Lord Nth | ye 
Lord. Why yes, marry her 1 hope you are none off 
the faſhionable Fopps, that are always in Mutiny againſt Ma- yy 
riage, who ne ver think themſelyes very witty, but when they 
rail againſt Heaven and a Wife But Frank, I have found ir 
better Principles in thee, and thou Raſt the Reputation of a6 Ef 
ber young Gentleman; thou art, beſides, a Man of great F 
_ rune, Frank. 3 3 FE | wr 
Bell. And therefore, Sir, ought the leſs to be a Slave. F 
Lord. But, Frank, we are made for one another; ani m 
ought, by the Laws of God, to communicate our Bleſſings. mil. 
Bell. Sir there are Men enough, fitter much than I, to obey « 
thoſe Laws; nor do I think them made for every one. An 
Lird, Bur, Frank, you do not know what a Wife 1 h Ji 
provided for you. * | 7 
Bell. 'Tis enough I know ſhe's a Woman, Sir. Tha 
Lord. A Woman! why, what ſhould ſhe be elſe ? B 
Bell. An Angel, Sir, e're ſhe can be my Wife. Upo 
Lord. In good time, but this is a Mortal, Sir and muy © 
ſerve your turn but, Frank, ſhe is the fineſt Mortal 3; 
Beil. I humbly beg your Pardon, if I tell you, The 
That had the Beauty ſuch as Heav'n ne're made, But 
Nor meant again tinrich a Woman with, As n 
It cou d not take my Heart. ö Is 


Lord. But, Sir, perhaps you do not eſs the Lady. marr 
Bell. Or cou'd I, Sir, it cou'd not change my Nature. fuch 
Tard. But, Sir, ſuproſe it be my Neece Diana. 87 H 
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, Sir Timothy Tawdrey. 535 

Bell. How, Sir! the fair Diana / | | 

| Lord. I thought thou dſt come about again; 

what think you now of Woman- kind, and Wedlock ? 

' Bell. As I did before, my Lord. Je 74 

Lord. What, thou canſt not think I am in earneſt; I con- 
feſs, Frank, ſhe is above thee in point of Fortune, ſhe being 
my only Heir but ſuppoſe ?cis ſhe. 

Bell. Oh Im undone Sir, I dare not ſuppoſe ſo greatly 
in Fayour of my ſelf, | 

Lord, But, Frank, you muſt needs ſuppoſe—- | 

Bell, Oh, I am ruin'd, loft, for ever loſt. 

Lord. What do you mean, Sir? 

Bell. I mean, I cannot marry fair Diana / 

Lord. Death! how's this !—— 

Bell. She is a thing above my humble wiſfles - 

Lord. Iz chat all ? Take you no Care for that; for ſhe loves 
you alreadF; and I have refoly'd it, which is better yet. 

Bell. Love me, Sir? I know ſhe cannot, 
And Heav'n forbid that I ſhou'd injure ger. 

Lord. Sir, is is a Put- off: reſolve, quickly, or Til compet 
whey | 0 - 
Bell. You wou'd not uſe Extremity ; 

What is the Forfeit of my Diſobedience ? 
Ferd. The loſs of all your Fortune, 

If you . fuſe the Wife I have provided 

Eſpecially a handfom Lady, as ſhe is, frank, 

. Bell, Oh me, unhappy! . 1 

What curſed Lays provided this Severity. | 
Lord. Eyen thoſe of your Father* Diſpoſal, who ſeeing ſo 

many Examples in this lewd Age, of the ruine of whole Fa- 

milies, by imprudent Marriages, provided otherwiſe for you. 
Bell. Bur Sir, admit Diana be inclin d, 

And I (by my unhappy Stars fo curſt ) 

Should be unable to accept che Honour. 

Lord. How, Sir? admit I can no more admit, 

Than yeu can ſuppoſe therefore give me your final Anſwer. 
Bell. Sir, can you think a Bleſſing e re can fall 

Upon that Pair, whom Intereſt joins, not Love. | 
Lord. Why, what's in Diana, that you ſhou'd not love her? 
Bell. I muſt confeſs ſnne has a thouſand Virtues, 

The leaſt of which wou d. hleſ another Man G 

Bur, Sir, I hope, if I am ſo unhappy 

As not to love that Lady, you will pardon me. 2 
Lord, Indeed, Sir, but 7 will not; love me this Lady, and 

marry me this Lady, or I wil teach you what it is to refuſe 

e ſuch 2 Lady. — 
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Bell. Sir, tis not in my Power to obey you. | * 
Lord. tion: not in your Powr ? | "F" 
Bell. No, Sir, I ſee my fatal Ruine in your Eyes, f 
And know too well your Force, and my own Miſery. 
x” But Sir when 1 ſhall tell you who I've married 
—_— - Lord. Who you've married! By all that's Sacred if t 
iat be true, thou art undone forever. ; 
Bell. Oh hear me, Sir! x 
1c came with Hopes to have found you merciful. 
Uurd. Expect none from me; no, thou ſhalt noe have fo 
mamuuch of thy Eſtate, as will afford thee Bread. 
By Heavin, thou ſhalt not. 
Bell. Oh pity me, my Lord, pity my Youth; * g 
It is no Beggar, nor one baſely | MN 5g 
That I have given my Heart too, but a Maid, n 
Whoſe Birth, whoſe Beauty, and whoſe Education, 7 
Merits the beſt of Men. 
. Lord. Very fine! where is the Prieſt thar durſt diſpoſe of 
without my Order? Sirrah you are my Slave at leaft 
your whole Eſtate is at my Mercy and beſides, I'll charge . 0 
you with an Action of 5000 J. for your Ten Years Maintc- 
nance : Po you know that this is in my Power roo ? N 
Bell. Yes, Sir, and dread your Anger worſe than Death. 
Lord. Oh Villain! thus ro daſh my E tion. 
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Bell. Sir, on my bended Knees, chus lo 1 1 fall * * 
Jo beg your mercy. Is B 
Lord. Jes, Sir, I will have mercy; | — 


T'll give you Lodging but in a Dungeon, Si, 
Where yoy ſhall ask your Food of Paſſers- by. Y 
Bell. All this, I know, you have the Pow' to do; 
But, Sir, were I thus cruel, this hard Uſage 0 
Would give me Cauſe to execute it. e 
I wear a Sword, and I dare right my ſelf, | 
And Heav'n wou'd pardon it, if 7ſhould kill yon; 
But Heav n forbid 7 ſhou'd correct that Law, — + I 
Which gives you Power, and orders me Obedience. I 
Lord. Very well Sir, 7 ſhall tame that Courage, and punilk - 
A 


* 


that Harlot, hoe re ſhe be, that has ſcduc'd ye. 
Bell. How, Harlot, Sir beach, ſuch. her Word, 
And through all Laws and Reaſon I will ruſh, 
And reach thy Soul, if morral like thy Body. re 
o Sir, ſhe's Chaſte, as are the new-made Vows, 
Ibreath d upon her Lips, when laſt we parted. ' 
Lord. Who waits there? 8 A 
Enter Truſty, and Servants. 
—— Ibe murder d in my own Houſe ? 


28 
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'* - Lord. Le all doat upon him, bur he's not the Man you take 


poorly in Priſon - whilſt I can manage this— 


do not car. 


- 


Sir Timothy Tawdrey. 537 
Tis rime you were remoy'd | 5 
G9 get an Action of 5000 f. enter d againſt him; 
With Officers ro Arreſt him. 

Truſty. My Lord, tis my young Maſter Bellmour. . 


him for. 2 
- Truſly. How, my Lord? not this Mr. Bell mour? 
Lord. Dogs, obey me. * {Offers togs. | 
Bell. Stay, Sir——oh, ſtay—what will become of me? 
Twere better that my Life were loſt, than Fortune | | 
For that being gone, Celinda muſt not love me. 
But to die wretchedly | 


As below him, chat does adore Celinda. { Draws 
ll kill my felf—bur then I kill Celinda. © do, 
———Shou'd 1 obgy this Tyrant—then roo ſhe dies. 
Les Sir Tou may be cruel—take the Law, : 
And kill me quickly, twill become your Juſtice. [Weeps, 
Lord. Was call d back for this? Yes, I ſhall take it, Sir; 
| fers to eo. 
Bell. Let, ſtay Sir Have you loſt all Humanity ? | 
Have you no Scnſe of Honour, nor of Horrours / 
Lord. away wich him—p0, be gone. | 
Bell. Stay, Sir / oh God what ist you'd have me do ? 
—Here—I reſign my ſelf unto your Will 8 
But oh, Celinda /—what will become of thee ! [ Weeps. 
—— Yes, 1 will Marry—and Diana too. x ; 
Lord. Tis well you will, had I been good-natur'd now, 
You had been undone, and miſt Diana too. | 
Bell. Bur muſt I Marry — Needs Marry, Sir — 
Or loſe my Fortune, and my Liberty, - 
Whil'ſt all my Vows are given to another? 
Lord. By all means, Sir 
Bell. II I muſt Marry any but Celinda, : 
T ſhall nor, Sir, enjoy one moments Bliſs ! Ig ; 
I ſhall be quite unman'd, Cruel and Brutal! | 
A Beaſt, unſate for Woman to converſe with ; 
Beſides, Sir, I have given my Heart and Faith, 
And my ond Marriage is Adultery. 
Lord. Mart and Faith. Jam glad tis no worſe; if the Ce- 
remony of the Church has not paſt, tis well enough. 14 
Bell, All Sir, that Heaven, and Love requires, is paſt, 1 
Lord. Thou art a Fool, Frank, come dry thy Eyes, | 4 
And receive Diana Tru) Call in my Niece. 
Bell. Yer, Sir, relent, be kind, and fave my Soul. | Ex. Trufty. 
Lord. No more —— by Heaven, if you reſiſt my Will, Pll 
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male a ſtrange Example of thee, and of that Woman, who. |: 
cer ſhe be, chat drew thee $7.08 Kenn. en vonn 
th + | 
bel, Then F obey. _ 
Enter Truſty and Diana. 


Lird. Lock ye here, Fank ; is this a Lady to be dill Y 
Come hicher, Frank, — Truſly —— Haſte'for Dr. Tickletext, m 
9 s not in Town; I'll have chem inſtantly Matias. 

Come hither, Diana —— - Will you Marry your Couzen Frank 
Beinen "OS +3 

Dia. Les, if it be your pleaſure; J Heaven cou not let fall 
2 greater Bleſſing. '[Afide, ; 
Jed. And you, Frank, vill you marry my Neice Mapa? | 

Bell. Since you will have it 
Lord. Come follow me ** and yo ſhall be both hols 
* 1 Oh my celinda— 


"To Irojerve o * whit ift I 1 * 3 * 
: i000 feit m aven, nay more, I forfeit You. © Cx. 


SCENE Iv. The Street. e ir 


Enter Sir Timothy Tawdrey, Sham and Sharp. #4 


Sir Tim. Now Sham, art not thou à damn d Iying Rogue, to 
make me ſaunter up and down the Mall all this Moraine after 
a Woman that thou know ſt in thy Conſcience was nor likely 


to be there? 
Sham, why, $ Sir—if her Maid will be a jilting Whore, how 


can Thelp it—Sharp — Thou know'ſtawe preſented her hand- 


ſomly, and ſhe proteſted ſhe'd dot. 
Sharp. Ay, ay, Sir, [ Aſide.) But the Devil 2 Maid we faw, MW fi 
Sham. Sir, it may be Things have lo fallen out, that ſhe 
rould nor poſſibly come. 
Sir Tim. Things“ a Pox of your EWA I ſee Fay $ 
no truſting a poor Devil Well, what Device wil your Rogue- 
hip find our to cheat me next ? 
Sham, Prithee help me out at à dead lift, Sharp. - Aide. 
© Sharp, Cheat you Sir ! — if Iber't reveng d on BY Shes 
- Countilier of the Patching and. rx: any this Letrer-in of 
4 Midnight Lovers, this Receiver of Bribes for ſcol'n Pleaſures; 
may I — Condemn'd never to make Love to any thing of high- 
er Quality. 
Sy Tim, Nay, nay, no Threatning Sharp, it may be ſhe's 
©Tanocent yer — Give her rocher Bribe, and try what that will | 
do. Gives him Mone). 


Sham, No, Sir, I'l have no more to do wich Frail Woman, 
in : 


—— 
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in tis Caſe; I have a ſurer way to dy your Buſineſs, 
| Enter Page with a Letter. 
Sir Tim. Is not that Bellmour's Page? ' 
Sharp, It is Sir. . | oo 
Sir Tim. By Fortune, the Rogue ooking me; he 
a Challenge in his hand too. * . 
Sham. No matter, Sir, Huff it out. 


Sir Tim. Prichee do thee Hut him, tou knowl the _ 
we 


on't. 
Sham. What's your Bus'nefs with Sy Timothy, Sit? 


Page, Mine Sir, 1 don't know the Geatleman 3 pray which 


is he? 


Sir Tim. I, I, dis . Pos oñn tn.” | 
_ Sharp. Well, Boy, am he—What—Your Maſter. 
Page. My Maſter, J— bx 
Sharp. Are Ou Gallas Page? 2 
Page. Yes, 2 
Sharp. Well, FAT | News. 
Page. News Sir ? I know of none, but of my Maſters be- | 


Sir Tim. Ay, there it js——behind Sout hampton Houſe, - 
Page.. Married this Morning, 

Sir Tim, How? Married Slife, has he ſerv'dme ſo? 
Sham, The Boy is drunk———Bellmour Married / 

Page. Yes indeed, to the Lady Diana. 6 

Sir Tim. Dima] Mad by Fortune; what Diana? 

Page. Neice to the Lord Plotwell. 

Sir Tim. Come hither Boy Art thou ſure of this? 
Page. Sir, I am ſure of it; and I am going to beſpeak Mu- 


fick tor the Ball anon. 


1 Tim. What haſt thou 0 a Letter to the Divine 

Celinda 2 | 

A D s Money for thee to buy Nickers. 
Page. 1 humbly thank you. 4 


\ 


Sharp. Well, Sir, if this be true, Celinda will be 2 of 


you again. 

Sir Tim. Ay, but I will have none of her For, look 
you Sham, there 1s but two ſorts of Love in this World 
Now I am ſure the Rogue did love her; and fince it was nor 
to Marry her, it was for the thing you wor on, as a by 
his writing to her now- But yer, I will not believe whar 
this Boy faid, till I fee it. 

Sham. Faith Sir, I have thought of a ching, chat may both 
clear your doubt; and give us a ſictle Mirth. 

\ Sir Tim. I conceive thee. 
Sham. I know yYare quick of Apprehenſion, Sir Ti imotly, 
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5x Sham. Tl about it, Sir. 
hafte to my Lodging But heark ye — 


| a . * f e 5, vo a * | * * Ja 7 * 
340 De TJommn Fepp; Or, 


rade this Evening, 


Sham. Faith Jy you king it, and there you may have an 


Opporcunity to Court Bel/mour*s Siſter. 


Sir Tim. Tis a good Motion, and*we will follow it; ſend to 


the Duke's Houſe, and borrow ſome Habirs prelently. 


_ not a word of this to Hand 10 = in Arms theſe 
| 5 * two Days, if ſhe go not with us; und 3 the fond 
1 is true to me, yet it — Wo dan Wedlock, if! 


ſhould be ſo to her too. 


* "Though Whores i in al = elle the he 6, 
in this alone, like Wives, they muſt 1 9" 
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0 1 SCENE L . The Str 


e Poor A Wick 3 in Diana, follow'd h 
Charles Bellmour, Phillis, and other Ladies and Gentlemen. 


D Muſick, Plays, till they are all ſeated. 


Lord. Ere Nephew, I reſign that T which ws repos'd 
H- in me by your dead 8 was, that on 
your Wedding Day, i ſhould rhus make · you Maſter 


of your whole Fortune, you being Married to my king 
And now Charles, and you my Niece Phillis, you may demand 
your Portions to Morrow, if you pleaſe, fr he i Is obligd to pay 
you the Day after that of his Wie 
Phill, There's time enough, my Lo 
Lord. Come, come Ladies, in yroth "om tale but little 
Reſt to Night, in Complaiſance to 8 ride, and Ride an 
who, I believe, will take but little. H 
Frank- what, haſt chou changd thy Humour with thy 
Condition? Thou were't nor wont to hear the Mſek play in 


vain. 


Bell. My Lord, I cannot Dance. 
Dia. Indeed, you're wondrous ſad; 
And IJ, methinks, to bear thee Company, 
I know not why; and yer exceſs of Joy, 
Have had the me Effect e n Grief. 


Bell, Ti 


Sir Tim. O your Servant, dear 1— to let thec 
ſee, I am none of the ce OT; we are / to Jigg i it in Maſque- 


„ 


Which T m on Fire to know the meaning of. 


g . 4 * 
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Bell. Tis true, and I have now felt che Extreams of both. 
Lord. Why Nephew Charles —— has your Breeding at the 
academy inſtructed your Heels in no Motion? 
Char. My Lord, III make one. 
Phill. And I another, for Joy that my Brother's made hap- 
py, in fo fair a Bride. ey 
Bell. Hell rake your Ignorance, for thinking I am happy, 2 Jos 
—Wou'd Heaven wou'd ſtrike me dead. r 
That by the loſs of a poor wretched Life, n 
ht preſerve my Soul- but oh mWrror! o 
The has already damn'd ir ſelf when it conſented | 
To break a facred Vow and marry here. 
Lord. Come, JK begin, begin, Muſick ro your Office. 
: [Soft Muſick. 
Bel, why does not this hard Heart, this ſtubborn F ugitive, 
Break with this d > of Griefs; bur like ill Spirits 
It promis d fair, Al it had drawn me in, 1 | 5 
And then berray'& me to Damnation. * | "4 ” 
Dian. There's ſomething in diſorder in his Soul, 2 | 


1 


. Enter Sir Timothy, Sham and Sharp, in Maſ querade. | 
Sir Tim, The Rogue is married, and I am ſo pleas'd I can — 
forgive him our laſt Night's 92 Prethee Sharp, if thou 1 
canſt learn that young Thing's Name, tis a pretty airy Rogue, "ml 
whilſt I go talk to her. | ©. 
Sharp. I will, Sir, I will, Cone goes to take ou a Lag. 
Char. Nay, Madam, you muſt Dance. Dance. _ 
** I hope you will not call it Rudeneſs, Madam, if 7 refuſe 
you here. |, 
The Lady that danc d goes to take out the Bridegroom. After Ks. 
the Dance ſhe takes out Sir Timothy, they walk fo © 6 | 
Courant. 
Am I ſtill Tame and Patient with my ills? 
Gods! what is Man? that he can live and hare, 
Yer know his Power to rid himſelf of Grief; 
i wilf not Live, or if my Deſtiny | 
Compel me to'r1t ſhall be worſe than dying. 
Enter Page with a Table Bool, 
Bell. What's this ? | 
Fag. The Anſwer of a Letter, Sir, you ſent the divine Ce 
linda; for ſo it was directe. 
Bell—Hah—Celinda—in my Crowd of Thoughts 
I had forgot I ſent—come nearer Boy 
What did ſhe ſay to the Did ſhe not ſmile / 
And uſe thee wich Contempr and Seorn— tell me. 
Pag. How Scorn, Sir! 


1 3 5 42 De Town-Fopp, Or, 
| A3 7 5 Bell. —or ſhe was angry call d me perjur d Villain 


Falſe, and forſworn nah, tell me truth. 
Pag. How, Sir? . 


: 


. ; N * . Thou doſt delay 50. ſne did, and e | 


5 Fax. Sir! 


1 i # ſend me 
F Tou have it, Sir, there's in the Table nook . 
4 1555 air Ae e %s 
N 2 forgive me, BO take Breath my: Soul, 
1 Before thou do ſt begin; for tur. perhaps may de 


To leave _ none when thou haſt ended i ip? nt 


4 | 5 L E T T E R. 

| 1 "i Have took i in the Poyſon which you ſent, in thoſe of 4 
Fatal Words=— Forgrue me, my. Celia, I am © — 

| 3 I Was thus you faid And I have only Life to n. | 

1 


n me n * l am dead, 
G E L IND 1 


In my Creation deſtin'd for all Miſchief, 
Ao commit Rapes, and Murders, to break V 
2 LON Fools do Jefts =» we + 
1 ome hither, 8 y :? 8 i 
And faid the 15 nothing to FORT 3 
il 15h Pag. oe the read the Letter ask d your Health | 1 * 
And oy diſperſt it ſelf; in Bluſnes thro? her Cheeks. 
| Bell. Her Beauty makes the very Boy ae K-12 
Pag. And having tead ir, | t 
che Key her Tablets from her pocket, 3 
. © And Trembling—Writ,what I have broughr you, Sir. 
Bel. Tho Ibefore had loaded up my Soul 
with Si t wou d have weigh'd down any other, 
IJ Tet this oe more ir bears, this Sin of Murder. 
And holds out ſtill What have I more to do, 
x PULSES plung d in Blood, to wade it through. 
Enter Friendlove in Maſquerade. 
Friend. There ſtands the Traytor, with a ie 
That Traytor, who the eafier to deceive me, 
Betray d my Siſter; yet till I came and ſaw - 
Are Rene, 1 e not give a Faith tor. 


ARE and reads, | 


ca [hear this, and 1 a 7! EY W . 


P " Betl. A 5b. we, her anſoeer, Raſtal | aig the | 


Jo cruel kind. 3 


* » 
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Ey Heaven, Diana Loves him, nay Dotes on HY | 
1 find it in her Eyes, all languiſhing 
They feed the Fire in his, arm'd with a double Rage, 
1 I ſhall go chrough with my Revenge. 

Sir Tim. Fair Maid 

Phil, Hou do you know that, Sir? 

Sir Tim, I ſee yare Fair, and I gueſs you're a Maid. 

Phil. Your Gueſs is bette; than your Eye-ſighe, Sir. 


Sir Tim, What e're you are, by Fortune, I zvith 2 would 5 


rmit me to love you with all Faults. 

Phil. Lou? Pray who are you? « 

Sir Tim, A Man Gentleqmati———and more, a ;Kojehz20o, 
by Fortune. 

Phil. Then twas not by Merit Sir But how ſhall 1 
know you are either of theſe? · | 
Sir Tiff, That Pm a Man, the Effects of my vigorous Flame 
ſhall prove Fentleman, my Coat of Arms ſhall * 

and I Fa the Kings Patent for my Title. 
Phil. For the firſt you may thank your Youth, for the nexc 
your Father, ar che laſt y Money. 
Sir Tim, By Fortune, I love hee for thy derne. 
Phil. Is it poſſible you can love at all? : 
Sir Im. As much as I dare. 
Phil. How do ye mean? 7 
5ir Tim. Not to be laught at; tis not the Mode to "Diva 
nuch: A platoniek Fopp, I have heard of, but this is an Aze 
meer Enjoyment, and little Love goes to that; we have 
und it Mcommode, and loſs ot time, to make long Ad⸗ 


lreſſes. | 
| Enter Celinda like a Boy. | 

Phil. I nnd, Sir, you and I ſhall never agree upon this ner 
But ſee here's more Company. 

Cel. Oh Heaven! S: rrue, theſe Eyes confirm my Fate, | 
Loader he is—ahd that fair ſplendid Thing, W 
That gazes on him ſuch kind Defire, 

Is my Weſt Rival Oh he is married. 
—Gcds! And yet you let him live: 
Live roo with all his Charms, as fine and gay, 
As if you mggnt he ſhou'd undo all cafie Mas, * 
And kill 'erWor their Sin of loving him- 2 
Wretched Celinda / . 
Bur I muſt turn my Eyes from ISoking c on; | 
The fatal Triumphs of my Death—Which of all theſe 
* Brother? Oh this is he; I know him 9 
by the Habir, he ſent for to che Flay-Hauſe. 
And hither KR, dome in Maſguerade, 


- 


on 
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Hiend. Who art thou, chat thus fondly guard'ſt his Heart? 
2 I To Celinda, And 
| — 7 let me meet it. 
Cel. That thou may ſt do through mine, but no way elſe. ca 
Hiend. Here are too many to Encounter, and III deter my ure 


ol I know. wich 5 Deſig a my Bellmour, | | - 
At ' Whom tho*he-killme, I muſt ſtill pr _—_ | 3 
4 Whilſt I, loſt in deſpair, thus as a Boy 14 tone 2340 Ma 
o will ſeek a Death from any welcomed? in 
= Sꝛince I want Courage, to perform he rice... | | 
4 1 i | Enter one and dances al Entry, and a Fige at the end on t. * 
| =. Lords Enough, enough ar this time, let's ſee the Bride to , 
177 £ 9 bed, the Bridegroom thinks it long. + 
{þ E FM pi gon. Hell! Gan Þ endure to hear all this with Patience ? ? 
a e depart with Lito enjoy my Ri ; 1 
= And to deprive my Siſter of her ue og | a7 
1 eee. reſien © Wer" 5 4; - at % 
b, 4 Thar Virgi n. , 2 or 5 | y 
Wl N Bell Who art thou, char dar'ſ 75 1 e to ENT thats ( 
ere? ous) 
_ 4 Friend. This Sword ſhall anſwer \ 5e. ; [ Draws, . 
11 — Bell. Tho' I Fon Ipare my Lite, an not ö robb'd ont. 5 f 
"1! 7 | | Draws, 
. Dian. Oh my enk Bellmour ! © 0 . 
| | | LA. draw on Bellmour's ſide.— Diana bold; 3 Ce- 
« i £: linda runs between tbeir Swords, and defends Bellmour; a 
i. Sir Tim. Sham and Sharp draw, and run into ſeveral 
14 Corners, with ſigns of Fear. B 
114 8 Ven eance. 6 
( \_F 5 5 Char. Stay Sir, we muſt not part ſo | Mes Had 
l oF [Ex. Drawing at the ſame Door, that Sit Tim. ſneaking out at, , . 
18 Come back I ſay. [ ulls in WD Tim. 8 
Slave! Doſt thou cremble ? 0 (Ta 
[ Sir Tim. Sir, Tm nor the Man you look fg" A 
| By Fortune, Sham, we're all undone!» Leſt 
| He has miſtook me for the ighcing E Fellow. _— 


Char. Villain, defend thy Life! 
Sr Tim. Who, I Sir? I have no quarrel to you, nor no 8e 
Man breathing, not I, by Fortune. — 
Cel. This Coward cannot be my Brother ! [ Aide, 

Cha. What made thee draw upon my Brother? 

Sir Tim, Who, I Sir? by Fortune I love bim —— I dnn dem 
upon him! 2 
Cbar. I do not Jocker thou canſt lie, for thour᷑t a Coward! | Hoſp 
Diaſt no thou draw upon him? * not thy Sword yet out? * Jou. 
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Sir Timothy Tawdrey. 345 
pid 7 not fee thee fiercè, and active too, as if thou hadſt 
dar d? | | 

Sir Tim. Why he's, gone, Sir; a Pox of all Miſtakes, and 
Maſqueradings I ſay -this was your Plot, Sham, 

Char, Coward | Shew then thy Face. 

Sir Tim. PIl be hang'd firſt, by Fortune; for then *cwill be 
plain cas I, becauſe I challeng'd Bell mour laſt Night, and broke 
my Aſſignation this —— 4 [ Aſide. 

Char. Shew thy Face without delay, or 

Sir Tim, My Face, Sir, I proteſt, by Fortune, tis not worth 
ſeeing. ved 


Char. Then Sirrah, you are worth a kickin — take 
that——and that— | [ Kicks him. 
Sir Tim. How Sir ? How ? | 
Cher. So Sir, ſo [ Kicks him again. 


Sir Tim. Have a care Sir by Fortune, I ſhall fight with 

2 little more. | | 
Char. Take that to raiſe you. [ tribes him. 

Sir Tim. Nay then I am angry, and I dare fight. 

| They fight out. 

Lord, Go, Ladies, ſee the Bride to her Chamber. 


| [ Ex. Women, 
Bell. The Knight, Sir Timothy Tawarey ; 
Ihe Raſcal miſt me at the appointed place, 
And comes to attack me here? | turns to Cel. 
Brave Youth ! I know not how 
came to merit this Relief from thee. 
Sure thou'rrt a Stranger to me, thou'rt ſo kind. 

Cel. Sir, believe thoſe happy ones that know you 
Had been far kinder, but I'm indeed a Stranger. 

Bell. May'ſt thou be ever ſo, to one ſo wretched; 

Iwill not ask thy Name, leſt knowing it, 
(I am ſuch a Monſter ) I ſhould ruine thee. 

Cel. Oh how he melrs my Soul! I cannot ſtay, 

Leſt Grief, my Sex, my Bus'neſs ſhou'd betray. [ Aſide. 
Farewel Sir =— 
May you be happy in the Maid you love. Exit Cel. 

Bell. O doſt thou mock my Griets——by Heaven he did. 
—=—Stay Sir, he's gone. 

Enter Charles Bellmour. 

Char. The Rogue took Courage, when he ſaw there was no 
Remedy ; but there's no hurt done on either ſide. 

Lord. Tis fis ſuch as he ſhou'd be chaſtis d, that do abuſe 
Hoſpitaliry. Come, come, ro Bed, the Lady, Sir, expects 
you. ** i : 

Bell. Gentlemen, good Night, Eri. 
| N Nn ; Enter 
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5 46 The Town-Fopp ; Or, 
| Enter Diana, Scene à Bed-chamber. 
Dia. I long to know. the Cauſe of Bel/mour's Diſorder to 

Night, and here he comes. © hs 

Enter Bellmour, Lord, Charles, and the ref. 

Char. Shan t we ſee you laid, Brother ? 

Bell. Yes, in my Grave, dear Charles; 

But Il excuſe that Ceremony here. 

Char. Good Night, and no Reſt to you, Brother. 

2. Ex. all but Bellmour and Diana, 

Dis. Till now my Bellmour T wanted Opportunity 
To ask the Caufe, why on a joyful Day, 

When Heav'n has joyn'd us, by a ſacred Tye, 

Thou droopſt like early Flowers, with Winter ſtorms. 

Bell. Thou art that Winter ſtorm that nips my Bud, : 

All my young ſpringing Hopes, my gay Deſires, 

The proſpect of approaching Joys of Love, 

Thou in a hapleſs Minute haſt took from me, 

And in its room, LE 

Haſt given me an eternal Deſperation. 

Dia. Have ye then given me Vows Je can repent of ? 

Bell. T given ye Vows! be witneſs ye juſt Pow'rs! 

How far 1 was from giving any Vows ; 

No, no, Diana, I had none to give! 

Dia. No Vows to give! 

What were they which to the Holy Man 
Thou didſt repcat, when I was made all thine? 

Bell. The Effects of low Submiſſion! ſuch as Slaves 
Condemn d to die, yield to the angry Judge. 

Dia. Doſt thou not love me then? TE 
Bell. Love thee ! No, by Heaven? "Yet wiſh I were ſo hapy”, 
For thou art wondrous fair and wondrous good ! 

Dia. Oh what a Defeat is here! | 
The only Man, who from all Nature's ſtore, 

I found moſt charming, fit for my Deſires, 

And now after a thouſand Expectations, 

Such as all Maids that love like me do hope, 

uſt ready for the higheſt Joys of Love! | 
hen to be met thus cold nay worſe, with ſcorn. [ Afide. 

Why i1t:ce you could nor love me, did you marry me 
Bell. Becautc I was a Beaſt | a very Villain! 

That ſtak'd a wretched Fortune to all my Joys of Life, 

And like a prodigal Gameſter loſt chat all. 

Dia. How durſt you, Sir, knowing my Quality, 

Return me this falſe Pay, for Love ſo true? 

Was tins a Beauty, Sir, ro be neglected? 

Bell. Fair angry Maid, frown on, frown till you kill, 


” 


And 


* 
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And J ſhall dying bleſs thoſe Eyes that did fo. 

For ſhou'd I live, I ſhou'd deprive the happier World 

Of Treaſures, I am too wretched to potlefs. 

And were't not pity that vaſt ſtore of Beauty, 

Shou'd, like rich Fruit, die on the yielding Boughs. 
Dia. And are you then reſolved to be a Stranger to me ? 
Bell. For ever for a long Eternity? 
Dia. O thou'ft undone me then; haſt thou found out 

A Maid more fair, more worthy of thy Love? 

Look on me well, wt 
Bell. IJ have conſider'd thee, | 

And find no Blemiſh in thy Soul, or Form; 

Thou art all o're Divine, yet I muſt hate thee, 

Since thou haſt drawn me to a mortal Sin, 

That cannot he forgiven, by Men, or Heaven; 

—Oh chou haſt made me break a Vow, Diana, 

A ſacred ſolema Vow, | 

And made me wrong the ſweeteſt Innocence, 


Thar ever bleſt the Earth. 
Dian. Inſtead of cooling this augments my Fire, 
No Pain 1s like defeated, new defire. [ Aſide. 


'Tis falſe, or but to try my Conſtancy. 

Your Miſtreſs is not ſo divine as I, 

And ſhou'd I, gainſt himſelf believe the Man 

Who firſt 1 my Heart with Love's ſoft Flame! 
Bel. What Bliſs on me inſenſibly you throw, 

Id rather hear thee ſwear, thou art my Foe, 

And like ſome noble and romantick Maid 

With Poniards wou'd my ſtubborn Heart invade, 

And whilſt thou doſt the faithful Relique tear, 


In every Vein thoud'ſt find Celinda there. 


Dian. Come, Sir, you muſt forget Celinda's Charms, 
And reap Delights within my circling Arms, 
Delights that may your Errors undeceive, 

When you find Joys as great as ſhe can give. 

Bell, What do I hear is this the kind Relief 

Thou doſt allow to my Deſpair and Griet ? 

s this the Comfort that thou doſt impart 

To my all wounded, bleeding, dying Heart ? 

Were Iſo Brutal—cow'd thy Life comply 

To ſerve it ſelf with baſe Adultery ? 

For cou'd I love thee, cou'd I love again, 

Our Lives wou'd be but one continu d Sin; 

A Sin of that black die, a Sin ſo foul, _ 

Twou'd leave no Hopes of Heav'n for eithers Soul. 
Dia. Dull Man! Doft think a feeble yain Excuſe 
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548 The Town- Fopp ; Or, 

Shall ſatisſie me for this Night's abuſe ? V 

No, fince my Paſſion thou'ſt defeated thus, 

And robb'd me of my long with'd Happineſs, 

In make thee know what a wrong d Maid can do, 

Divided 'twixt her Love and Injuries too. it 
Bell. I dare thy worſt; OS. © 

Shou'd Hell aſſiſt thy aims, thou cou'dſt not find 


New Plagues, unleſs thou ſhou*dſt continue kind. * 
Hard Fate Diana, when thy Love muſt be N 
The greateſt Cure that can arrive to me. 80 
hat Friendſhip which our Infant Vears begun, a: 
And till this Day has ſtill continued on, in: 
I will preſerve, and my Reſpects ſhall be Dy Fa. er 
Profound, as what was ever paid by me, — ue 
But for my Love tis to Celinda due, 6 
And I can pay you none that's juſt and true. | Pj 
Dia. The reſt I'd have thee know I do deſpiſe, A 1 
- TI better underſtand my conquering Eyes; 
ThoſeEyes that ſhall revenge my Love and Shame, Ar 
III kill thy Reputation and thy Name. Exit, | 
Bel. My Honour! and my Reputation, now! | | 
They *. were forfeit, when Tbroke my Vow. Be 
Nor cou'd my Honour wich thy Fame decline, 
Whoe're prophanes thee, injures nought of mine. lie 
This Night upon the Couch my ſelf Tll lay, ; den 
And like Franc iſcans, let the enſuing Day b * 
Take care for all the Toils it brings: wich | 
Whatever Fate arrives, I can ſubmit. |, the 
Enter Celinda, dreſt as before. $f * 
Cel. Not one kind Wound to ſend me N Grave, . tun 
And yet between their angry Swords I fan, | tha 
Expetting it from Bellmour, or my Brother's - 1 ly « 
Oh my hard Fate! that gave me ſo much Miſery, - | 
And dealt no Courage to prevent the ſhock. . 
Why came I off alive, that fatal Place tun 
Where I beheld my Bellnour, in th* embrace 9þ9 | 
Of my extreamly fair, and lovely Rival; 8 
With what kind Care ſhe did prevent my m 
(Who greedy of the faſt fad parting —_— —_ 
I wcu'd have thrown about him, as if ſhe knew 
To what intent I made the paſſionate Offer. 
What have I next to do, but ſeck a Death .. s ; 
eee Wi eee Where. FP: 
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Where ever I can meet ii Who comes here ? 
| / [ Goes aſide. 
Enter Sir Timothy, Sham and Sharp, with Fidlers and By. 
Sir Tim. I believe this is the Bed-chamber Window where 
the Bride and the Bridegroom lies. 
Sham. Well, and what do you intend to do, if it be Sir? 
Sir Tim, Why firſt ſing a Bawdy Song, and then break the 
Windows, in Revenge for the Affront was put upon me to 
Night. | | 
, Faith, Sir, that's but a poor Revenge, and which 
every Footman may take of his Lady, who has turn'd him a- 


way for filching-—————You know, Sir, Windows are trail 
and will yield to the luſty Brickbats; *cis an Act below a Gen- 
tleman. | 


Sir Tim. That's all one, tis my Recreation; I ſery'd a 
Woman ſo the other Night, ro whom my Miſtreſs had a 
Pique. or IE Bain: 

Sham, Ay, Sir, tis a Revenge fit only for a Whore to take 
And the Affront you receiv'd to Night, was by miſtake. 

Sir Tim Miſtake ! how can that be“? | 

Sham. Why, Sir, did you not mind, that he that drew upon 
Bellmour, was in the ſame Dreſs with you? a 

Sir Tim. How ſhow'd his be like mine? | 

Sham. Why by the fame Chance, that yours was like 
his— I ſuppoſe ſending to the Play-houſe for them, as 

we did, they hapned to ſend him ſuch another Habit, for the 
have many ſuch for dancing Shepherds. PL 19 

Sir Tim. Well, I grant it a Miſtake, and that ſhall reprieve 
the Windows. ak | * 

1 Sharp. Then, Sir, you ſhew'd ſo much Courage that you may 
bleſs the Minute that forc'd you to fight: 

Sir Tim. Ay, but between you and I, twas well he kick'd me 
firſt, and made me angry, or I had been luſtily ſwing'd, by For- 
tune- but thanks to my Spleen that ſavd my Bones 
that bout but then I did well —hah! came brisk- 
ly off, and the reſt. E 

Sham. With Honour, Sir, I proteſt. | 

Sir Tim. Come then, we'll Serenade him. Come, Sirrah, 
tune your Pipes, and ſing. | 3 | > 0g 

Boy, What ſhall I fing, Sir? 


Sir Tim, Any thing ſutable to the Time and Place. 
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350 The Town-Fopy; Or, 
hz. 2 
| F Þ HE happy Minute's come, the Nymph is laid, 
Woo megns ng more to riſe a Maid, | 
Bluſbing, and panting, ſhe expects the Approac#: 
Of Foys that Hill with every touch: 
Nor can her Native Modefly and Shame 
.. Conceal the Ardour of her Virgin Blame. 
perth” 8 | 
And now the Amorous Touth is all undreſt, 
Fuſt ready for Lowes mighty Feaſt, ; 
With vigorous haſte the Vail aſide he throws, 


7 % 


That doth. all Heaven at once diſcloſe; | \ 


Swift as deſire, into her naked Arme 
Himſelf he throws, and rifles all her Charms. 


Good morrow Mr. Bellmour, and to your lovely Bride, long 

may you live, and love. | 
Enter Bellmour above. 
Bell. Who ist hast ſent that Curſe ? 
"Sir Tim. What a Pox is that Bel/mouy 2 The Rogue's ia cho- 
ler, the Bride has not pleas'd him. ; 
Bell. Dogs! Do you upbraid me? I'll be with you preſently, 
Sir Zim. Will you ſo——bur III not ſtay your coming. 
Cel. But you ſfiall Sir. Bell. Turn Villains ! | 
[Sir Tim, gc. offers 86 go off, Celinda ſteps forth, and draws, 
they draw, and ſet upon her. Enter Bellmour behind them: 
They turn, and Celinda fides with Bellmour, and fights, 
Enter Diana, Bellmour fights em out, and leaves Celinda 
breathleſs, leaning on her Sword. 15 | 

Dia. Tl ne er demand the cauſe of this diforder, |, 
But take this opportunity to flic 
To the next hands will cake me up-——who's here / 

Cel. Not yet, my ſullen Heart F 

Dia. Who's here? one wounded alas 

Cel. Tis not fo lucky but who art thou 
That doſt with ſo much pity ask? 

Dia. He ſeems a Gentleman handſome and 01400 
* a Aſide. 
Pray ask no Queſtions, Sir, but if you're what you ſeem, 

Give a Protection to an unhappy Mae. | 
ho not, reply, bur let us haſte away. 

Cel. Hah— What do I hear fure tis Diana. 
Madam, with haſte, and joy, III ſerve you. 
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ll carry her to my own Legg. 
fortune, in this, has done my Suff rings right, 
My Rival's in my Power, upon her Wedding. Night. 7 1. 
— eum. 
Enter Bellmour, Sir Tim. Sham, and Sharp. 

Sir Tim. Lord, Lord, that you ſhould not know your Friend 
and humble Servant, Tim. Tawarey But thou look ſt 
2; if thou hadſt not been a Bed yet. 

Bell. No more I have. | 

Sir Tim. Nay then thou loſeſt precious time, Tl not detain 
thee. | Offers to go. 

Bell. Thou art miftaken, I hate all Woman kind . 

Sir Tim, How, how! 

Bell. Above an Hour———-hark ye Knight I am as 
lewd, and as debancht as thou art. | : 

Sir Tim. What do you mean, ank? j 

Bell, To tell a Truth, which yet I never did. 
—— 1 | Whore, Drink, Game, Swear, Lye, Cheat, Rob, 
Pimp, Hector, All, All I do that's Vicious. | 

Sir Tim. Bleſs me! \ 

Bell. From ſuch a Villain, hah! 

Sir Tim. No, but that thou ſhould'ſt hide it all this while. 

Bell. Till I was married only, and now I can diſſemhle it no 
longer come lets to a Bawdy- Houſe. 

Sir Tim. A Bawdy-houfe / What already / 

This is the very quinteſſence of Lewdneſs. | 
—— Why I thought that I was wicked, but by Fortune, 
This daſhes mine quite ou. of Countcnance. 

Bell. Oh, thou'rt a puny Sinner — III teach thee Arts 
(ſo rare) of Sin, the leaſt of chem ſhall damn rhee. 

Sir Tim, By Fortune, Frank, I do not like theſe Arts, 

Bell. Then thou'rt a Fool—T'1l teach thee to he rich roo, 

Sir, Tim. Ay, that I like. 3 ; 

Bell. Look here, my Boys! [Aids up his li rieing hib 

The Writings of 3000 J. a Yeas. he takes out of his Pockets. 

All this I got by Perjury. _ | | 
Sir Tim. By Fortune, à thriving Sin. 2 
Bell, And we will live in Sin while this holds out, 


2 2 


And then to my cold Home—»—Come let's be gone. 
0 that I neer might ſee the Riſing Sun. 
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peer Celinda ts fee fi reid i in'a Chair Diana 
in anther, who ſings. 007 MF 
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Elinda, who did Love diſdain, 3 

| For whom bad languiſp d 22 a «Swain, 
e Leading her bleating Flocks to drin 

ay She ſpy d upon the Rivers brink. dere 
Aub, "whoſe Eyes did well declare , 
How much he loud, but lee not ber. 4 
' ; II. A 
At firſt ſhe laugh'd, but gax d the while, | 
And ſoon it leſſen'd to a Smile; 7 ab. 
I Thence to ſurpriſe, and wonder came, * 
Hler Breaſt to heave, ber Heart to re; 
Then cry d ſhe out, Ah now I probe 
Thou er vb. Almighty Love. 

. 7 | III. 115 | N 
. She wou a have ſpoke, but Shame dery'd, 8 
5 g bad her oſt Cade he Pride; F 2 TY 

3 But ſoon ſhe Str that Aid was gone, , 
4 Mz 1:34 


23F e Love, alas! had left ber ,ꝶũ.. 
= BE Oh how ſhe burns N 44 
= - . Fer in his Hes, he reads her NES. 


l Cel. oh how. numerous are her 88 55 
==  —— How ſhall I pay this en Condeſcenſion: 4 
_ Fair lovely Maid 
_ - | Dia. Why do you flatter, Sir? : | 
Cel. To fay you're lovely, by your ſelf I do not, 
Tm young, and have not much . 
Yer Tll eſteem my Judgment, ſince it knows + 
Where my Devotions ſhoud be juſtly paid. 
— But Madam, may y I not yet expect 
Jo hear the Story, you fo lately promis d me. 
Dia. I owe much to your Goodneſs, Sir but 
Cel. I am too young you think, to hear a Secret; 
Can I want Senſe to pity your — 
Ot Paſſion to incite me wo revenge em 4 
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Sir Timothy Tawdrey. 
Dia. Oh would he were in earneſt! | 
Cel. She's fond of me, and I muſt blow char fame, 
Do any thing to make her hate my Bellmour, © : 
Bur Madam, Pm impatient for your Story, . g 
That after that, you m expect my Service. 2 
Dia. The Treatment you this Night have given a " diſtreſſed 


Maid, enough obliges me; nor need I tell you, Um nobly born! 
ſomerhing gi. 0 my Dreks my Looks and Mien, will gebe 
leſs do me reaſon. | 

Cel. Sufficientl/ ———— 

Dia. bug Family where I was Educared, a Tou af 
my own A Auna too, I chanc d to fall in Love vi 
but with a Paſſion, my Pride ſtill got the better of, and he, I 
thought, repaid my young Defires : But Baſhfulneſs* ori 1 
part, did what Pride had done on mine, and kept his too cyn- 
ceald At laſt my Uncle, who had the ablolure Domini: 
on of us hoth, thought good ro marry us together. 

Cel. Puniſh him, Heav'n, for a Sin fo pew! * 14] 
Aud are you Married then? I. 6 
Dia. Why is tflere Terror in that Word? DUEL 
Cel. B all that 's Sacred, cis a Word that kills me, ; 

Oh ſay thou art not; Be, - 
And I, thus low will fall, and pay thee Thanks, [ag 


Dia. You'll wiſh indeed I were not, When you Eno 
How very, very wretched it has made me. 
Cel. Shou d you be telling me a Tale all day, 
Such as would melt a Heart that ne'er could love, - - ++ 
Twould nor increafe my Reaſon for the wiſh en 
Thar I had dy'd ere knoivn you had been married, - 
Dia. So many foft Words from my Bellmous mouth 
Had made me mad with Joy, and next to that, 
I wiſh to hear em from this Youth ; 
If «hey be real, how T ſhall be reveng'd! [+ | 
—Bur why at my beigg married ſhonld you figh? ? 
Cel. Becauſe I love is that a Wonder, Madam? | 
Have you not Charms ſufficient at firſt fight” | 
To wound a Heart tender and young as mine? 
Are you not 2 * air— oh there's my Grief— e 
Since you muſt be anothers. 8 
Dia. Pray hear me dut, and if — loye me aſter, 
Perhaps you may not. think your felt un happy 
When Night was come, the Jong'd for Nele and all 
Retir d to give us ſilent Room for Jo 
Cel. Oh I can hear no rodent eav'a I cannot, 


—Here—ſtab nie to the ent let out my Lite, 
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I cannot live, and heww what follow d next. 
Dian. Pray hear me, Sir ; 
Cel. Oh you will tell me he was kind 


5 | Yes, yes—oh God—were not his balmy Rifles, | 4 | | ; 


Sweerer than Incence offer'd up to Heaven ? 
Did not his Arms, ſofter. and whiter far 
Than thoſe of ove's rransform'd to Wings of Swans, 


_ * Greedily claſp thee round——oh quickly ſpeak, | 
'Whilſt thy file riſing Boſom met ach his; 4 
And then —0h— then — | „ Ys 


| Dian. Alas Siri Whar's the matter fit down a v 
Cel. Now—l am well—pardon me, love! Yoga 
IF 7 betray a Paſſion, Pmtoo young 
Tove learnt the Art 85 hiding; | 
»—>7 cannot hear you ſay that he was kind. * 
Dian. Kind, yes, às Blaſts to Flow'rs, or early Fruit; 
All gay I met him full of youthful hear, 
Bur like a damp, he daſhr 1 my kindled Flame, 
And all his Reaſon was he lov'd anon, 
A Maid hecall'd Celinda. | 1 
Cel. Oh bleſſed Man! . 
Dian. How, Sir? 
Cel. To leave thee free; to leave has 15 a Virgin - 
Dian. Ves, I have vod he never ſhall poſſeſs me. 
Cel. Oh how you bleſs me. but . ſtill are wart, 
And whilſt 2. are ſo I mu uiſh | 
Dig. Oh how his ſoftneſs moves ma! [At. 
ut can all this Biſorder ſpring from here e 
Cel. Or may I {til} prove wretched. * 
Dian. And can you think there are no ways ths 
For me to gratifie that Love? „ 
What ways am T conſtrain” d to uſe to work out my NN ? 
| Ide. 


* 5 


Cel. Bom mean you, Madam? 1 
Dian. Without a Miracle, lock on my E — 


And Beauty hi you ſay can kindle Fires, 


dhe that can give may too retain defires. 
Cel. She'll raviſh me let me not underſtand you. J 


Dian. Lock on my Wrong nord 
Wrongs that would melt a frozen Chaſtity, | 


That a Religious Vow had made to Heaven. «Lv 
— next ſurvey thy own Perfections, 5 
Cel. Hai 


Dian, Art thou fo oung, thou cauſt nor hens 8 me ? 
f- baſhtul Boy, haſt 


Hou che Power i co mPye, 
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And yet not know the Ens neſs of thy Love? <6 
Cel. How in an iuſtant thou haft child row" Blood, | 
And made me know no Woman can be good 
Tis Sin enough to yĩeld - but thus to ſue 
Heavn tis my Buſineſs—and not meant for you, 

Dian. How little Love is underſtood by thee, 
Tis Cuſtom, and not Paſſion you purſue; 
Becauſe Enjoyment firſt was nam d by me, 
It does deſtroy, what ſhou'd your Flame renew ; 
My eaſie yielding does your Fire abaze,  * 
And mine, as much your tedious Courtſhip hate. 
Tell Heaven you will hereafter ſacrifice, | 
And fee How that will pleaſe the Deities; __ o 
The ready Victim, is the nobleſt war | 

Your Zeal and Obligations too, to pay. og 
Cel. Trhink the Gods wou'd hardly be ador'd, 
If they their Bleſſing ſhou'd, unaskt, afford; 
And I that Beauty can no more admire; 
Whene te I ſue, can yield co my Deſire. 

Dian. Dull Youth, Farewel; | 
For ſince tis my Revenge that I purſue, | 
Leſs Beauty and more Man, as well may do. [Offers go ge. 


Enter Friendlove diſguis'd, as one from a Can. 


Cel. Madam, you muſt not go with this Miſtake. { 21d her, 
Fiend. Celinda has infarm'd me true tis he——— 
Gogd morrow Brother, what ſo early at your Devotions ? 
el. O my Brother's come, and luckily zelieves me. ¶ Aſide. 
Friend. Your Oraizons are made to a fair Saint. | 
Pray, Sir, what Lady's thar? _ 
Or is it blaſphemy to repeat her Name:? 
—By my bright Arms, ſhe's fair With what a charming 
Fierceneſs, ſhe charges through my Body to my Heart. 
———Death ! how her glittering ons Give Fire, and wound! 
And have already piere d my "wy | | 
May I approach her Brot 


o 
- 2 


J 


I ; 
| er ? EE 
Cel. Yes, if you dare, there's Danger in it tho', 
She has Charn® that will bewitch you. | 


I dare not ſtand their Miſchief. % [Exit. 
Friend, —Lady—l am a Soldier - yet in my gentleſt Terms 
I humbly to kiſs Your lovely Hands — ; 


———Death ! there's Magick in the Touch. 

Ey Heaven, you carry an Artillery in every part. 

Dian. This is a Man indeed fit for my purpoſe. [ Aide. 
Friend. Nay, do not view me, I am no ſoyely object. f 


TH 3 Lan Hate him; 


* N 15 * 
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Tam a Man bred up ta Noiſe and War, 
And know not how to dreſs my Looks in Smiles ; 
Yer truſt me, fair one, I can love and ſerve 
As well as an Endymion, or Adonis, PORT. 
Wou'd you were willing to permir that Service. 
Dian. Why, Sir What cou'd you do? 
Friend. W y—] cod die for you. 
Dian. 1 need the Service of the living, Sir. 
But do you love me, Sir ? 
 - Friend. Or let me periſh,flying from a ſingle Enemy, 
I am a Gentleman, and may pretend to love yo 
And what you can command, I can perform. 
* Dian. Take heed Sir what you ſay, for Tm in earneſt. 
Friend. e me any thing that's juſt and brave; 
— _ Y . Gs, yes tis done. 
w not what you call juſt, or brave, 
Bur * thoſe whom I do the Honour to command, 
Muft not capitulate. 
Friend. Ler him be blaſted with the Name of e 
That dares diſpute yo ger Orders. | 


Dian. Dare you fight for me: 
tis my Trade to fight. 


- Friend. With a whole Army; 
Dian. Nay, *cis but a ſingle Man, 
Friend. Name him. | . 
Dian. Bellmour. ; 
Friend, Of Torkfhire 2——Compeion to young Friendlovs, 
that came lately from Italy ? 
Dian. Yes, do 750 A 2 
Friend. I do, who has oft ſpoke of Bellmour; 4 
We travel d into rah together But Ds I hear, ' 
He fell in Love with a faic cruel Maid, ! a 258% 
For whom he languiſhes, © | 
Dian. Heard you Her Name? 
Friend. Diana, rich in Beauty, as in Fortune. | 
Wou'd ſhe had leſs of both, and*more of Pity. - 
And that I knew not how to wiſh, till now _ 7. 
That I became a Lover, perhaps? as unſucceſsful. 
Dian. I knew my Beauty had a thouſand Darts, 
But knew not they cou'd ſtrike ſo quick and home. 
Let your good Wiſhes for your Friend alone, 
. Leſt he being happy, you ſhov'd be yndone, | 
For he and you cannot be bleſt ar once. 
Hiend. How, Madam? — 
Dian. I am chat Maid he loves, and who hates hin. 


Cal. 
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Dian. To death, | | | 
Friend, Oh me unhappy. _ 1 [Afide. _ 
Dian. He ſighs and turns away am I again defeated? 
Surely I am not fair, or Man's inſenſible. , 
Friend. She knows me not | 


4 


And 'twas diſcreetly done to change my Shape ; 


For Woman is a ſtrange Fantaſtick Creature; I 2 | 


And where before, I cou'd not gain a Smile, 

Thus I may win her Heart. 222 3 

—Say, Madam, can you love a Man that dies for you! wen” 
Dia. The way to gain me, is to fight with Bel/mour. 2 


Tell him from me you come, the wrong q Diana. 20 


Tell him y'ave an Intereſt in my Heart 
Equal to that which Pye made in yours. 
Friend. T11do'r; Iwill not ask your Reaſon, but obey. 
Swear ere I go, that when I have perform'd it, 
You'll render me Poſſeſſion of your Heart. | "Ty 
Dia. By all the Vows that Heaven tyes Hearts together with, 
ru be entirely yours. 5 | 
Friend, And I'll not be that conſcientious Fool 
To ſtop at Bleſſings cauſe they are nor lawful, 
Bur take em up, when Heaven has thrown em d 
Without the leave of a Religious Ceremony. [Aſede. 
Madam, this Houſe, which I am Maſter of, - | 
You ſhall command; whilſt 1go ſeek this Bellmour. 
? Dian. But ere you go, I muſt inform you why 
do purſue him with my juſt Revenge. 
Friend, I will attend, and hear impatiently. 


SCENE, a Bawdy-Hoyſe. * 
Enter Mrs. Driver and Betty Flauntit. | 


Haunt. Driver, prictiee call tor a Glaſs, chat I may ſet my 
felt in order, before I go up, for really my Knight has not 
a home all this Night, and Tam fo confus'd—— * 

© Enter one with 4 Glaſs, and twoWenches. 
LorgaMrs. Driver, I wonder you ſhou'd ſend for me, when o- 
ther en are in Company; you know, of all things in the 
World, I hate Whores, they, are the pratingſt lewdeſt poor 
Creatures in Nature; and 1 wou'd nor, for any thing, Sir Ti- 
= 1 know that I keep Company, twerg enough to 
ole him. Nu 8 

Mrs. Driv. Truly Mrs. Flamrtit, this young Squire that you 

= dee 
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were ſent to ſor, has two or three Perſons more wich him the 
muſt be accommodated too. 2 2 
Haunt. Driver, tho I do recreate my ſelſ a little ſometimes, 
yet you know 7 value my ay Pau and Honour, 
Jenny. Mrs. Driver, AY ou'd you ſend for us where Haun- 
;#15 ? A ſtinking proud Flirt, who, becauſe ſhe has a tawdry 
tticoat, I warrant you, will think her ſelf fo mnch above 
us, when if ſhe were ſet out in her own natural Colours, and 
ber Original Garments, wou'd be much below us in Beauty. 
*Mrs. Driv. Look ye, Mrs. Jenny, I know you, and 7 
Nrs.. Fauntit ; bur tis not Beauty or Wit that takes now-a-days; 
the Age is alter d finge I took upon me this gentile Occupati- 
on, but tis a fine Petticoat, right Points, and clean Garments, 
that does me Credit, and takes the Gallant, tho* on a ſtale ha 
Woman: And again, Mrs. Jenn, ſhe's kept, and Men love as | 
much for Malice, as for Leachery, as they call it. Oh tis a | 
great Mover to Joy, as they ſay, to have a Woman thats * 


kept. | SET AF 8T i 
12 Well! Be it ſo, we may arrive to that excellent Degree Nie 
of Cracking, to be kept too one day. ly 
Mrs. Drie, Well, well, get your ſelves in order to go up to | 
the Gentlemen. hs US" 2 = 
Faint. Driver, what art thou talking to theſe poor Crea- y 
- tures ? Lord, how they ſtink of Paint and Pox, faugh 
Mrs. Driv. They were only e that you tliat were Ap] 
kept, ſhou'd intrude upon the Privileges f the Commoners. 
Flaunt. Lord, they think there are fuch Joys in Keepi 


tl 


when J vow Driver, (after a while, a'M3ſs has as painful a: 7 
as a Wife; our Men drink, ſtay out late, and W ore, like any 2. f 


Husbands. | 

Deu. But 7 hope in the Lord, Mrs. Haumtit, yours is no 

tack Man; I never ſaw him, but I hear he's under decent Cor- brea 
rection. | * 
Hunt. Thou art miſtaken, Driver, I can Teep him within 
no moderate Bounds without Blows ; but for his filthy Cuſtom 
of Wenching, Thave almoſt broke him of that- bur 
prithee, Driver, who are theſe Gentlemen? _ 
Dv. Truly, I know not; but they are young, and fine as 

Princes.;-two. of em were diſguis d in masking Ha ANG: 
bur they have ſent em away this Morning, and they are free 
as Emperor one ot em has'loſt a Thouſand Pound at 
| Play, and never 2 at it; ones a Knight, and beer e his 
Courage is cod, for he has ferreted my Maids over and over 
to Night nt tis the fine, young, handſom Squire that 7 
deſign you for. * * £7.24) ; 4 3 * 


_- * Sir Timothy Tawdrey. 
| Faunt. No matter for his Handſomneſs, let me have him 
that has moſt Money, - {+ LE. 


SCENE A Chamber, a Table with Box and Dice. 
- Enter Bellmour, Sir Timothy, Sham and Sharp: 

Bell. Damn it, give us more Wine, pn 5 
Where ſtands the Box and Dice Why Sham. n 

Sham. Faith, Sir, your Luck's ſo bad, I han't the Conſcience 
to play lon er Sir T; imothy and you play off a hundred Gui- 
neys, and ſee if Luck will turn. Sa Pre 

Beil. Do 575 take me for a Countrey Squire, whoſe Repu - 


2 


tation will be crackt at the loſs of a petty Thouſand ? you 
have my Note for t ro my Goldſmith, | . 
. Sham. "Tis ſufficient if it were for ten thouſand. 

Bell. Why Sir Timothy——Pox on't thou'rt dull, we are not 


half debaucht and .lewd enough, give us more Wine. 

Sir Tim. Faith Frank, I'm a little maukiſh with ſitting up all 
Night, and want a Imall refreſhment this Morning=——. Did 
we not ſend for Whores ? A A 

Bell. No, Iam not in humour for a Wench 
By Heaven I hate the Sex. N 
All but divine Celind a, * 

Appears ſtrange Monſters to my Eyes and Thoughts. 

Sir Tim. What art Italianiz d, and loveſt thy own Sex? = 

Bell. Im for any thing that's out of the common Road of 
Sin, I love a Man that will be damn d for ſomething / to ere 
by flow degrees to Hell, as if he were afraid the World ſhou'd 
ſee which way he — _ itz dis me a Conventickler 
No, give me a Man, who to be certain ofs Damnation, will 
— ſolemn Vow to a Contracted Made. 

Sir Tim. Ha, ha, ha, I thought thou woud'ſt have ſaid at 
feaſt had murder'd his Father, or raviſh'd his Mother 
wy a Vow, quoth ye by Fortune, I have broke'a thou- 

| | . 

Bell. Well ſaid my Boy / A Man of Honour! And will be 

ready whene*er the Devil calls for thee=—S0——ho 


wm » 7 ww t»* 


£1 


5 oo 


|. 


q more Wine, more Wine, and Dice. . 
5 Enter a'Seruant with Dice and Hine. 

is come, Sir, let me—— . — [Throws and loſet. 
er Sir Tim. What will you ſet me, Sir? | 
1. Bell, Cater-Tray—a hundred Guineas—oh dam the Dice 
dis mige—come, a full Glaſs—Damnation ro my Uncle. 
EEE 
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Sir Tim. Fy Fortune, I'll do thee reaſon—give me the Glaf: 


ind Sham, to thee—Confuſion to the muſty Lord. by 
Bell. So—now I'm like my ſelf, prophanely wicked. ou 
A little room for life but ſuch a life 11 


As Hell it ſelf ſhall wonder at Tll have a care | 
To do no one good deed in the whole courſe ont, | 
Left that ſhou'd ſave my Soul in ſpice of Vow-breachi, | 
AI will nor die — chat Peace my Sins deſerve not. 
Vt live, and let my Tyrant Uncle ſee 
The ſad effects of Perjury, and forc'd: n 
rurely the Pow'rs above enyy'd my Bliſs, 
Marrying Celinda, I had been an Angel: HRT 
-So truly bleſt, and good. | Weep, 
Sir Tim. Why how now, Frank—— by Fortune the ogue 
15 Maudlin So, ho, ho, fo ho. 
Bell. The matter? 
- Sir Tim. Oh art awgke—— What a Devil 5ſt thou, Frank ? 
Bell. A Wench, or any thing come, lets drink a round, 
... Sham, They're come as wiſhr for. | 
— Enter Flauntit, Driver, Doll and Jenny mash. 
Bell. Oh Damn em! What ſhall I do ? 
Vet it would look like Virtue to avoid em. 
No, I muſt venture on—— Ladies, yare welcom. 

Sir Tim. How the Wemen?——Hold, hold, Bellmour, let me 
chooſe too Come, come, unmask, and ſhew your pretty 
Faces. 

Haunt. How, Sir Timothy / What Devil ow'd me a ſpite. [ fide 

Sir Tim. Come , unmask , I ſay , a willing Wench would 

: have ſhew'd all in half this time. 
—- i Flaunt. Wou'd ſhe ſo, Impudence! {| Pulls off & her Mal. 
Sir Tim. How | my Betty / 
Hlaunt. This is the Trade you drive, you een Fopp, 
- when I fir ar home expecting you Night afrer Night. 
Sir Tim. Nay dear Betty / 

Flaunt. Tis here you ſpend char which moud buy me Pai 
and Petticoats, whif't ſt I go like no bodies Miſtreſs, I'd as bye 
be your Wife at this rate, ſo I had; and Pm in no ſmall dan. 

ger of getting the foul Diſeaſe by your Lewdneſs. 

Sir Tim. Victorious Betty, be merciful, and dor nor ruine my 
Reputation among Friends. 

Flaunt, Your Whores you mean, you Sort you. 
= Sir Tim, Nay, triumphant Betty, hear thy Timy. 
= 5 Haunt. My poor Nimy, Im u 8d barbaro y, and won t en 
4 | dure it. * 

| Sir Tim. T've won Money t to Night, Betty, to buy cher Wild, 
_ floaths——hum——hum——Wel ſaid Frank, towſe the li. Flay 
1 die Iles, they came for that purpoſe. Haut 
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Haut. The Devil confound him, What - Prize have I loſt 
by his being here — my Comfort is, he has not fund me 


out tho', but thinks. I came to look for him, and APY. 
I muſt diſemble. 


Bell. What's here? A Lady allin Tears! 
Sir Tim. An old Acquaintance of mine, that takes it un- 
kindly that I am for Change Betty, ſay ſo too, you know 


[can ſettle. noting till Im Marry d, and he can do it ſwin⸗ 
gingly, if we can but draw him in. 


Haunt. This 'mollifies ſomething, do this, and youll make 
your Peace; if not, you Rzſcal, your Ears ſhall pay for this 
Night's Lranſgreffion. 

a Sir Tim. Come hither, Hanh, is not this ane Creature! 
e Bell. By Heaven a very Devil! 


Sir Tim. Come, come, approach her, for if you'll have a 


Miſs, this has all the good Qualities of one——go, go—— 
Court her, thou art ſo baſhful——- - 
Ball. ] cannot frame my Tongue to fo much Blaſphemy, as 
tis co ſlay. kind things to her Il try my Heart cho— Fair 
Lady Damn her, ſhe is not ſair nor ſweet nor good 
dor — ſomerhing I muſt fay for a beginning. Come Lady— 
dry your Eyes. 7” 
This Man deſerves not all the Tears you ſhed. 
—So—ar laſt the Devil has got che better of me, 
And I am enter'd. - 
Haunt. You ſee, Sir, how miſerable we "Women are thar 
de, love you Men. 
ud Bell. How did you love him ! Love him axainſt his Will. 
Haut. S0 it ſeems, Sir 
is, Bell. Oh thou art wretched then indeed, no wonder, if he 
hate thee Does he not curſe thee ? Curſe thee till chou art 
damn d, as I do loſt Diana? [ Aſide. 
Flaunt. Curſe me! He were not beſt in my Hearing, 
let him do what he will behind my Back. 
What ails the Gentleman!—— _ 
Bell, Gods / Whatan odious thing meer Coupline is? 
A thing which every ſenſual Animal 
Can doas well as w t prithee tell me, 
e ml there nought elſe between the nobler Creatures? © 
Haunt. Not that I know of, Sir——Lord, he's very filly; or 
very innocent, I hope he has "his Maidenhead ; if ſo, and rich 
too, oh what a boory were this for me: : [4 de. 
i er: Bell. *Tis wondrous ſtrange, | 
Why was not I created like the reſt, 
the Wild, and inſenſible, to fancy all. 
ne lit Flaum. Come, Sir, _ muſt learn to be gay, to ſing, to 
Tau 00 dance, 
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dance, and talk of any thing, and fancy- any ching chars f in 
your way too. 

Bell. Oh I can towle, and ruffle, like any Leviathian when! 8 

begin Come prove my Vigor. N her. 
»  Flaint. Oh Lord, Sir! You tumble all my Garniture. P 
Bell. There's Gold to buy thee more———— — 

Haunt. Oh ſwer Sir ou d my Knigar were hang'd, 
fo I were well rid of him now Wee, I ſwear. you 
=” are the moſt agreeable perſon 
= - Bell. Am let us be more familiar then Pl 
=__— kiſs thy Hand, thy Breaſt, thy — 

Faint. All you pleaſe Sir= 0 
== Bell, A tractable Sinner! { Offers to kiſs her 
4 | Faugh——how ſhe ſmells had I approach d ſo near alu 
=_— Celinda, what a natural Fragancy had ſent it ſelf through all 
KF my raviſht Senſes!  - 2 
* Flaunt. The Man's exraſy d, ſure 7 ſhall rake him. [ Aſide. 
4 g Tome, Sir, you're ſad. 7 He 
Bell. As Angels fall'n frem the Divine abode, 
_ And now am. lighted: ona very Hell! 
=_ But this is not the way to thrive in wickedneſs. 
1 J muſt ruſt on * n fair * 
== Will you not ſne me ſome of your Arts of Love, 
' 5 For Lam very apt to learn of n 
ul | What is t I negotiate ftor———a Woman! 
Making a Bargain to poſſeſs a 9 
Oh never, never! | 
Hlaunt. The Man is in Love, that's certains I Was 
| faying, Sir 
Bell. Be gone Repentance ! | Thou needleſs pool, 
Which if 7 follow, canſt lead me to no Joys. 
Come tell 3 oo Price of all your Pleaſures. 
Sir Tim. ou Miſtreſs A but a Country Knight, ly 
im Yer I ond be oo glad of your farther Acquaintance, ; 
WW - | ry who may that Lady DO 181. 0 
1 p Driv. Who, Mrs. Hauntitt, Sir? | 
_ Sir Tim. I ſhe? She's rearing fine by . | 
= Driv. Fl afture you, Sir, ſhe's ke and! 15 a 28 Rart: 
= ty, bur to a Friend, or fo———. | 
VM Sir Tim. Hum——ke pray by whom 4 
= Drxiu. Why a filly Knight Sir, that» 
* Sir Tim. I, I, filly indeed a Pox upon her—— f 
Knight, you ſay 
Driv. Ay, Sir, one ſhe makes a very Aſs of. 
Sir Tim, Ay ſo ROW: on RG ſhe's kind, and will do reaſo 
| * for all him. 
. — 2 0 RY Div. T 
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Sh Timothy Tawdrey. 
Driv, To a Friend a Man of Qualiry——or fo. * 
Sir Tim, Ay, ſhe blinds the Knight, | 
Driy. Alas, Sir, eatily——he, poor Cully, thinks her a very 

Saine——but when ſhes out of the way, ſhe comes to me to 


pleaſure a Friend. | 
Sir Tim. But what if the Fool miſs her ? 
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Driv. She cries Whore firſt, brings him upon his Knees for 
her Fault, and a piece of Plate, or a new Petticoat, makes his 


Peace again. 


Sir Tim. Why lock you Miſtreſs, I am chat Fopp, that 


very filly Knight, and the reſt chat you ſpeak of. 
Driv. How Sir? then I'm undone, ſhe's the Upholder of my 
Calling, the very _w of my Function. . 
Sir Tim, Is ſhe ſo, een keep her to your ſelf then, Il have 
no more of her, by Fortune 1 humbly thank you for 
your Intelligence, and the reſt. Well—1 ſee there's not 
one honeſt Whore i'th' Nation, by Fortune 


Enter Charſes Bellmour, y. 1 
Heark ye Miſtreſs, what was your Bus ? 
Haunt. To meet a Rogue! 5 


Sir Tim. 'And I to meet a Whore, and now we are well met. 
_ How Sir? 1 n & 
Sir Tim. Nay, never be -x 8 d, for your Intrigues are dif- 
cover'd, the od Matron of the e (againft her Will) 


has done me that kindneſs you know how to live with- 


out your Keeper, and fo IIl leave you. 
aunt. You're too ſerviceable a Fool to be loſt fo. ¶Aſide. 
Bell. Who knows this bold Intruder? 


Char. How, Sir, am Ia Stranger to you! Bur 7 ſhou'd not 


wonder at i fince all your laſt Night's Actions betray d a ſtrange 
depravity of Senſe, - | 
i, I have ſought you long, and wiſh I had not found 
you yet, ſince both the Place and Company declare, how groſ- 
ly 2 difſembled Virrye all this while. 

ell. Take hence that prating Boy. 

Char. How Sir You are my elder Brother, yer I 
may be allow'd to do the Bus neſs that I came for, and from 
my Unele to demand your Wife. 

Bell. You may return, and tell him that ſhe's dead. 


Cbar. Dead / ſure, Sir, you Rave. Turns him aut. 
Bell. Indeed I do but yer ſhe's dead, they lay. 


Char. How came ſhe dead 


| Bell, Ikilłd her —ask no more, but leave me. 


Turns him about again. 
Char. Sir, this is Madman's Language, and not to be believed. 
Oo 2 Bel. Ga 
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Bell. Go to are a ſawcy Boy. ' 7 ds 
Char. Sir, Iman Boy — EY 
But yet can bear much from a Brother's Mouth, 
Y ave loſt your ſleep, pray, Sir, go hae and ſeek it. 
Bell. Home { I have ho Home, unleſs thou mean ſt my Grave, 
And thither I cou d wiſh thou woud'ꝰſt conduct me. Heep. 
| 3 Pray Heaven: this young virtuous Fellow dom t ſpoil 
ir, ſhall I ſend for a Scrivener to draw the Settlement 
you promis d me. N 4 | 
Bell. Do ſo, and T'll order him to get it ready. 
Char. A Settlement / On whom ? This Woman, Sir, 
Bell. Yes, on this Woman, Sir. \ F 
Char. Are youſtark mad?!——Know you where you are? 
Bell. Tes, in a Bawdy-houſe. + | 


Char. And this Woman, Sir. 3.44 
Bell. A very Whore——=4 tawdrey mercenary Whore / 


And what of this Ja. 

Cbar. Andean 3 her, Sir? | 
Bell. No, if I M wou'd nor gratific ner. 
Char. What, ist in Charity to keep her honeſt? 
_— OY 0 
Char. Is your Luft grown ſo high _ 8 
Bell. Take that | * 2 (Strikes him, 

For naming but ſo baſe a thing to me. AT gt 
Char. I wear a Sword, but not to draw on Mad-men, | 

But ſince y'are fo free, Sir, I demand that Fortune, which b 

my Father's Will, y are bount{ to pay the day after your Wet. 

ding-Day ; my Siſter's too · is due. xe ox. 
by, come hither »— who 


"of 


Bell. Ha, ha, ha, Sir Timot 
doſt think _— DE OE Wh 

Sir Tim. A Fidler perhaps—let him play in the nene Room. 
Bell. No, my Brother - come to So his Portion of me, 
hoy ſays I am in lewd Company, and like a Boy, he wou'd cor- 
rect me. , "© 
Sir Tim. Why this comes of idlenefs, thou ſhould'ſt have 
bound him Prentice in time, the Boy wou'd have made a good 
ſawey Taylor. a | | 

Char, Sirra, y are a Raſcal, whom I muſt thus chaſtiſe. 
| a RO: | Kicks him. 


, 


were 


Woe - A 2a 30 ——— — — 


4 © | v 
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were my old Maſter alive, this wou'd break his Heart: Oh, —_— . 
Sir, you've kill d your Brother. | "kd 
Bell. Why then his Portion's paid, Charles is wounded.  W1 
Sir Tim. How kilFd / Nay, tis time we departed then, and ; . 
ſniſted for our ſelves. [ Ex. Sir Tim. Sham and Sharp. . of 
- Truſt, Oh Sir, ſhall I ſend for a Chyrurgion. | '4 
Char. No, for a Coach rather, I am not wounded much. 
4% e . [ Ex. Truſty. 
Bell. How dar ſt thou truſt thy ſelt alone with me ?,. 
Char. Why ſhould I fear thee? * 2 
Bell. Becauſe I'm mad. . 
Mad as a Tygreſs rob'd of her dear Young. 
Char. What is t that makes you ſo ? 
Bell. My Uncle's Poliricks, Hell take hi & I . - 
Has ruin'd me, thou and my Siſter roo, | 
By Marrying me to a fair hated Maid, 9 
When Thad plighted all my Faith before. 


Etter Truly. 

Truft. Sir, here's a Coach. . N 
Char. Come, Brother, will you go home with me? 

Bell. Home f od, never to that place thou call ſt fo, 
If when Pm dead, thou would ſt behold thy Brother, 
And rake the laſt Adieu from his cold Lips: '. : $8 
(If thoſe fo perjur d can deſerve that kindneſs, ) 4 | 
Inquire for loſt Celinda,#at whoſe Feet 
Thou ſhalt behqld me fall'n a Sacrifice. 
Till then, III let miſtaken Parents know 
The miſchieſs chat enſue a broken Vow. Ex. [everally. 


Fortune, and to be interfupred by that virtuous! Brather of 


- eannot in Honour but forgive her. 


. TT 7 - * — 
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A CT V. SCE N E, Covent-Garden, 


Enter Betty Flauntir alone. 
| | Ci 


Ure I roſe the wrong way ro day, I have had ſuch dami d 
8 ill luck every way: Firſt, to be ſent for to ſuch a Man as 
this Bellmour, and, as the Devil wou'd have it, to find my 
Knight there; then to be juſt upon the Point of making my 


his; then to have 3 Quarrel happen, that (before I could whif. 
per him in the ro ſay ſo much as, Meet me here again. 
anon) forꝰd me to quit the Houſe, left the Conſtable, had 
done it for m then chat filly Bawd ſnou d diſcover all & my Y 
Cully ; if this be not ill Luck, the Devil's — But ful 
Driver muſt bring matters About, that I may ſee this liberal, mc 
Squire again But here comes my Noddy, I muſt pretend to 
be angry. * 3 5 e N 
Enter Sir Timothy, « _ © 0 ful 
Sir Tim. Lord, Lord, how ye look now, as if you had com- you 
mitted no Miſdemeanour : Alas, good Innocent, what cauſt 1 
thou ſay for thy ſelf, thou Renegado thou, for being falſe to my 
my Boſom, fay ? | MT © 
Hlaunt. Falſe to your Boſom! You fly impudent Sott you ye. 
who dares accuſe me ? | „ þ | 
Sir Tim. Een your truſty and well-beloved Friend Mrs. Dri- 
ver the Bawd. by 9 gg CET 
Flaunt. She! She's an impudent confounded Liar and Hu! 
becauſe ſhe wou d have your worſhipful Cuſtom—— ſcanda- W mo 


liz'd me, to breed a difference between us. | Im 


m " 


Sir Tim, I, if you could make me believe that indeed, Set 


when ſhe knew not, nor ever ſaw me all the Days of her Lite 


before. 3 | 
Hlaunt. I know that, Simpleton; but when I went to en- Oh 


-quire for you by your Name, and told her my Bus 'neſs, our A- « 


mours are not kept ſo ſecret, nor was ſhe ſagull, as not to un- gili 


derſtand how matters went between us. | of 


Sir Tim. Now tho' I know this to be a damn'd Lye, yet the Gol 
Devil has affiſted her ro make it look ſo like Truth, that! L 


Haunt. Forgive me. Who ſhould forgive you your de- it e 
bauch d Whoring and Drinking marry y had need ſo, yo ro 


** 


I. * 
1 


* 


are ſuch a Ruffler, at leaſt if yare every where as you are at 
home with me No, Sirrah, Ell never Bed with you 
more; here I live ſneaking without a Coach, or any thing to 


appear withal; when even thoſe that were ſcandalous two A- 


ges ago, can be ſeen in Hide-Park in their fine Chariots, as if 


chey had 8 it with a Maidenhead ; whilſt I, who keep 
* 


my ſelf inrirely for you, can get nothing but the Fragments of 
your Debauches Ill be damn'd before Pl! endure it. 


Sir Tim. Juſt as the Bawd ſaid, yet 1 am mollity'd— nay, 


dear Betty, forgive me, and Tl be very good for the future. 
Haunt. Will you ſwear to be fo ? 
Sir Tim. I, by Fortune, I will. . ‚ 


Haunt. Come, what will you give me then to be Friends? 


for you won Money laſt Night. N 
Sir Tim. Ay, that's it that appeafes her higheſt Storms 


here my Jege), here's a hundred Guineas to buy fine rhings. 


. Flaunt. Les, great ſtore of fine things indeed, with this piti- 
ful Sum; let me feel in your Pockets, and ſee if you have no 
more, 5 | [ She feels in his Pockets. 

Sir Tim. So, tcas well I laid by the reſt, my Peace had not 


been made under vey Rag ont elſe; and what I was pain- 
thi 


fully cheating for all this Night, would have been laid out at 


the Mercers and Lacemen in half an Hour Well, are 


- 


you ſarisfy'd I have no more? 


my 2. 2 | 

Sir Tim. No, I need not, you fink mine faſt enough, LA 

5 | : de. 
"Mae Well, get your. ſelf ready to go abroad with me. 

ge? | Exit Flaunt ä 

Sir. TIim. I have other Matters in hand—— now have I Four 
Hundred Guineas in Bank, which I won laſt Night of Bell- 
mour, which Pl make uſe of to debauch his Siſter, with whom 
Im damnably in Love, and long for the return of my two 
Setting-dogs, to bring me News of the Game. 


Enter Sham and Sharp, 


Oh are you come? n 
Sham, Ay, Sir, with News worth the hearing; I have been 
diligent, Sir, and got my ſelf acquainted wich the old Steward 
— _ Family, an avaririous Judas, that will betray for 
Sir Tim. And that we'll furniſh him with— his Maſter's 
Gold, Iike all other mortal things, muſt return from whence 
it came, 
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Haut. Have you ſunk none indeed, and indeed, my Tim- 


Q04 Sharp, 


_ — - 
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© Sharp. Not all, Sir, for Sham and I have diſpos'd of pare; 
Sir Tim. Indeed you are à little ſhabby. 

Sham. Ay, Sir, Fools were made to repair the Breaches of 
us that have Wir enough to manage em. 
Sir Tim. What——the Goldſmith paid the Money at ſight, 


without demanding why? _ | 
Sharp. Readily Sir— he's a brave Fellow, and muſt nor 


be loſt ſo. 

Sham, By no means, we muſt make uſe of him whilſt he 
is hot, for I doubt the Humour is not natural, and I fear he 
may cool, 2 ts 
Sir Tim. But to our Bus 'neſs. 

Sbarp. Ay, Sir, this ſame Siſter of his you mult have. 
If it be bur to put this inſolent Whore Haumit out of Favour, 
who manages this Fopy intirel 7. [Aſide, 
Sir Tim. Ay, but art thou ſure there is no Danger in this 
Enterprize ? Shall I not have my Throat cut? affd the reſt. 
Sham. We * none of. that Italian Humour now. a. days, I 
can aſſure ye; they will ſooner, with a Brotherly Rae] 
aſſiſt the Vielding Siſter to the willing Gallanr. 
Sir Tim. A good thriving Inclinarton, by Fortune. 

Sham. And, Sir, $9 all Encouragement ; her Bro- 


ther, you heard, r to pay her Portion, amt you know 
the Fate of a —— — Wench in this Town, chat relies 
on weak Virtuee -then becauſe ſhe is in the Houſe with 


her Uncle, this ſame Steward has contriv'd matters fo, to bring 


you in at the Back-door, her Lodgings' being in the Garden, 
Sir Tim. This is fomething-—Oh Im impatient to be with 
her Well, J muſt in, and make ſome Lye 7 22 for my 
Abſence, and be with you preſently. 7 
Sharp. What Deſign haſt thou in Hand? For I EE cher 
35 no ſuch real thing as debauching this Lady. 
Sham. Look ye Sharp, take to thee an iwpllet Faiths and 
believe Impoſſibilities; for thou and 1 muſt couzen this 
Knight. 
Sharp. What our Patron? 
Sham. I Sharp, we are bound fo labour i in aur Callings, but 
mum here he comes 8 


\ 


Enter Sir J 1 imothy. 


Sir Tim. Come, let's away, my Lyon begins to roar. 
You Sharp go ſeek af Ben watch his Motions, 
and give us notice. Exit. 


of 


$ 
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Nau. He is gone, and 1 believe [ Flauntir beeping Wh 


F. 


An 0 


.. 
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For no Goodneſs ; Ill after him and watch him. 
5 | | Exit croſs the Stage. 


Enter Lord Plotwel, Charles, Truſty, and two Servants. 


Lord. In a Bawdy-houſe, with Whores, Hectors, and Dice! 
Oh that I ſhould be ſo deceiv'd in Mankind, he whom I 
thought all Virtue and Sobriety! But go ſome of you imme- 
diately, and rake Officers along with you, and remove his Quar- 
fers from a Bawdy-houſe to a Priſon, charge him with the Mug, 
der of his Wife. Ow 
Char. My Lord, when I demanded her, he ſaid indeed that 
ſhe was dead, and kill'd by him; but this I gueſs was the Ef- 
fects of madneſs, which Debauchery, and want of Sleep has 
brought him to. | 
Lord. That ſhall be tryd; go to the Place where Charles has 
directed you, and do as I command you. [ Ex. Servants. -- 
—Oh ſweet Diana, in whom I had plac'd my abſolute delight, 
And gave thee to this Villain becauſe 1 wiſh'd chee happy. 


* 


And are my Expectations fall'n to this? N ij 
Upon his Wedding Night, to abandon thee / i 
And ſhew his long diſſembled natural Lewdnefs. | 1 
Char. My Lord, I hope, cis not his natural Temper, 1 1 


For ere we parted, from a Brutal Rudeneſs, 
Hie grew to all the ſoftneſs Grief cou'd dictate. 
He talkt of breach of Vows, of Death, and Ruine, N 
And dying at the Feet of a wrong d Maid, = 
Iknow not what he meant. ] 4 
Lord. Ay, there's his Grief; there is ſome jilting Huſſy has 
drawn him in, but I'll reyenge my ſelf on both, 


m. | 

re | Etter Page. i; 

1 Pag. A Letter for your Lordſhip. , 0 
his : 


an. Lord Reads. 8 

My LORD, . 

S your, goodneſs has been ever great towards me, fo I humbly be- 1 
ſeech you to continue it; and the greateſt Proofs you can give 

me of it, is to uſe all your Intereſt to undo that tye between 
Eellmour and my jelf, which with ſuch Foy you knit. I will ſay no 

| more, but as you love my Life, and my dearer Honour, get a Divorce, . 

= gr you will ſee both Ruin d in | , 

— 8 3 | Your Diana, 


{ Gives Charles the Letter. 
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A Divorce; yes, if all my Tarereſt or Eſtate can purchaſe 
ir ſome Joy yer that thou art well. 1890 
: 2 Doubtleſs her Reaſons muſt be great for this Re- [ 
ueſt. | | TOA * En; 
5 Lord. Yes, for ſhe lov'd him paſſionately ; when I firſt told 
her of my Deſigns co marry em together, ſhe could not hide / 
her Joy; which was one Motive, I urg'd it to him with; ſuch \ 
Violence. cad . 
Char. Perſons ſo near of Kin, do ſeldom proſper in the 
Marriage Bed. "ow" r „ 
Lord. However tis, I now think fit to unmarry em 
And as for him, Pll uſe him with what Rigor, 4 
The utmoſt Limits of the Law allows me. 
Char. Sir, I beſeech you. 3 5 


Lord. You beſeech me! You, the Brother of the Villain ? 
That Has abus d the beſt of all my Hopes? no think——. 
I ſhall grow (for his Sake) to hate all that belong to him. 
Char. Sir how have I offended ? a 2 
Lord. Les Sir, you have offended me, and Nature has offen- 
ded me; you are his Brother, and that's an Offence to me. 
Char. Is that a Fault, my Lord? | 7 * 
Lord. Yes, Sir, a great one, and III have it ſo; and let me 
tell you, you nor your Siſter (for that Reaſon) muſt expect 
no more Friendſhip at my Hands, than from thaſe that are ab- 
ſeolute Strangers to you : Your Brother has refus'd you your | 
[+ Portions, and 7'll have as little 7 * as he, and ſo farewell he 
to you But where's the  Meſtenger that brought the 1 
Letter? 2 a * 
Pag. Without my Lord. [Ex. Lord and Page. 
Truſt. Here's like to be a hopeful* end of a noble Family, 
My Comfort is, I ſnall diewwith Grief, and nor ſee a 4 of f 
© 4 f | | eps. ' 


of Char. No Trufly, I have not been ſo meanly educated, bur 1 MW ms 
know how to live, and like a Gentleman: All that affficts me 1 
in this Misfortune, is my dear Siſter Phillis, ſhe's young, and Wa) 
to be left poor in this looſe Town, will ruine her for ever. : 


Truſt. Sir, I think we were beſt to marry her out of the way. 

©. Char. Marry her! To whom? who ist regards poor Vir- * 
tue? | 4 g » 

© Truft, For that let me alone; and if you dare truſt her to 7 

my Management, III undertake to marry her to a Man of 

209 L a Tear; and if it fail, IIl be ſure to keep her Honour 


Le. J 
Char. Prethee how wilt do this ? 


. 
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Truſt. Sir, I have ſerv d your Family theſe thirty Years, with 
Faith and Love; and it I looſe my Credic now, Ill never pre- 
rend to'r more. 

Char. Do what thou wilt, for J am ſure thou'rt honeſt, 
And Tl refign my Siſter to thy Conduct, 
Whilſt 1 endeavour the Converſion of my Brother. 

| _— Charles. 
Enter Phillis. 


Phill. No News yet of my Brother. 

Truſt, None: The next you'll hear is, chat he's undone, and 
that you muſt. go, without your Portions ; and worſe than 
that, I can tell you, your, Uncle defigns to turn yon out of 


Doors. 
Phil. Alas! whgt” ſhou'd I do, if he ſhou'd be fo cruel ? 


' Wou'd I were in Flanders at my Monaſtery again, if this be 


true. 
Truſt. f have beter Rute e you, than telling of Beads— 
No, Mrs. Phillis, you muft be married. 
Phil, Alas! I am too young, and fad for Love. 
OP The younger, and the leſs Love, the better. 


Enter Page, 


Pag, Mr. l. Buß, here's a Gentleman wou d k with you, 
he ſays his Name's Mr. Sham. ſe mY 

Truſt. Gud's rae Miſtriſs, put on all your Holiday Looks, for 
this is 50 little Merchant Love by Retail, that brings ou 
the Husband I promis d you. 


Enter Sham. 


Sham. Well, Mr. Trufty, I have brought Sir Timot iy, as I pro- 
mis d, he is at che Garden door. 

Truft, The beſt time in the World, my Lord's. out of the 
wa 

Sham, For you know our Conditions. 

Truſt. Yes, that if he marry her, you are to haye all = 
Money that he offers to debauch her. . 

. Sham, Right 

Tul. Ering him in then, and Til civily withdraw. 


. [ Exit Trofty, 


"Enter Sham. bringing in Sir Timothy. 


Sir Tim. Well Sham, thou haſt prepar d all things, and chere | 
needs no Ceremoay. 
— Sham. None, none, Sir, you my fall down. right to the 
Miel, 


* 
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ff Enter Phillis. 


Sir Tim. Sings. Come, my Phillis, let us improve 
Both our Joys of equal Labe, 
. Whil'ft we in yonder ſhady Grove, 
Count Minutes by our Kijjes. 


Phil. What ſort of Courtſhip's this? tis very odd! _ pre 
Six Tim. ox on Formal Fopps, we have high- born and 71 
generous Souls, and ſcorn the common Road . Come, lers if x 
enjoy, whilſt Youth and Beauty laſts. 3 
Phil. What means this Rudeneſs ? Pl] tell my Brother. you 
Sir Tim. Your Brother, by Fortun&,g he's fo lewd, that 
Mould I be ſa unconſcionable to leaves tee a Virgin but this 
Night, he wou'd Raviſh thee himſelf, aud that ac cheaper 
Rates than I deſign to do it. | ON? {7 
Phill. How dare you talk to me at this rate? don 
N Sir Tim. Talk to thee =— by Fortune, Fll play the Tarquin ſl 
with thee, if thou yieldeſt not quickly — for thou haſt ſer I "i 
me all on fire,* - 8 14 
Pͤdbill. Defend me, Heaven, from ſuch a Man. 8 
Sy Tim. Then it muſt defend you trom all the Sex, for all I Cin 
| Mankind are like me, nay, and all Womankind are, or wou'd 4 
de, what 1 muſt make tee. * beto 
_ Phill. What's that, a Wench? ' RE date 
| Sir Tim. Fie, fie, that's a groſs Name, no, a Miſs, that's 
dhe Word 2 Lady of Delight, a Perſon of Pleaſure, 5 
and the reſt ; I'll keep thee, not a Woman of Quality ſhall 
be half fo fine Come, dear Phills, * Oh, I am 
mad for the happy hour come, ſay the word, tis but 
- inclining thy Head a little thus the pretty Eyes down, and 
czy Checks all Bluſnes, and fetohing a long Sigi thus 
with do hat you pleaſe at the end ont 
And I ſhall take it for granted. 1 
- Phill, That, Sir, you'lt never hear me ſay to any thing but 
2 Husband, if I muſt ſay it then. n 
Sir Tim. A Husband, it is enough to ſpoil a Man's Appetite, 
the very naming on't — By Fortune, thou haſt been bred 
with thy great Grand-mother, ſame old Queen Elizabeth Lady, 
that us d to preach Warnings to young Maidens ; bur had ſhe 
 livd in this Age, ſhe wou'd have repented her Error, eſpeci- 
ally had ſhe ſeen tha Sum that I offer thee — Come, ler; 
in, by Fortune, I'm ſo vigorous, I ſhall raviſh elſe. | 
Pbill. Unhand me, or T'll eall our, I aſſure you, this iz not 
ke way co gain me. . 


Sir Tim. I know there is a way to gain all mortal Woman- 
kind, Hut how to hit the Critical Minute of the Berjere - 

. Phill. It is paſt your Politicks at this time, Sir, | 
Sir Tim? Vl try all ways, and the Devil's in it, if I don't 
hit upon the right at Jaſt. | [ Aſide, 

All the ſott things I've ſaidm——c— 5 
Phill.” That a Knight of your Parts ought to ſay. 
Sir Tim. Then I have kneel'd—— and cry d - and ſwore 

and | | "i 

Phill. And damn d your ſelf five hundred time — 


- 


Propoſition to you, which is both ræaſonable and modiſh—— 
if it prove a BoY III Marry you the Devil's int, 


* 


if that be not falt. "Ws 
Phill, You get no earneſt of me, Sir, and fo farewel to 
you, ©” | | [Ex. Phillis, 


"Enter Sham. 


Sir Tim. Oh Sham. I am all over fre, mad to enjoy I have 
done what Man can do (without doing what I ud do) and 
2» ſtil ſhe's Flint; nothing will down with her but Matrimony — 


t What fhall 7 do?. for thou know'ſt I cannot Marry. a Wife withe 
out a Fortune. 


Shcm. Sir, you know the old Chear, kire a Lay Raſcal in a 


11 W Canonical Habit, and put 2 falſe Marriage upon her. 
d WW Sir im. Lord, that this ſhon'd not enter into my Coxcomb 
before! haſte then and get one- III have it done imme- 
lately, whilſt 7 go airer her to keep up my flame. 
l T a : : [ Ex. Sir Tim. 
Sham: And I will fic you wich a Parſgn preſently. Ex. 


m. The' Scene a Street. 


Ene Friendlove diſeuis'd as before. 
Friend. I find Diana knows me not, and this Years abſence, 


ir ſhe has loſt the remembrance of a Man, whom ſhe ever 
Wſeſteem'd till in this lucky Dreſs ; the price of her Favour 
& Belimour's Life; I need not have been brib'd for that, his 
reach of Faith both to my Siſter. and my ſelf, enough incites 
e to Revenge He h@ not yet enjoy'd her, that Bleſ- 
ing 15 reſerv d for me alone And ough the Prieſt have j yn d 
that Marriage may be diſannull'd, aud ſhe has a Fortune 
Melent to excuſe her other Faults, Enter 
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Sir Tim. Yet ſtill y are impregnable————T' make another 


ce 7 firſt made my Addreſſes to her, has alter d me much, 
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ee May plead the Excuſe of Force - but thoſe to her, 
| Nor | 
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. Enter Bellmour ſad. _ MY 
ah! the Man I ſeek — ſo near my Lodgings 
t00————ir! | a 
Bell. Sir! 2 * 3 


Friend, Traytor! thou know'ſt me, and my busꝰnęſs. 
Lock on this Face, if thou dar'ſt look on him, whom 
thou haſt doubly wrong'd——and draw thy Sword. 
Bell. Thou ſhoud'ſt be Hiendlove, Brother to Celinda, , 
 - Frieng, And Lover of Diana too Oh quickly draw, 
Or I ſhall leave thee, like a Coward, dead. 
Bell. No, rather like a Sacrifice, Offers to embrace him, 
And thou ſnou'dſt be the Prieſt ſhould offer it; 
But that I have yer, - | 
For ſome few moments, bus'neſs for my Life. 
_ Friend, I can allow no time for bus'neſfs now, 80 
My Injuries are in haſte, and ſo am J]. 
Bell. Shoud'ſt thou ſtab here, a thouſand gaping wounds, . 
Upon this falſe, this perjur'd Heart of mine, 
It wou'd not part with Life, unleſs twere laid 
Near to the Sacred Altar of my Vows, 
Low at the Feayzof my fair injur'd Wife. ' 
Friend. Ha means he his Wife? [ Aſide, 
Canſt thou repent thy Injuries to her, 82 A 
And leave the reſt of all thy Sins neglected? 
Bell. Thoſe I have done to thee, tho? foul and barbarous, 


thou, nor I, nor ſhe, or Heav'n can pardon. 

Friend, Heav'ns! N | 2 
My Siſters wrongs, and mine, may plead Excuſc | 
But thoſe to her alone can ne're be pardon d. A 
his place, Sir, is tog pen — come with me, | 
For I've deſir d, and now reſolve to kill the. 

Bell. And ſo thou ſhalr, defenceleſs, I will yield. 
And leave my Boſom open to thy Sword. Ar 
——Bur firſt conduct me to my Wife: 
For I will ſee her nor can I dye unpardon d. 

Friend. See his Wife Of whom do you demand her? | 

Friend. Of thee dar ſt thou detain me? | Offers to go it. 

Friend. Death! how ſhou'd he know ſhe's here! [ 4ſide. 
Stay, Sir, this way our Bus'nels lies. - [ Pulls him back: 
Bell. Lask not thine, but mine lies only this way. 

2 [offers 10 go in again. 


MM. 


Friend, By Heaven you ſhall not ter here! 
I know thou lov'ſt her, 37's | =y > 
Aid tis wich Reaſon thou deny'ſt me Entrance hed, Ai Or 
To one Io much unworthy to approach her. | 


Friend, 


' 
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Friend. Yes, I do love her, and dare own it too; 
And will defend her from one fo baſe and treacherous. 
Bell. Who dares deny thy Reaſons ? | \ 
Friend. Sh has made me take an Oarh, to fight with thee; 
And every Wound my Icky Sword ſhou'd make, 
She bad me ſay, was ſent thee from her Hate. 
Bell. Oh I believe thee ! prithee fell on, Young Man, 
Thar I may die without the Aid of Wounds. f 
Friend. To break thy Heart, know then, ſhe loves another, 1 
And has took back the Vows ſhe made to rhee, «| 
And given em to a Man more worthy of em. - 
Bell. Alas! I credit thee—yet— then by Heay'n ſhe's falſe ? .J 
And I will know, why tis ſhe is thus perjur'd. [Ogers fo go. | 
} 


| 

; =—Nay now—nor Heaven, nor Hell, ſhall hinder me. 
tand off, or to the number Pll add one fin more, ll 
And make my Paſſage to it through thy Heart. j 
Friend. And ſo you ſhall,” Sir. | = 

| { They fight, Bellmour diſarms Friend. and runs in. 4 | 

Diſarm'd | by Heav'n you ſhall not fo eſcape | 

A Rage that is too juſt here tp give.o're. 


= | SCENE changes to the Inſide of Friendlove's Lodgines. 5 5 


Enter Celinda, as before, met by Nurſe. . 


Nur. Oh Madam, here's Mrs. Bellmour, he has wounded my * 
young Maſter, who deny'd him Entrance, and is come ints 
the Houſe, and all in Rage demands his Wife. _ 

Cel. Oh Heavn! Demands his Wiſe ! Is that fad Curſe - 
Added to all the reſ Does he then love her? 


* 
— — — — * 


— 


— 
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Enter Bellmour with two Swords. f 
Nur. Whether do you preſs, Sir? And what's your buſineſs? | 
Bell. To ſee my Wife, my Wife, Impertinence, | | 
And muſt I meet with mots but Oppoſition ? 75 0 
| < 
KEDS -- [ Puſhes her roughly away. ol 
3 Cel. Les him come in. i hi 
3 Nur. Marry he lets himſeif in I thank him. EE . 
m. Cel. What Man art thou thus cover d o're with Horror! q | 
de. Bell. One ſent from Hell to puniſh Perjury ! 4 
ack: Where's this perfidious Fair? This bluſnleſs Maid! þ | 


b That has by my Example broke her Vows / 
TY A Precedent that Fiends wou'd ſhame to follow. 
Ciel. Who ist you mean, Sir ? 
Bell. A thing that has no Name, ſhe is fo bad 
One who ſo lately gave her ſelf ro me, 
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Yet ſtill ſne is my Wife, whom I have injud: 
ill when, ſhe was a Saint comè lead me to her, 
Tho' ſhe be falſe as I, yer 711 forgive ii [throws by the Swords, 
Cel. Heav'ns / he 1 repents his Cruelty to her, | 
And never mentions me! Ah then tis time to die. ar | 
And that I may be ſure of Deathy———— — Cl. 
Well, Sir, J Wil conduct this * y Lady to you. 7 
Bell. Gods / Happy /——Wh 7 am cid [ Ex. Cel, 
eh what an Ague chills — ſhivering Limbs, 
Turns my hot Rage, to ſofteſt Love, and Shame, 
Were I not here to die here at her Feet, ; 
1 wou'd not ſtand the Shock of her Reproaches. 
Bur yet ſhe-need not ſpeak, a Lodk's ſufficienr 
Io call up all my ins to my undoing 
he comes—— Oh Heay'n / ſhe comes 


p * | And now is flown into anothers Arms 
3A | One that attacks m Life, for the ſame Sans 
1 Which ſhe her ſelf commits and thinks to live too. 


. 
4 * 
— vo. — — 
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4 . Ener Celinda and. Diana. 
255 Like — Criminals thus with my Eyes declin'd, 
ow.my Head, for the laſt ſad Blow. {Stands * 
e 3 Sir, in Obedience to your Commands, 
Tae brought the Lady. 
0 . How ! The perfidious. Bellmour! W 9 
by. . The only Object of my Hate and Scorn. * * 
1 Bell. Say on, my angry Deity ' Cub. a 
1 Whilſt T thus trembling hear my faral Doom, — 
| like Sinners, conſcious ne're to be forgiven, = * 
5 I dare not lift my guilty Eyes towards Heaven, 5 
_— Cel, Can I hear this, and yet retain my Life A 
Dis. Had I but two days fince beheld this Youth 
3 Thus proſtrate at my Feet, Iſnould have thought 
=. My ſelf more bleſt.. Hes. 
EL 3 have been that Deiry he cala me- e 
"I „ ee Enter Friendlove. 4 N 3 
1 ind Defend me. The Traytor here / Arid at Diane Far 
3 | The firreſt Altar for my Sacrifice ?: 


urn, turn, from what thou lol e meet uſtice 
Cel. Oh hold, my en Brother... my Ju 
{ Bellmour riſes, and turns way 
Bell. Nay, now Tm reddy for the welcom Sword, | 


1 = + - Since my Celindas falſe, and cannot pardon. 
4 ö Cel. Oh do not r wich that prop 


bak. 


inion. . 
EO | Celinds Dj 
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I celiada falſe + Or cannot pardon rhee ! : 

Dian. Stay, generous Se, my Pity has forgiven him, 

Bell. Thou / Why who art thou Diana 

Dian. Yes, that Diana, 

Whom, maugre all the Penitence thou ſhew'ſt, 

can ſcarce forgive the Injuries thou'ſt done her. 
Bell. I ſhew a Penitence for injuring thee / 
ey Heav'n, I never cou'd do one, or other; 


le. Wall chat 1 am is the divine Celinda's: 
Friend. He's flark mad ! [ Aſide. 
el, Bei. Bur fince ſhe cannot pardon, I can die. 
Offers to fall on his Sword. 
Cel. Canſt thou not credit me! She pardons thee. 


Live——and enjoy — Diana. Turns her Face from him. 
Bell. What art thou? who know'ſt her Heart fo well! 
rt thou my Rival? The bleſſed Youth to whom 5 
he has given her Vows?——live——and enjoy Diana { 
-es. yes thou art my Rival, and I'll kill chee. 
Cel. Do, whilſt I meet thy Sword. 
[ Opens her Arms, Dian. ſtays him, he 
d, lets fall his Sword, and gazes. 
, Bell. Dull dull Adorer ! Not to know my Saint. 
Oh how I have prophan d? To what ſtrange Idol 
Was that I kneel'd ? 
taking it for a Divinity ! 
Cel. To your fair Wife Diana! 
Bell. Oh cruel Maid ! | 
Inas Heav'n deſign'd me any but Celinda / | _ 
Dan. Maid / Bleſs me did I then love a Woman! 
Iam pleas d thou ſhould'ſt rrenounce me, make it good, 
And ſet me free from Fetters which I hate. FE 
Bell. If all our Laws can dot Iwill for here 
Ends all my Claim. | Io Celinda. 
Friend. Was this the Wife you did demand of me ? 
Bell. Yes I had no other. | 
Dian. Fair Maid! Forgive me all my ſhameful Paſſion ! 
And charge my Fault upon your Beauty only. 
Cel. Excellent Creatute ! I ſhou'd he for that 
Which my deceit will never make me hope. | 
ce! J. Bell. And art thou true to Love, and alt thy Vows ? 
Whilſt I to ſave my Fortune, | 1 
bun, That only which cou d make me merit thee ) . 
Fave my unwilling Hand to this fair noble Maid. j 
Ah Friendlove, when thou hear'ſt my Story told, 
Thou wilt forgive , and piry me. 
lind, Dian. What was't you ſaid, Sir? Friendlove ? 
Pp Priend. 
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yours. [To Friendlove. 


All that had paſt, ot cke laſt Night's Ball, 


And that my Brother (deſcribing of hisDreſ3) was gone ef 


* Thar I might live to pay thy Goodnefs back? 


Friend, Yes, Madam, I hope rhe Name can make dire ) 
Or hate that ſtill, ſo you love the Man. 
Dian. Tho Tm again defeated, yet this laſt 
Proves leaſt offenſive, nor ſhall an empty Word, 
Alter my fix d Reſolves, to love you ſtill, 
Friend. Then T am bleſt ! 4&1 41 
Bell. But yet the Office of che prieſt has paſt. B. 


What Remedy for that? 
Dian. My Uncle's Pow'r; the nounefs of our TY A ch 


The Contradiction of our Circumſtances. 


Bell. And above all that, my Contract with Celinda. "_ 
Methinks I feel a Joy ſpread o're 0 Heart, 


The blefſed Omen of approaching Happine 


cel. Ido believe thee ; for by ſympathy,” * 5 . 
Mine takes new Fire and Hope. Ref 
Dian. I have already writ ro my Uncle, and che Meſſenger ? 


aſſur d me, he would gratifie my Defires ; that done, I will be 


Bell. But why chu dreſt? it might have led my Rage 
Full of Deſpair, and Jealouſie, to have hurt thee. 

Cel. Sir, when the Lerter came of your being myTicd, 
[ will not tell you all the Effects it had 8 
Upon my deſperate Soul; 
But this I know, I had relol d to ae. n 
But firſt to ſee you, your Page inform d the Nutſe, N 


And much concern d ſhe got this Habit tor me, 
And inform'd me how 'twas I was to act. 


This made me haſte, leſt ere I came 

His Rage had done the Buſineſs which it went for.” 5 
Friend. And ſo it had, had ſt thou not hinder d me ; * 

For I, Sir, was the Man, who drew on you © 
Bell. And was it thou that didft defend my Heart, 


Bel. It was to fave your Life, and to expoſe my own. 
Pian. Come, let᷑s in, and conſult what's beſt yon or us to do, 
Bell. Come my Celinda, 

Let us no longer doubt, the Pow rs above oath» 

Will be propitious to united Love. | (Es. © 


_- 
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nce 3 | ; * 
| Enter Servant. — 9 
INA ' nf TIA 1 
Serv. Sir, my Lord Plotwel is at the Door in his Cœach. 
Dian. My Uncle come! Sir, we will w not doubt our For- 
Une. by 6-3 i 
Bur how came he to know of my being here? TYLS 
Serv, Madam, I tear he follow d me after Thad given him 
the Letter. 7237 $8 0 e DODRSIY 17 Nat PEER 


Enter Laid Blornel, Chatles, Taſty," 
Lord. Bellmourmnd Diana kneeling ! [cl. and Dian. Kyneels. 
—— ———-iſe, the Joy I have to ſee, you thus, makes me 
Reſolve to grant you any, thing, and pardon all that's paſt. * . 
" Bel. Be nor ſo haſty in your cache, SI, 55 
* Leſt you repent as faſt. OP WEN 
Dian. Sir, we have an humble Suit to you. 
Iard. What is is je can jointly ask, I will, not grant. 
Dian. By all that Love you ever had for tne, 2 
vy all thoſe Infant Charms, wiiich ubd to pleaſe you, 
When on your Lap vou taught my Tongue chat Arc 
Which made thoſe dear Impreſſions ony our Heart, 
Which ever fince to my Advantage grew, 
do conjure you hear me now I ſue, 
and grant the mighty Grace I beg of you. 
Lord. What is it you wou'd ak? n 
tore. Bel. Oh dreſe your Face and Eyes in gentler Looks, 
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If you wou'd. have us hope for any Mercy. . « 
Lord. Riſe, and whate'er you ask, III freely grant. 
Dian. That you'll undo that Kner, that ties us rwo.” 
Lord. How | this Requeſt from thee! Who lov'd him once, 
And wiſh'd no good beyond poſſeſſing him. Da 
Dia. Heav'n has nor, Sir, decrecd us for each other. 
 {omething of Fate or Chance 
do., las otherwiſe diſpos d thoſe firſt Reſolves. 15 
8 Ld. Too virtuous Maid I know thou doſt but feign, 
+ | Mis wickedneſs has forc'd thee to this change. 
call Dian. No, Sir, were he the only Man 
| Of kind and good, I never wou d be his. ; 
And if you ſhou'd compel me, I ſhou'd live 
The infamous Reproach of my whole Sex. 
„ Lrd; Well, and you Sir, that are the cauſe of this, - 
un yhat canſt thou ſay to move me for thy Pardon? 
|, © Bell. 1 


— 
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Bell I am ſo guilty in your Opinion, 

My Prayers wou d but make yours mercileſs; 

I only ſay Celinda is my Wite, 5 

And I ſhowd injure this roo generous Maid, 

Not to adore her equal to her Mer. ; 

Lord. I ſee, Sir, you have found your Wits again. 

— Well, I ſee there's no oppoſing Deſtiny, 

And I have ſtill ſuch tenderneſs for thee, [o Dia. F 

That hadſt thou pleaded this Cauſe to me before, 

I ſhou'd have been leſs cruel to him. 

here is that Lady which you ſo admire, 

Whoſe Beauty does eclipſe that of Diana ? W 
Bellmour goes out, and brings in Celinda. W 
Dian. This, Sir, is ſhe who merits more tHan I. 

Lord. She's fair indeed; here Frank, 

I give thee thy Celinda, whoſe Beaut7 

Excuſes all thy Favlrs' of Diſobedience. 

Bell. Thus low, I thank you for this goodneſs,” _ 

7 55 4 Kneel;, 
Lord. There only wants the Ceremony of the Law to undo 

what's between you and Diana, if ſhe remain a Virgin. 

4 Bell. For me, by Heay'n ſhe is; | 

[ And for the reſt I do not doubt her Virtue. 

Dian. You may believe him, Sir; and this alone's the Man 
in whom I will, or never will be happy. 1 
Lord. Mr. Friendlove, I give Conſent tot, he has a noble Cha- 
rater, and what he wants in Fortune, has in Virtu . 
take her young Man. r 

Friend. Tis ſuch an Honour, Sir, that my Gratitude, with- 
ont the mighty Paſſion 7 have for her, would make me ever 
thankful, BEE: he Ya 

Lord, This Term, we ſhall make the former Marriage void, 

till then love on, and fear no Frowns from Fortrune———bu: 
Nephew now I hope your. Brother ſhall have hi: 

Portion. . the 25 oy 

Bell. My deareſt Charles, forgive me all that's paſt, 

And ſhare the Fortune, Heaven has given thy Brother. 

Char. The Joy I have, Sir, to be undeceived, is much 

the greateſt Bleſſing Heav'n can ſend me. | 
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Enter Sir Timothy follew'd by Phillis, Sham, Sharp, and 
Betty Flauntit. | 


Sir Tim. I am purſu?d by two impertinent Women; prethee 
friendlove, tell em I am gone ouft at the Back-door, and ſend 
em away. ö 

Lord, What's the News here? 


Sir Tim. How Celinda here, and Bellmour too! Nay, now 


wou'd J compound for my Life, at any rate, by For- 
tune. | 

Phil. Sir, this Villain here has abus d me, and with a falſe 
Marriage has robb'd me of my Honour. 

Bell; How / 5 

Sir Tim, My Lord, I ſay this young Jilt would have robb d 
me of my ſelf ; and courting her, and enjoying her only for 
Miſs, would perſwade me I am married to her. | 

Haunt. Sir, J fay, I am doubly wrong d, firſt by this falſe 
Knight, who has belong'd to me this three Years, which gives 
me a right to him, as good as if I were married to him; 
who has now unlawfully left my Bed, for that of this Gilflurt, 
who, on the other fide, takes away my Knight, and conſe- 
quently ears the Bread out of my Mouth, 

Bell, What means all this? 

Speak ſome of ye that know. 

Haunt. Oh Lord / Who's here? The fine Squire. | Aſide. 
a Truſt. Sir Timothy Tawdrey, Sir, is Married to Mrs. Phil- 
is, | 

Sir Tim. How can that be a Marriage, when he who joyn'd 
us, was but a hired Fellow, dreſs d like a Parſon ! 

Truſt. Sir, *rwas Parſon Tickletext that Marry'd em. 

Sir Tim. Oh what a damn'd lying Pimp is this hm, 
didit thou not hire a Fellow, (becauſe I was damnably in Love, 
and in haſte) to _y us, that was no Parſon ? 

Sham. Why truly Sir—— I did go to hire ſuch a one 

Sir Tim, Look ye there now. 

Sham, Bur cou'd meet with none; and becauſe you ſaid 
you ſhou'd die if you enjoy'd her not preſently, and that ſhe 
would not yield on any other Terms, but thoſe of Marri- 
aze, I ene brought the Parſon that Tryſly had provided for 
you. 

Sir Tim. Oh Villain to betray me / And for no Reward / 


PP 3 Truft, Yes 


. EIoIooe—_ Etro Se — — — — 


——— , 


Husband, and ſo put you quite out of 3 
And all muſt make my Houſe their happy home. 


1 " ? . I 
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left behind my young Miſtreſſes Looking-Glaſs fell to his 
Share. 92 5 | 
Sir Tim. Whats my Money gone“ And I am marryq 
This tis not to uſe to go to Church; for then 1 might have 


chanc'd to know the Parſon. "7 
Bel. Death you Dog Tou deſerve to die, for your baſe 


Deſigns upon a Maid of her Qualicy how durſt you, 


Phil. Sir, you .deny'd me my Portion, and my Uncle de. 
fi N to turn me out of Doors, and in my Deſpairs I accepted 
of him. INES | 

Haunt. Married! And to a Wife of no Fortune! That's the 
worſt Part on't what ſhall 7 do? 

Bel. Renounce this lewd Fool, and I'll make thee a Fortune 
ſuitable ro thy Quality, 

Sir TIim. Say you {fo !!———Kenounce me, Sir! I'd have 


Siſter, wirhour my leave, marry that Rafcal ? 


you to kt:ow I merit her: And as for Lewdneſs, I name no 


Body, Bell/moyr——— hit only ſome have the Art of hiding 
it better than 2 — but for Whoring, Drinking, Dicing, 
and all the deadly Sins that thereupon depend, I thank m 
Stars, I come ſhort of you: And ſince you fay, 7 ſha 
not have your Siſterz by Fortune, 7 will have your Siſtr, 
and love your Sifter, and lie wich your Siſter, in ſpitee of 


vou. 


- Lord. Well, Sir Timothy, fince my Neete has done amiſs, tis 
too late to mend it and that you may not repent, Ti! 
take care her Fortune ſhall be ſuitable to the Jointure you'll 
make her. | | 

Bell. With this Proviſo that you make no Settlement to Miſ- 
ſes, Sir Timothy) I am net ſo unreaſonable to Fe you up 
from all of char Profeſſion; that were to ſpoil a faſhionable 


Lord. This Day we'll ſet apart for Mir _ 


My Life, my Fortune, and my Honour too, 
Since all had periſh'd by a broken Vow, 
Haut. What am I like to loſe my Timmy? Canſt thou have 


Bell. To thee, Celinda, all my good I owe, 7 


the Heart to leave me for ever? I who haye been true and con- 


ſtant to you. 


Sir Ian. . 


Truſt. Ves indeeed, Sir, the Four Hund red Gui neytf pon 


I 
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Sir Tim. Alas! now I muſt melt again, by Fortune 
thou art a Fool, do'ſt think I wou'd have had her, but for her 
Fortune; which ſhall only ſerve to make thee out- flaunt all 
che Cracks in Town——— go——— home and expect me, 
thou It have me all to thy ſelf within this Day or two. 


Since Marriage but a larger Licenſe is 
Fr every Fopp of Mode to keep a Miſs, 


* 
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Spoken by Sir Timothy Tawdrey. 


IR Timothy, Gallants, at afp is come 
To know his Sentence, and receive his Doom. 
But pray before you are reſolv'd to be 
Severe, look on your ſelves, and then on me; 
Obſerve. me well, I am a Man of Show, 
Noiſe, and Nonſence, as are moſt of you. 


' Tho all of you don't (hare with me in Title, 


In Character you differ very little. 

Tell me in what you find a Difference ? 

It may be you will ſay, you're Men of Senſe ; 

But Faith | 

Were one of you th Stage, and I ith Pit, 

He might be thought the Fopp, and I the Wit. 

On equal Ground you'll ſcarce know one from tother ; 


_ We are as like, as Brother is to Brother. 


To judge againſt me then wou d be ill Nature, 
For Men are kind to thoſe they are like in Feature. 
For Judges therefore I accept you all; 

Ey you, Sir Timothy will ſtand or fall. 


He's too faint-hearted that his Sentence fears, 


Who has the Honour to be try d by's Peers. 


. 


; 
F 
( 
0 
< 


PLAYS Printed for, and Sold by K. Wel- 
lington, at the Dolphin and Crown the 


Weſt-end of St. Paul's Church-yard. 


12 Relapſe, or Virtue in 
Spamiſh Wives. 


Plot and no Plot. 


Old Batchelor. 
Rule a Wife and have a Wife. 
Country Wite. 

Anatemiſt, or the Sham-Do- 
Qor. | | 
Cyrus the Great, or the Trage- 

f dy of Love. - 
Don Ouixot, in three Parts. 
Neg! Virtue. 
Lovers. 
Mackbeth. 
Oedipus. =» 
Plain Dealer. 


H the Second, or the 
59 of Roſamund, 

Oroonoko. * 

Abdelazar. 

Love for 7 24 

Love's laſt Shift, or the Fool 

in Faſhion. 

* or the Miſtake. 

Roundheads, or the Good Old 

Cauſe. 

City Heireſs. 

Cheats. 

City Politicks, 


Debauchee. 

Rival Queens. 
Villain. 

Sir Anthony Love. 
Theodofius, 
Princeſs — cw, 
Antony and Celopatra. 
Fond Husband, 15 
Michridates. 

Cæſar Borgia. 
Woman Captain. 
Orphan. 

Tempeſt. 

Caius Marius. 
Chances. 
—— 
Indi A 
Philaſter. 

Sacrifice. 

Sir Maatin Marr. all. 
State of Innocence, 
Virtue betray'd. 
Wild Gallant. 


Empreſs of Morocce. 


Town-Fop. 

Impoſter defeated. 
Alcibades, 

Ambitious Stateſmen. 
Ambo 

Bonduca 

Buſſy de Amboiſc. 
Caligula. 

Cambyſes. } 
Darius King of Perſia. 


Deſtruction of Jeruſalem, D. 


Duke of Guile. 
Engl:!h Monfieur, 


Slo- 


Play 2 „ R. Wellington. 


— * 
; Provok' d Wife. 


True Widow. 

Vertuous Wife. | 

| Unhapyy Kindock- N. 
Villain. K 


Kiig Arthur. 


Propherets. - 


* . 


AufemebeQ.. a 


Secret Love, or maiden Gen. 


* 


Ari dr Thad, 10 f 


' Generous Choice. 


Humour of the Age - | 
The Double Diſtreſs. 


4 

* 7 1 
. 4 16 
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BOOK 8 Primed for or, 4 ine by R Wet: 
hngt gron, 4f the ] phin and Crown the 
N end of St. Paul's * Chirch-yard... 


HE won Gn of the late Ingenious Mrs. keln, 'Col- 
lected into one Vol. vi. Oroonoko, or the Royal Slave, 
Fair Jilr, or Prince Tarquin. Agnes de n or ye _ 
of Generous Love. The Lovers Watch, or the Art 
The Ladies Looking-glaſs. The Lucky Miſtake. The? e 
of the Nun, or fa Vo- breaker. 

A Mathematica Companion, or the Deſcription and Uſe of 
2 new Sliding Rule, by which many Uſeful and Neceſſary Que- 
ſtions in Arithmetick, Military Orders, Intereſts, Tri Yn, na 
metry, Planometry, Sterenometry, Geography, . — 
Navigation, Fort! cation, Gunnery, Dyalling, may be ſpeedi- 
ly reſolved without the Help of Pen or Compa By Willi Willi 
am Hunt, Philomach. _ 

A A Diſcourſe upon the Nature and Facukies of Man, .in e. 
veral Eſſays: With ſome Conſiderations of che Oecurrences 
of Human Life. By Tim Nourſe, Gent. 

The Hiſto Plus the Megalopolitan ; containing a General 
Account of the Tranſactions of che whole World, but princi- 
pally of the Roman People, during the Firft and Second Fu- 
| net Wars. Tranſlated Sir Henry Sheers, and Mr. Drjden. 
In Three Volumes: The Third Volume never before Printed. 

Familiar Letters : Written by Joln late Earl of Rachefter, to 
the honourable Henry Savile, Eſq; and other Perſons of 
liry ; With Love-Letters, written by the late Ingenious Mr. 156. 
Otway, Sir George Etheridge, and the late Duke of Buckingharh. 
Price, $ Ss 

Tho. Brown's New and Eafie Method to underſtand the Ro- 
man Hiſtory, by way of Dialogue, for the uſe of the Duke 7 
"Burgundy. Done out of Hench, with very large Addition. 
The Family Phyſiciar being a choice Collection of 
ved and experienc'd Remedies, to cure all Diſeaſes incident * 
Human Bodies, uſeful in Families, and ſerviceable to Colntry 


People. By George Hartman i, Servant. to Sir Kenelm 5 7 


Uh till he ae. 


An <7 


0 


Two Parts. With the Character 


7 C e 


Bool Sold iy R. Wellington. 
An Talian Voyage, or a — y ourney through Italy. In 

\ the People, and Deſcrip- 
tion of the chief Towns, Churches, Monaſteries, Tombs, Li- 


branes, Palaces, Villa's, Gardens, Pictures, Statues and Anti- 


quiries; as alſo, of the Intereſt, Government, Riches, Force, c. 


of all the Princes; wich Inſtructions concerning Travel. B 
Richard Laſſel, Gent. The Second Edition. With large Ad- 
ditions, by a Modern Hand. 

Cocker's Decimal Arithmetick, the Second Edition, very 
much enlarged. By John Hawkins, Schoolmaſter at St. George's 
Church in Southwark. 

Dr. Bray's Lectures on the Church Catechiſm. 
Mr. Walker's. Treatiſe of Edueation, eſpeeially of young 


Sentlemen. 


Incognita, or Love and Duty reconciled. A Novel Writ- 
ten by Mr. Congreve. | | 
A Satyr againſt Wooing. By the ſame Author. Price, 6 d. 
Miſcellany Poems, by Mr: Dennis; with ſe&R& Tranſlations of 
Horace, Fuvenal, and A/op's Fables in Burleſque Verſe. To 


which is added, The Paſſion of Byblis ; wich ſome Critical Re- 


flections on Mr. Olabam and his Writings. With Letters and 
Poems. | * | 
Wenecs's Morals. ; 
Eſſays upon feveral important Subjects. By Sir. Tho, Pope 


Abriss Miſcellanies compleat. Price, 4 s. 


Mr. Dryder's Tranſlation of Virgil. Folio. 
Mr. Dryden's Plays, in two Volumes. Folio. 
Mauger's French Grammar, being the beſt extant, for the 
ſpeedy attaining of the French Tongue. | 
The whole Works of that Excellent Practical Phyſician, Dr. 


5 Thomas Sydenham. Wherein not only the Hiſtory and Cures 


of acute Diſeaſes are treated of after a new and accurate Me- 
thod; but alſo the ſafeſt and ſnorteſt way of curing moſt 


_ Chronical Diſeaſes: Tranſlated from the Original Latin, by 


J. Pechey, M. D. of the Colledge of Phyſicians. 


The Adventures of Lindamira, a Lady of Quality, written 
with her own Hand, to her Friend in the Country. In Six 


Parts.” Revis'd and Corrected by Mr. Tho. Brown. Price, 25. 
The Nuns Letters, Tranſlated by Sir Roger L Eſtrange; with 

the French on the oppoſite Page, for the Benefit of tae Cu- 

rious in either Languages. Price, 1 5. 7 
Five Love · Letters from a Nun to a Cavalier, with the Cava- 


* lier, Anſwers. Price, 15. 64, a 3 


8 | 3 Familiar 


_ | PL | : * 
Books Sold by R. Wellington. 

| - Familiar and Courtly Letters, written by Monſieur Voiture; 

to the greateſt Quality in France, Made Engliſh by Mr. 


Tho. Cheek, Eſq; Mr. Dennis, &c. To which is a A Col- 
lection of Letters of Friendſhip, by Mr. Dryden, Mr. Wycherly, 


Mr. Congreve. . ; . 

Familiar and Courtly Letters, written to Perſons of Honour 
and - ty, by Monſieur Voiture; The Second Volume, made 
Engliſh by Mr. Savile, Mr. Dennis, Tho. Seymour, Eſq; Mr. Tho. 
Brown, &c. To which is added, A Packer' from Wills, or a new 
Collection of Original Letters on ſeveral Subjefts, containing a 
pleaſant Account of what happened at London, Hampton-Court, 
Tunbridge, Epſom, 8, With ſome Original Letters, by King 
Charles the Second. Price 8 s. the Two Vol. 

Michaelis Etmulleri in Academia Lipſienſi quondam Profeſſoris Ce- 
* leberrimi, Opera Omnia in Compendium Redacla. In quo continen- 


tur, I. Inſtitutionum Medicarum Synopſis ab ipſo Authore concinnata. 


II. Fyrotechniæ Rationalis ſeu Collegii Chymici Epitome. III. Com 
mentarius in Schroderi Pharmacopeiam, contratius. TV. Univerſa 
Praxis Medica in anguſtam coacta. Cui in calce adjicitur Chirurgia 
Middica ſummatim perſtricta. "3 


Examen Poeticum Nuplez ſive Miſarum Anglicanarum Delefus 


Alter, cui ſubjicitur Epigrammatum ſeu Poematum Minorum Speri- 


men Novur. By Mr. Addiſon, Mr. Friend, Mr. Wallis, Mr. Alſop, 


Mr. Stepney, &c. | 121 
Advice to Young Gentlemen arriv'd to Years of Diſcretion. 
By Francis Bragg, Rector of Hitchin in Hertfordſhire. 


The Eſſays of Michael Seigneur de Montaigne, in three Volumes 


in Octavo, faithtully Tranſlated by Charles Cotton, Elq; 
Chriſtian Thoughts for Every Day in the Month, together 


with Meditations upon the moſt important Truths of the Go- 


ſpel. To which is added, Prayers and Meditations for every 
Morning and 7 Price 1 .. | 

The Hiſtory of the 
and Navarre, containing the moſt remarkable Occurrences in 
France and Europe during the Minority of that Prince. By 
Mr: Michael le Vaſſor. Tranflated from the French. Price 35. 
A Diſcourſe of Plurality of Worlds. Tranſlated from the 


French by Mr. Glanville. Price 1 s. 6 d. 


A Collection of Novels, Vol. the Firſt, viz. The Secret Hi - 


ſtory of the Earl of Eſer and Queen Elizabeth ; the Ha 
Slave, in three Parts; and, The Double Cuckold. To whic 


is added, The Arc of Pleafing in Converſation. By Cardinal - | 


Richlieu. Price 5 5s. - 
The Elements of Hiſtory from the Crearion of the World: 


to the Reign of Conſtantine the Great, contaiing the Hiſtory N * 


Reign of Lewis XIII. King of France © 


* 


. 2 20 W Wellington: | 


— in a new Order and Method. Together with - 
à⁊ Vie of the the Contempory Kingdoms and Commonwealrhs, 
and a brief Account of their Magiſtracies and Politick Conſti- 
tutions. Done for the Ute of Young Students. By William 
Howel, L. L. D. Tranſlated from the Latin. Price 3 s. | 
An Account of Livonia, with a Relation of the Riſe, Pro- 
gteſs, and Decay of the Marian Teutonick Order; the ſeveral 
| Revolutions chat have happened there to theſe preſent Times; 
wih the Wars of Poland, Myſcoty, and Sweden contending for 
tar Province. A particular Account of the Dukedoms of 
Courland, Semigallia, and the Province of Pilten. To which is 
added, the Aurhor's Journey from Liwnia to Holland in 1698, 
with his Obſervations upon Pruſſia, Brandenburg, Hanover, Heſs, 
and ſevetal other German Courts. Sent in Letters to his 
Friends in London, Price 4 5. . 
The Commentaries of C. Julius Ceſar of his Wars in Gallia, 
and the Civil Wars between him and-Pompey; with many excel- 
lent and judicious Obſervations thereupon. As alſo the Art of 
dur modern Training, by Clement Edmonds Eſq; To this Editi- 
on is now added, at the End of ev * thoſe Excellent 
Remarks of the Duke of Rohan; Commentaries of 
the'A/exandrian and African War, — Aulus Hirtius, now 
&rſt made Engliſh. With a Geographical Nomenclator of the 
Ancient and Modern Names of Towns, together with the Liſe 
| 2 and an Account of his Medals. Revis d, Corretted, 
larged both in the Diſcourſe andi Figures. Price 14 . 
| rk Tretriſe of Medicines, containing an Aceount of their 
| — — Principles, the Experiment made upon em, their 
| ons, their Virtue,” and the modern way of u- 
ap — Together wich a ſhorr View of the Nature and pe- 
.. tiods-of the Diſeaſes they ſometimes occaſion. The Medicines 
are ranged in their robe r Claſſes, according ro their Virtues, 
and drawn up in T Tables + for the Readers Conveniency, with 
» their juſt Doſes annex d. Written Originally in French, by 
M. arurey, M. D. a Member. of che College of Phyſicians, 
un Bellow of the Royal Society at Paris, Price 36. 
"2A new Seffion of the een ee 
Mr. Dryden. Price 6 d. | 
Hulibras Compleat. price 6.4. A 5 
* 5. Liſters Journey to Paris. Price 5s. 6d. 7 
-Searror's Novels, iz. The fruitleſs Precaution, the Hypo- 
erites the Innocent Adultery, Judge in his own Cauſe, the Ri- 
val Brothers, the Inviſible Miſtreſs, the Chaſtiſement of Ava- 


+ rjee, and the Unexpected Choice. Done into 3 wich * 
8 | | 


0 55 N 


Bool Sold y R. Wellington. 


"Pda 6. 6 d. 

The Satyrs of Decimus Junius Fuvinalis, Tranſlated into Eng- 
liſh Verſe by Mr. Dyyden, and ſeveral other Eminent Hands. 
To which is added, The Satyrs of Perſius, with Ex 


Notes to each Chapter. To which is added, A Diſcourſe con- | 


cerning the Original and Progreſs of Satyr. 
Sir Robert Howard's Plays in Folio. 
All Mr. Orways Plays in one Volume, 

All Mr. Lee's Plays. 5 
All Mrs. Bebn's Works in 4 Volumesin Octavo. / 


Memoirs of the Court of France and City of 7 


* 


There is in the Preſs, and will ſpeedily be Publ 4, 


Mu s Paradiſe Loft, with Cuts to each Chapter. 
Printed in Octavo. Price Six Shillings. Printed 
for Jacob Jonſon at Grays-Inn-Gate, and Richard Mellin 

at the Dolphin and Crown, the Weſt-end of St. Paul's 
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